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ROSSS Royal Belfast Ginger 
Ale is the'famous Belfast 
brand which has been 
shipped all over the world 
itis the Weal beverage 

is | verage 

for the Home 


Circle: 


TWO VARIETIES: 


al Belfast 
Pale Dry 






































SUPPLEMENT TO PUNCH. 
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IDEAL PREMIUM BONDS. 


Mr, Puncn, Str,—On reading the explanatory details of 
the new Victory Loan it has pained me to note how little 
imagination and knowledge of human nature has been 
shown by the financial advisers of the Government. The 
idea of the fifteen per cent. premium is undoubtedly good, 
but it is expensive, and in my opinion it does not make a 
sufficiently moving appeal to the aspirations of the British 


race. 








At very short notice, therefore, I have devised a scheme 
whereby the subscriptions to the loan would be increased 
beyond the dreams of the most avaricious Chancellor of 
THE RAILWAY TRANSPORT OFFICER, |the Exchequer; and yet one which would cost the country 
| nothing at all. 

My proposal briefly is that (if not too late) the loan 
should be issued at a hundred per cent., and that an annual 
draw should take place; but, instead of this being accom 
panied by any form of monetary premium, the fortunate 
investors should receive social rather than financial ad 


Wherever the restless flag is flown, a challenge to fea | Vancement. The following table will readily explain my 











WHEREVER on England’s business bent her far-flung 


forces go, 
If only a couple of tempy subs and pi ivates a score or so, 
She decorates one with tabs and swish and calls him an 
R.T.O. 


and foe, ; meaning: 
You'll find in chateau or schloss or tent or derelict truck | very investor whose bonds are drawn during the period 
_ below, (1) 1920-1930 . . to be elevated to the Peerage. 
| l'o symbolise order and light and law, the sign of the R.T.O. | (2) 1930-1940 . . to receive a Baronetcy. 
| On every front in the dear old war, no matter how swift | (3) 1940-1950 . . to receive a Knighthood, 
the show, (4) 1950-1960 . . to receive a C.B.E. 
| No matter how far we hurried ahead we 'd look to the rear : (5) 1960-1570 . . to receive an O.B.E, 
and lo! (6) 1970-1980 -. . to receive an M.B.E, 


With tabs and polish and sign and swank 


(7) 1980-1990 . . to become a gentleman by Act 
the R.T.O. | 


of Parliament, with the pre 
rogative of adding “ Esquire” 
to his name, 


So I, grown terribly sick of him—though a useful lad, I 
know— itt pA 
Withdrew to a very exclusive war. preserved in the jee and|. 1.®8k no reward whatsoever for this idea. I give it freely 
vnarew bo a very CxXciusive War, preserved in the ice and), +] ; bb My ] ; te thi : mm 1 ; 
now ;} to the country. ALY only request is that my own bonds be 
br ad ba nt bd 
3 linelnded « , ow : Qo: 
Where many degrees of frost might be, but never an R.T.O,|!™ luded among those.drawn in 1920, os 
‘ Yours, etc., “ Economy. 
And what was my very first sight of land as we pushed = 
, a the final floe, Our Official Naturalists. 
. 1e ‘ " av eA 1a walrue waite and th —_ , 7 
And came to the quay where the walru iu) wud bine From an official letter from the War Trade Department 


| 
; hi fe | 
ee Pn eee ‘ : : - “T am instructed by the Director of the War Trade Department t 
| A pe fectly gor ul, be-tabbe d, be-furred and fatherly R.T.O.! | request you to state if the pedigroe colt is a shorthorn steer.” 
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| THE UNDEFEATABLE ANGLER (ONE OF THE BULLDOG BREED). 
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THE BLACKSMITH SHOUTED “ Myel 








PUNCH, OR “THE LONDON CHARIVARI 


OUR VILLAGE CATCH. 


BuT THE BOW! {. KNEW ALL ABOUT 


1N THOUGHT IT WAS UP TO HIM, 





it. 





Tue CURATE PELT CALLED UPON, 
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Colonel (explaining the War), 


Intelligent listener, “Bor WHY DID WE 


“You SEE, THE 
EVER LET HIM HAVE 








THROUGH THE WAR 


THEM? WasNn 


TROUBLE ALL 





WEDLOCK PRELIMINARIES. 
‘I'm going to get married,” said 
Kustace. 
‘Who is the plucky lass?” I in- 
quired politely. 
“ Well, as a matter of fact I haven't 
mentioned it to her yet.” 
‘] should do that,” I said. ‘“ These 
oncealments at the outset only cause 
unhappiness in after years. Besides, she 
may want to buy confetti or a second- 


| hand slipper or something.” 








| claimed. 


‘As a matter of fact 1 've only met 
her once—at dinner,” he murmured, 
‘How thoroughly bizarre!’ I ex- 
“May I ask her name?” 
‘ Dorothy.’ 
‘* Dora’ for short. That makesit more 
uré still. The other name hardly 
matters, of course.” 


“Well, that’s just the trouble, |s 
_ really,” he confes “1 've forgotten 
the other name. I wrote it down on 


the only piece of paper 1 had on me, 
vhich happened to be a ten-shilling 
note; and I gave it to the taxi-man 
who took me home.” 

“ Hi'm, she'll get rather talked about 
with Joun Brapnury, won't she?” I 
said. “ You didn't take the number of 
the note by any chance?” 

“No, nor of the cab either,” he ad- 
mitted, 





mother all 
‘The pro- 


“ You must ‘call on her 
the same,’ I said firmly. 
cedure to be adopted is this: You 
walk straight up to the front-door, 
avoiding the gate marked ‘No Hawkers 
(not that they 'd be very likely to take 
you for a transatlantic flier, anyhow), 
wipe your boots on the Salve, ring the 
bell with a smart forward movement 
of the right thumb, and ask the servant 
whether the lady she helps is within. 
Or it may be a butler. In that case 
you say, ‘Is Mrs.’—and then make a 
kind of gurgling noise somewhere be- 
tween Parkinson and Featherstone- 
haugh—‘at home?’ The rest is up 
to you.” 

“Yes, yes,” said Eustacerather testily. 
“But how the deuce do I find out her 
address ? 

“T think you lack some of the neces- 


sary grasp of detail,” I agreed. “ How| 
about writing to your hostess? Quite 


a short note would do. ‘ Ref. your 





WAS THIS: 





Ration Issue of the inst Kindly 
repeat introduction to my right-hand | 
partner and state address in quintupli- 
cate.” That will give you a chance of 
losing a few copies, if she knows what | 
you mean. 

“ But I didn't take her in to dinner at 
all,” said Eustace. “I just talked to her 
afterwards about theatres and pictures 
and things.” 











rHE ENEMY HAD THE INTERIOR LINES.” 


‘y IT RATHER CARELESS OF U8?” 








“ You inust huve a ‘complete neminal 
roll of guests then,” I insisted, ‘ with 
several columns for particulars—size 
of gloves, last vaccinated, next of kin 
favourite flowers and so on. I always 
used to put down the favourite flowers 
of my men in my platoon roll.” 





Sut there might be more than one | 


Dorothy,” he objected; “and besides 
[ only know my hostess very slightly 
indeed,” 

“And by this time you've probably 
forgotten her address too. There's 
nothing for it, Eustace, but the Agony 
Column of Zhe Times. Passionate but 
businesslike is the note.” And with 
that I left him. 

Six days later I found him sunk in 
gloom. 

‘Did you use my idea?” I asked. 

“I did,” he said shortly, “Itwas a 
bad one. It had barnacles on it.”’ 

“ What did you write?” 

“IT wrote: ‘ Will Dorothy who talked 
to lonely demobilised. officer about 
theatres at dinner on the 14th inst. be 
at the Albert Memorial at 11.30 a.m. 
to-morrow ?’”’ 

“You might have had another dinner 
for the cost of that,’’ I said. “And was 
there nothing doing?” 

“It all depends on what you call 
nothing,’ said Eustace. “If you listen 








os 
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THE THREAT. 


“NAH THEN, AUGUSTUS, JUST YOU KEEP IN YER DEPTH THERE, ELSE YOU'LL ‘AVE THE LIFEBOAT AFTER YER.” 














Bathing Attendant (who has received (wo tickets from Mrs. Jones without observing the presence of Mr. Jones). “Ht—Bua.! Two 
TENTS FOR THIS LADY.” 
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C tenet. 


CRave 


{Ml 


f Sinner (of sea-serpent fame), “Ban! Trem ‘Q-poar’ sToRInS YOU TOLD 


\WN 
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THEM PROPLE MADE MF gIcl 
Re RNA,“ Weet, THEY WERE TRUE.” 
Sinner. “Tavuke? OF COURSE THEY WoO8 TRUI THAY wor I'M GRUMBLIN’ AT WITH THE MATERIAL YOU AD YOU OUGHT TO 
LD ‘EM Lins A HUNDRED FATHOM LONG,” 
I'iitell youaboutit. I felt a bit doubtful “ What two names?” He CIRCUS 
eo. . ‘ " . 4 V >. 
the whole affair, so 1 approached “Well, I'm hanged if I can remem 
e trysting-place cautiously from the|ber the other one now ometimes [| Crrevs The gilded waggons; the 


ide of the Gardens and chose a 
mecealed position for reconnaissance. 
| had taken the precaution to bring my 
ld-glasses with me e 

And a protractor, Mustace. Surely 

i didn't forget your protractor?” 
Don't be frivolous. 1 took a good 
at the place from a considerable 


| distance away, and I tell you there 





offered them pensions and so on, 


ere about fifteen of them—falling in 
vo-deep they were. It was like a 
ving Hower-bed. I've never seen the 
\lbert Memorial looking so swish,” 
And wasn’t she there?” 
She wasn’t,” said Eustace. “I sup 


| pose | ought to have gone up to the 


rade and listened to their complaints, 
and thanked them for their services and 
But 


I hadn't the face to do it. I just slunk 


off. And while I was slinking I quite 


suddenly reeollected a most extra- 
ordinary and tragical thing.” 

‘ Well?” 

* Why, ber name wasn't Dorothy at 
ill. That was her younger sister. She 
talked alot about Dorothy that evening 
und I mixed the two names up.” 








think it began with a W, some 
times with a V, and then again it seems 
to have been an H 

* Eustace,” I said sternly, ‘ I will tell 
you what you are doing. You are tri 
fling with this young girl's affections.” 

« Dean't Say that,” he pleaded, “don't 
say that. But pending further details 
I’m afraid the ceremony will have to 
be postponed,”’ ; Evor. 


ana 





From a report of the Royal Show at 
Cardiff 

“The King won the first and champion prix 
for Devon bulls with the Windsor 
Devon cow.” Provincial Pam 
The judges must be described as loyal 
to a fault, 


famous 


From an interview with Miss Dororny 
Gisn, “The Beautiful Villain” (Cinema), 
in The Daily Sketch 


“T can speak perfectly correct English I 


take pride in being able toexpress my thoughts 


with exactitude, (Mark the adjectives.) Few 
can do this,” 
We ourselves are of the many who 


can't. We have tried to mark the ad 


jectives and miserably failed. 





great tent blazing with light; 

The scent of the trampled sawdust, and 
“Three shilling seats to the right!"’ 

A face that peers through the curtain 

the benches fill; 

The rustle of feet in the gangways; the 
old expectant thrill, 


Lo see how 


Out of the lost years’ twilight, clad in 
their spangles and gold, 

Memory musters the riders that rode 
in the rings of old 

Knights and jockeys and jesters, pie- 
bald ponies and cream, 

Fairies in satin and silver floating by 
in a dream, 


Does the circle seem to us smaller that 
the cantering horses keep ? 

Are they holding the ribbons lower 
where the glittering ladies leap ? 


Ali! well, there is one thing changeless | 


the gods be praised for that 


The peal of a small boy's laughter when 


the clown sits down on his hat. 


W. H. O. 


—_ - 
The Beer Supply. 
“An angler took over 30 bass on one morning 
from Herne Bay pier 


1 tes. 





and widely-set grey eyes, and was 
| rather careless of his appearance. He 
| wore a detachable coat all the year 


| round and parts of it were often to be 
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Maid (at seaside lodging-house), “lr ¥« 
‘SNAKES AND Lappgers.'’” 


OF 


THE KEEN BOY. | 

I po not remember clearly how the} 
Keen Boy came to be taken on the 
strength of my household. I think he} 
must have deliberately given me the | 
impression that he really belonged to | 
someone else, and that he was only] 
temporarily attached to me for rations 
Anyway, he came to be recognised as a 
permanent member of the family, with 
definite rights and privileges and, so 
far as I know, no responsibilities. 
original deference to me as tlhe head o! 
the house disappeared as he slowly 
strengthened an alliance with my wife 
and the cook, and in the end he adopted | 
an attitude of complete indifference to| 
my existence, 

I do not know much about cats, but 
aim sure he was of a very lazy and 
unemotional type, and I could never 
understand why Cook named him the 
Keen Boy. He had a kind expression 


found in inconvenient places. When 
it suited his plans he sought admission 
at inconvenient times with a quiet dig- 
nity that disarmed criticism, and he 
often forestalled me in my search for 
some quiet place of Sunday retirement 
in the house. 

We never had mice until the Keen 





i to have som 


| 
His | « 


Sin, as it’s A WEY DAY, Missis 


Ile seemed 
occult influence over them 
l do 


not think he shared his food with them, 


Boy came to live with us, 


and attracted them irresistibly, 


but he certainly allowed them to share 


ours, and | believe he was a member 
of their Unio They multiplied until 
my wife had to make a loud noise 


| before entering an unoccupied room, al 
i though 


still 

in the Keen Poy. 

| yas enn 

uut of bond, and with it I carefully 

trap, although I had 

siness during the day and 
onsiderably fat gued, 

[ slept little that might, and as I lay 
awake in bed the thought came to me 
that if by should catch a 
mouse the sight of it might arouse 
latent n the breast of 
the Keen Boy and help him to lead a 


more useful life. 


she maintained ber faith 


‘led to obtain a little cheese 
baited & mouse 


been at bu 


was ¢ 


by chance | 


some instinet 


I was late for breakfast. As soon 
as I saw my wife's morning face I knew | 
that I had caught a mouse. Cook had 
just been in to announce the news, 


Few words passed between us. Perhaps 
were with my 
wretched little captive. We were both 
a little pale. Breakfast was searcely 
over before I rushed from the room, 
still determined to carry out my plan, 
My victim appeared to be fairly calm 
and collected, but he was breathing 
rather quickly and irregularly. He had 


our minds elsewhere 
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WOULD BE 'APPY TO LEND YOU MER GAME 


been unable to enjoy the price of his 


liberty ; the cheese lay disregarded neat 
his heaving flank, 

1 think [ acted rather well in an 
unusual crisis, Having shielded my 
slightly unsteady hand with a towel L | 
carried the trap and its contents into 
the garden, and was pleased to see that | 
the Keen Boy showed some interest 
in the proceedings. He even followed 
slowly behind me. 

The beautiful morning and all its | 
details are engraved indelibly on my 
memory. Well do I remember the bud- 
ding trees, the chirping sparrows, the | 
butcher's boy at my neighbour's gate, 
the soft breeze that fanned my brow, | 

Nevertheless, taking myself in hand, 
I chose a suitable spot, opened the 
door of the trap and shook out the 
contents in front of the cat. 

The mouse, having taken its bearings, 
ran slowly back into the house, The 
Keen Boy, having seen it arrive safely, 
proceeded to eat the cheese 





The German Ex-Crown Prince. 
“Oh, Willie, we have missed you,” as 
his Dutch guard might have said after | 
shooting at him if he had tried to escape. | 


“Tux Rest ov tan News, 
King Alfonso is indisposed, 
Veal is to be controlled again.” 
Daily Paper. 
The meat market seems very sensitive. 
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THE THREATENED HOLIDAY CRUSH. 
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Mr. MEEKS HAS A HORRID VISION OF OVER-CROWDING ON THE RAILWAY8S— 
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THE THREATENED HOLIDAY CRUSH. 
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AND THE RIVER IS SURE TO BE MOST UNRESTFUL. SO HE DETERMINES TO STAY AT HOME IN HIS GARDEN. 
{inset. STAYS aT HOME IN HIS GARDEN.) 





viens. 
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CHARIVARIA. 


We understand that Admiral von 


_ Reurer had quite intended to complete 


what the Huns have described as his 


“beau geste” by going down with his 
ship and remaining there; but in the 
| excitement of the moment he forgot to 


die. os 
on 

In connection with the four million 
pounds’ linen deal we understand that 
Mr. Martin proposes to invest his 
profits in a lounge suit. 


* 

In @ recent essay competition a 
Chertsey oe te a strong desire 
to be an M.P. when he became a man. 
The family doctor has intimated that 


| there is every hope of the boy growing 


out of it. x * 

“ Hard Irish cheese will continue to 
be controlled,” says the Food Ministry. 
We'll show the United States Senate 
whether it can meddle in our affairs. 

* * 

“ Ankle-biters,” says a contemporary, 
“are worrying women who wear open- 
work stockings.” Backbiters are also 
making the most of the prevailing 
fashions. * * 

* 


“No gratuities allowed” is painted 


on the sides of the new London County 


Couneil watering-carts, Cyclists and 


| pedestrians must understand that the 


baths furnished by these carts are ab- 
solutely free. és 
* 

There is no truth in the report that 
the Miners’ Federation have decided to 
celebrate the signing of the Peace 
Treaty by doing three days’ work on 


| end, 


* * 
oS 


It is reported from Amerongen that 


rather than bring additional trouble on 
his faithful people the Kaiser has de- 


| cided not to seuttle himself, 


* © 
South Wales miners have purchased 
a brewery for twenty thousand pounds. 
The report, however, that Mr, Summa 
has been heard humming, “Put me 
among the Dukes,” instead of his 
favourite “ Internationale,” is denied. 
. ¢% 


“Most of these up-to-date skirts 
will go with anything,” says a fashion- 
able contemporary, This authoritative 
statement seems to justify recent com- 
plaints about the promiscuous tenden- 
cies of the modern female. 

** 
as 
A jazz band, on arrival at an import- 


| ant dance last week,« discovered that 





their musie had been left behind. The 
hostess, however, managed to produce 





some selections from well - known 

classics, which on being placed upside- 

down proved a satisfactory substitute. 
* * 


* 

It is announced that President Wit- 
son is shortly starting for America. 
This, of course, is not his first visit to 
the United States. 

* * 

The question of meals and brainwork 
are very much interwoven, says a 
medical journal. For instance, brain- 
work is said to be forbidden between 
meals in some Government offices. 


The chance of a lifetime has been 
missed by the Marylebone magistrate. 
In a recent case he had the opportunity 
of asking, “‘ What is a sausage?” and 
never took it. ** 

“ 


A Rome message states that a notor- 
ious band of brigands has fallen into 
the hands of the police. At the time 
of going to press neither the Triple 
Alliance nor the United States Senate 
had moved in the matter. 


A burglar charged at a Metropolitan 
Police Court expressed regret for the 
offence of breaking and entering. It 
appears that he felt his position keenly 
because hitherto he had always been a 
pickpocket and had never before stooped 
to house-breaking. 


American theatrical stock-company 
actors are promising a strike. Nosuch 
attractive offer has been made in this 
country. “* 
* 

The Milan authorities regret any un- 
due delay that may he caused by the 
strike of public executioners, and hope 
to have everything in running order 
againshortly, » » 

- 

An ordinary man found wandering 
near Paddington Station was under 
the impression that he was a Cabinet 
Minister. It is said that there are one 
or two similar cases at Westminster. 





BIRD-LORE 
III.—Rooxs. 


Hien in the elm-trees sit the rooks, 
Or flit about with busy looks 
And solemn, ceaseless caws. 
Small wonder they are so intent; 
They are the fairies’ Parliament, 
They make the fairy laws. 


They never seem to stop all day, 

And you can hear from far away 
Their busy chatter-chat. 

They work so very hard indeed 

You 'd wonder that the fairies need 
So many laws as that. R. F. 








RED RUSSIA. 
(By our Muscovite Expert). 

In his recent survey of operations on 
the Western Front in Russia Dr. Har- 
oup Wit11aMms briefly describes the 
position at Gulyai Pole, the head- 
quarters of the bandit chief Makuno, 
“who is a kind of simplified untheo- 
retical Bolshevik with strongly de- 
veloped pogrom propensities,” 

Maxuno, however, is a negligible 
factor in the enchevétrement of the 
Bolshevik kaleidoscope. As his name 
implies he is probably of Scots origin, 
and his simplicity renders him a much 
less formidable antagonist than the 
other bandit chiefs in the steppes. 
Foremost amongst these is Panikin, 
who is of mixed Chuvash and Kara- 
kalpak ancestry. Panikin is described 
by those who know him as an eminent- 
ly synthetic Bolshevik, strongly resem- 
bling Cuaniariy_ in physique, while in 
mentality he approximates more closely 
to Trorsky and TcnicHERIN. He is a 
pronounced vegetarian with a strong 
partiality for mutton chops, an ardent 
devotee of the Doukhobor religion, and, 
in view of his Semitic origin, of a 
markedly anti-pogrothistic tendency. 

Secondly there is Bobolinsky, who 
was formerly a secretary of M. Protopo- 
poff and is now an agglutinative Berg- 
sonian Bolshevik with pronounced lean 
ings towards Cretaceous, not to say 
Jurassic and Post-Pliocene, Theosophy. 
He amassed a large fortune as a railway 
porter at Taganrog, and has long been 
&® prominent member of the anti-ablu- 
tionist section of the fruitarian Men- 
nonites of the Ukraine. His head- 
quarters are uncertain, but he was last 
seen moving in concentric circles in the 
swampy plateaus of the Kola penin- 
sula, accompanied by a body-guard of 
amphibious Uzbegs, Tunguses and 
Buriats. He is evidently a man to be 
reckoned with, though he is known to 
harbour strong conscientious objections 
to tanks and aeroplanes. 

In view of the extraordinarily inter- 
esting personalities of these leaders and 
their varied and versatile equipment, 
there is naturally a strong desire in the 
best Pacifist circles to enter into friendly 
negotiations with them and, if possible, 
to induce them to settle in this country. 
They are at present practically wasted 
in a country depleted, depopulated and 
devastated by their beneficent activi- 
ties. Here, on the other hand, there 
is almost unlimited scope for their 
powers of disintegrating reconstruction. 





The Complete Conventicle. 
“Pitch Pine Pews, also Pulpit, handsomely 
carved . . .; also 2 Gas Bags, capacity 350 

cubic feet.”— Manchester Evening News. 








—— 
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iv PROM ME, OLD DEAR, A PERAMBULATOR 18 A LOT MORE BXPENSIVE | 





ceadte Hitt’ 


Demobilised One. “Tut 1 MAD WAS CROCODILE-8SHOOTIN’ IN 
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PEACE SUPER-CELEBRATIONS AT THE MANOR-HOUSE. 


GRANDFATHER INVITES THE CHILDREN TO STAY, AND GIVES THEM A FREE HAND, 
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PEACE SUPER-CELEBRATIONS AT THE MANOR-HOUSE. 


GRANDFATHER INVITES THE CHILDREN TO STAY, AND GIVES THEM A FREE HAND, 
































| Margery ; “It 
| the safest place for it." 


| handicap for years if I 
| drove off with a patent 


_ing was strangely fa- 
, miliar, 
| old pre-war feeling that 
| something was making 
| anearly breakfast worth 


| the same feeling of de- 
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THE OLD FAMILIAR ROUND. 

“Here they are,” cried Margery, 
and at the word she launched them 
over the rampart of lumber which rests 
for ever in the box-room. 

« You are quite certain these are the 
right things?” I asked. 

Of course,” 

“ Well, I don't remember this one.” 
[ held it up. - 

“That's my croquet mallet,” said 

Leagiis your golf-bag was 


I emptied the contents of the bag 
upon the landing. 

“ They look very strange,” I remarked. 
‘I suppose they are golf-clubs. This 
one looks like a rifle grenade.” 

“That's my patent sketching stool. 





[ thought-———” 


course was still there. We knew no- 


thing further. esi 
When we reached our objective the 
first thing to be remarked was that the 
tin pavilion had disappeared. 

“T expect,” remarked Arehibald, 
“that the Government commandeered 
it for dug-outs. Anyhow the course is 
still here.” 

«“ Where are the tee-boxes?” I said, 
pointing to the first tee. 

“Commandeered for canteen spit- 
toons.” Archibald’s common-law train- 
ing is equal to any vulgar emergency. 

“Come on,” he said, teeing up a new 
ball on a worm cast; “let's drive off.” 

It was the best drive of the day. It 
sailed long and low, and, rising towards 
the end of its flight in the most ortho- 





dox manner, cleared by fifty yards the 
ridge of sand-dunes which intervened 


The carry from the fifth tee is almost 
mountainous. Archibald hit a nice 
one, which cleared everything, whereas 
I gave an exhibition of my famous 
square-leg drive. So we parted com- 
pany. It took me some time to find 
my ball and play seven full nibliek shots. 
Then I climbed up the last ridge which 
separated mefrom Archibald. I pictured 
him, a somewhat impatient personality, 
standing upon an emerald sward and 
leaning negligently upon his brassie 
while with a slightly contemptuous 
eye he measured the distance to the 
pin. But no! am 

My first gasp on gaining the summit 
was, “The lost pavilion!” My second, 
“All the lost pavilions!” There were 
hundreds of them. True, some of them 
were huts, while others were no mean 
palaces, but there they were, all of 





“T know,” I inter- 
rupted; “you thought 
it was the safest place. 
Suppose you pick out 
all the extras and leave 
nothing but golf-clubs. 
It might influence my 


sketching stool.” 
The following morn- 


There was the 


while; there was the 
same look of resigna- 
tion in Margery’s eye, 


linquency as I crawled 
stealthily into a cab, 
and the same feeling 





“GOOD GRACIOUS, BOATMAN ! 
“OH, THAT ® ONE 0’ THEM GERMAN FLOATING MINES, MUM, ADMIRAL BEATTY 
WUD GET IN AN ORFUL ROW IF WE BUMPED UP AGIN IT.” 


/s: 


— 





WHAT'S THAT?” 


 Mraeor “a 


them, a veritable town 
of tin, eross-ruled with 
streets, lanes and high- 
ways. 

It lay before me with- 
out a sign of life, like 
a city of the vanished 
Ineas. Yet somewhere, 
lost in its deserted 
midst, roamed Archi- 
bald. In all probability 
he was looking for a 
ball. I slid down the 
dune’s steep side and 





entered Bond Street. 
I strolled down 


Piccadilly and crossed 
into St. James’s Street. 
There was no sign of 
Archibald; so I ven- 
tured down the Rue 
de Paris and emerged 








| of untrammelled bliss as I entered the 








reli carriage and shook off the 
cobwebs of town. 

Berrow Dunes golf course was really 
discovered by Archibald and myself, 
Of course it was laid out and had a 
list of members and a tin pavilion and 
all that when we first came upon it. 
ut it was never properly discovered 
until we arrived, We found it a land 
composed of mountains of sand and 
rushes interspersed with comforting 
areas of turf which has the colour of 
a new billiard-cloth combined with the 
resilieney of a profiteer’s dining-room 
carpet. I may say at once that the 
pleasure of discovering a golf-links of 
this kind is almost completely marred 
by the necessity of suppressing all 
knowledge of it. 

Until the morning in question neither 
Arehibald nor myself had set foot in 
this haven sinee July, 1914. From 
time to time in different parts of the 
world news had reached us that the 





between us and the first pateh of fair- 
way. 

“I ought to get up with a mashie,” he 
murmured egotistically as he watched 
me play my third on the wrong side of 
the dunes. 

Spurred on by the vision of a perfect 
lie, Archibald was the first to reach the 
crest of the ridge, and a strong word 
was wafted down to me. I scrambled 
after him and gazed down upon two 
acres of derelict allotments. 

After half-an-hour’s fruitless seeking, 
punetuated, on Archibald’s part, by 
some deplorable language, we adjourned 
to the second tee. The next three holes 
averaged thirty-five minutes a hole, 
owing principally to the absence of the 
fourth green. 

“T can understand,” 1 expostulated, 
“a thrifty Government utilising the 
tee-boxes and the flag-pins and the 
pavilion, but what on earth they 
want with the fourth green I cannot 





imagine.” 


into Petticoat Lane. 

It was here that the thought struck 
me that the top of a sand-dune was, 
after all, the right place to take a good 
observation. 1 therefore retraced my 
way along Petticoat Lane, entered the 
Rue de Paris and headed for Bond 
Street again. It came as a bit of a 
shock when I found myself once more 
in Petticoat Lane. I had another try 
and found myself there again. 

Slightly unnerved I sat down beside 
a tin pavilion. It was a poor sort of 
finish, I thought, after four years’ active 
service. Perhaps some day, when pos- 
terity revived an interest in the great 
European War, I might be brought 
to light again. Feebly I tried to 


Mustard Gas Period.” 
Just at that moment Archibald came 
round the corner. 





voice, ‘‘ what are you doing there?” 











the | 
shady side, turned into | 


visualise the specimen label, “ Remains, 
probably human, belonging to the | 


“Hello,” he said in an unfriendly | 
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| 
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prohibited from riding on a donkey.} 


* Making a will,’ "y re lied stiffly. 

“ Well, | think you might help me to 
find my ball.” 

I realised that the poor fellow did 
not quite appreciate the situation. 

* Archibald,” I said impressively, 
“have you by any chance attempted to 
find your way out of this forsaken 
city?” 

“I'm not feeling a bit cheerful,” was 
the chilling retort; “I’ve lost two new 


to play five holes. 
with the game.” 

He strode away down Petticoat Lane, 
and I, knowing the futility of it, rose 
up and strode after him. In thirty 
seconds we had entered what I took to 
be the other end of Bond Street, and in 
another thirty seconds we were stand- 
ing on all that remained of the sixth tee. 

By mutual agreement it was decided 
that, having had a sufficient experience 
of blind tee shots, we should, lacking a 
fore-caddie, indulge in what in hunting 
parlance is described as craning. 

To that end we left our bags upon 
the sixth tee and made for the highest | 
mountain. 
deep emerald sea-turf, which stretched 
away into the far distant marsh-land. It 
was interspersed with chains of lesser 
sand-hills and populated with active 


Suppose we get on 





parties of people. There were 


The authorities of a South Coast town 


balls and we ‘ve taken nearly two hours | 


3efore us lay an expanse of | 


little | 





The Donkey. “Hee-Haw.” 


recently promulgated a bylaw by which any person weighing over nine stone is 





vi Dy. 
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| red flags, w white tee boxes and gleaming 
| pot bunkers, and in the midst of it all 
stood a noble tin pavilion, 

We gazed upon the scene spell-bound. 
Then we lcoked at the deserted tin 
town. 

Silently we slid back to the sixth tee, 
gathered up our golf-bags, re-entered 
Bond Street and, cautiously as Red 
Indians, wound our way to the railway 
station. Not until the next train was 
securely on its way did we venture to 
jsay what we thought. 

‘Well,’ concluded Archibald, “as 
long as nobody hears about it we're 
all right. 

This was exactly my view of the case. 


A week elapsed be lone we set forth 
for Berrow Dunes again. 

We strode confidently up to the new 
pavilion and were weleomed royally as 
old comrades. All the tribulations, hopes 
and triumphs of the Club's stormy 
years of war were explained to us, 
and we were asked to look round and 
say truthfully what we thought. We 
could think of one thing only—of praise 
to the Providence which had saved us 
from exposure. 

Then the secretary —a tactless, inqui- 
sitive, meddlesome secretary—eame in. 

‘You are just the fellows I wanted 
to see,” he cried in his blatant manner; 











“ we 've had a little sweep on the score | 
of your best ball for the first five holes 
of the old course and we want to know 
who's won it.” 





THE BREAKING-POINT. 
(After reading a sartorial note.) 
I stoop unmoved mid many a change, 
My days of warfare done; 
A London, howsoever strange, 
Could not annoy her son ; 
What though I found a bus’s seat 
Involved a fight with frenzied furies, 
I kept my head, if not my feet, 
Befove the swoop of oflice houris. 


The departmental flapper he!d 
My favourite hotel ; 
The galleries I loved of eld 
Were hers alone as well ; 
But facts like these provoked from me 
At most, at very most, a dry 
“ Humph ;” 
I realised such things must be 
In any famous martial triumph. 


Sach pinprick changes left me dumb, 
Placidly pachyderm, 

But now [ feel the time has come 
To emulate the worm, 

And all the Tory in me begs | 
To state that Change exceeds her 

ration 

Now that I note on trouser le ne 

ebampenniene turn-ups out of fashion. 
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OWING TO INTERNAL REASONS THE ABOVE GENTLEMEN ARE FOR THE MOMENT TAKING AN UNFAVOURABLE 
VIEW OF THE SEA AND ALL ITS WORKS. 


























| Tee 
| . ee I, 
' . c ve 
M.O, “Dip YOU GET THAT MAM TO GARGLE PROPERLY?” V.A.D, “Yue, Str.” 

o , : 
| M.O, “How pip you MaNaGE 17?” 





V.A.D, @ 
Ou, I sU8T TOLD HIM TO TAKE A LITTLE IN HIS MOUTH, PUT HIS HEAD BACK AND THEN MAKE A NOISE LIKE AN OFFICER.’ 
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THE LADS OF OUR VILLAGE, 
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NEW NURSERY RHYMES FOR OLD. 





Lirrteg Miss Morrert saT ON A TUPFET 
AND FOUND HERSELF MUCH IN THE WAY, 

Bor Tue race Or a Nut wHO HAD FOOZLED HIS PUTT 
Pensvapep Miss Murrer To stay. 


THERE WAS A LITTLE MAID AND SHE HAD A LITTLE GUN 
AND THE BULLETS THEY WERE MADE OF LEAD, LEAD, LEAD; 
Ir SHE'S COMING OUT TO-MORROW I SHALL INTIMATE MY SORROW 
THAT A TOUCH OF FLU 18 KEEPING ME IN BED, BED, BED. 


Con 


i 
} 
=a i i) 


MH 





Livtte Dortiy DINGLE 8AT UPON THE SHINGLE 
COOLING HER PRETTY LITTLE TOES; 


n * - " 
THERE WAS A YOUNG WOMAN, AND WHAT bo you THINK? 


SHE DIDN'T CARE TUPPENCE F y } 
m i tK TUPPENCE FOR VICTUALS OR DRINK! 
R mesa CAME AND FOUND HER, THE HORRID LITTLE 3 TRIED TO DEVOTE SOME ATTENTION T0 DIET 
\ suT— rrese - ~seren . 
Pons oo ill oes DASH THIS YOUNG WOMAN !—SHE CANNOT KEEP 


QUIET, 

































































MR. PUNCH'S POLIICA 
































LIICAL MARCH-PAST. 
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NEW NURSERY RHYMES FOR OLD. 


So, [ae 
SO ath 1 a ne | _ A. ea 














LirtLe Bo-PeEp FELL FAST ASLEEP THe QureEN oF HEARTS, SHE ATE SOME TARTS 


AS THE SUN WENT DOWN IN THE WEST. ALL ON A SUMMER DAY; 
LEAVE HER ALONE AND SHE WON'T COME HOME— By HEAVEN'S GRACE SHE TURNED HER FACE 


. . . ° . . AND DIDN'T SEE ME Pay. 
PERHAPS IT IS ALL FOR THE BEST 





THIS LITTLE PIG WENT TO MaRnGaTe 
AND—EITHER BELIEVE IT OR NOT— 

A LIVE JELLIED ExL—— But YOU PossIBLY FEEL 
Tuat I'VE WRITTEN ENOUGH OF THIS ROT, 


HeyY DIDPLE DIDDLE, WE NA-POO THE FIDDLI 
AND DANCE TO THE BAND OF THE ¢ ’ 

WHuo SHOW US THE FUN IN THE BANG OF A GUN 
AND THE MUSIC THAT LIES IN MAROONS. 
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“Now THEN, YOUNG FELLOW, NONE OF YOUR HIGH EXPLOSIVE TRICKS HERE.” 























/ 
/ 
| The Skipper. “Sue.Comes 1% VERY VSEFUL IN THE SUMMER DURING THE YACHTING sRASON.” | — 
| The Passenger, “Yu-ns—aNd 0X THY, WINTER SHE OUGHT TO COME IN VERY USEFUL DURING THE COAL SHORTAGE.” “ 
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THE MAN WHO WENT 





OUT ON PEACE-DAY SIMPLY AS A SPECTATOR. 
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She. “ WHAT A WONDERFUL CostUME Mr. BULKLEY HAs.” x 
He. “Yes. H's RATHER SENSITIVE ABOUT HIS OUTLINE. It's THE CAMOUFLAGE IDEA TO PREVENT BEING NOTICED. 











AN INARTICULATE HERO. 


Do you remember Pembury’s V.C. ? 
Probably not. His great deed was re- 
| corded in the , but, thanks partly 

to his own efforts, it was not boomed. 
He got it at Bullecourt, and deserved it. 
| He ts as brave as @ lion in action, but 
| socially he is the most abject coward. 
| [ van aéross him in London the other 

day and found him in a pitiable fright. 
| There was going to be a function at his 
native town and, according to Pembury's 
panic-stricken estimate, half the neigh- 
bourhood were coming, nominally to 
attend a reception in his honour, but 
really, of course, to hear Pembury on 
|“ How I won the Victoria Cross.” You 
_ never saw Pembury in a room full of 
women? Perhaps it’s as well. 

It seemed preposterous that a man 
who had once made himself terrible to 
| his country’s enemies should now make 

a craven exhibition of himself before his 


own friends, so I resolved to do what I 
could for him. 


“Pembury,” I said, “ 
prepared, me have 
that Bullecourt business.” 

A gleam of hope came into his wild 
eyes. 


 You—you don't mean——” he stam- 
mered, : 





u must be 
outline of 








“It's your only chance,” I said. “And 
buck up; we ‘ve only four days. ‘Throw 
it off exactly as it happened.” 

In ten minutes I had all the detail, 
and had written it up long before we 
met for dinner together at Latino’s that 
night. Then Pembury came on to my 
rooms to start learning his lines. We 
set cushions in a ring of chairs to re- 
oe the guests, and, when once he 

ad got over his first terror of the idea, 
Pembury made strides. He has a fair 
speaking voice—when it'll work, and 
some sense of dramatic situation—when 
all his senses haven't left him. We had 
two more evenings at it in my rooms 
and a final rehearsal in the train on our 
way down to Pembury’s province. 

When the guests began to roll up for 
the reception, I didn't wonder at Pem- 
bury’s fright. It wasn't the men so 
much ; but the women, a full platoon 
of them, might have scared any hero. I 
had intended if possible to keep near 
Pembury, but could get no closer than 
the fringe of a circle of which he was 
the centre. 

It was only a matter of minutes now. 
Here it came. 
“Oh, Captain Pembury,” gushed the 


local Mayoress, “I’m sure your ex- 
perience at Bullecourt must have been 





too thrilling. Do tell us all about it!” 





“ Yes, do!” chorussed the full pla-, 
toon. 

Pembury gave a slight shudder, then 
he appeared to remember and began. 
I assure you it was quite good. The 
modest, deprecating smile, the slight 
backward tilt of the bead, the chin 
pensively taken in the right hand as 
if with an effort of memory—I don't 
think he forget one of the stage direc- 
tions. Then he started reciting my 
terse pithy narrative: the opening 
artillery strafe, the advance, the terrific 
counter-attack; then himself lying 
wounded, with his isolated band of 
machine-gunners; the desperate situ- 
ation, heat, hunger, thirst, his men 
dropping round him one by one, and at 
last, just anticipating the final Hun 
rush, our own people sweeping up avd 
relieving him. : 

There was to have been an impressive 
pause atthis point, butthere wasn't. We 
hadn't allowed for Pembury’s deaf aunt. 

Talking it over afterwards, we con- 
jectured that the spectacle of Pembury 's 
extraordinary eloquence had forced her 
to the conclusion that he couldn't pos- 
sibly be talking about himself. 

“T think, Horace,” she said, nodding 
blandly at him, “ that it was very gal- 
lant of the young man, and I hope he 








got home safely. Did he?” 
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“ En—JaNE—ER—I BELIEV! 
Do YOU HAPPEN TO HAVE ANY IDEA WHETH 


GEMS FROM THE JUNIORS. 


Ir is hoped that the publication of 
the following valuable hints on a proper 
celebration of Peace may assist in the 
crystallisation of national ideas about 
that most important subject : 

HTow to Cellibrate Peace. 

It isnt offen we have a peace to celli 
brate so lets do it jolly well wile 
about it. My grandfather says 
abuv all things let it be done with 
dingity as befitts a great nation 
whatever that means. Some peeple 
like precessions and things but theyre 
a bit slow unless youve got lions in 
cages and a elefant or two. How about 
crakkers to make the girls jump and 


we 


are 


a very imensely big cake but of course | 


thats only my idea. I darsay groanups 

would rather stay in bed to brekfast 

and read out bits of newspayper to each 

other. But there would have to be fire 

works and anyway dont lets have any 

dingity. Rupert Lake (age 10). 
A Few Remarks about Peace. 

It is rather a Risponsibilyty for me 
to say how England should celibrate 
Peace spessialy as I am not quite sure 
what is the Diffrence between real Peace 


and just a Armystis but it is always 
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ER THEY ARE—ER—TAKING ME?” 


YOUR MISTRESS AND THE YOUNG LADIES HAVE ARRANGED TO GO TO—ER—SEAMOUTH FOR THE HOLIDAYS 














a good thing to rejoyce so what does 
it matter why. Excep that we muss- 
ent Rejoyce when some one else hurts 
theirselves so lets hope no one will on 
Peace Day. Of course no one need do 
what they dont want to but prhaps a 
few Remarks will help and I think all 
the Serch Lights that were used for 
Air Raids ought to shine out from 
| wherever their places are as some of 
lus couldent enjoy them much while 
| there were Boms droping but if you 
| arnt feeling sort of sickish they must 
| be splended. And the hole of London 
fought to cheer outside Buckingham 
Palase and it might be perlite to go to 
the houses of parliament dont you think 
just to show we are greatful to them 
jas well and then after that everybody 
could start to enjoy theirselves prop- 
Orive MAITLAND (age 9). 





perly. 
A Sugestsion for how to Celebrat 
Peace, 

I have got the most lovly thout for 
what to do on Peace day. Its a grate 
secret but I will tell it this onece. I 
am riting a play its so exsiting you eant 
\think. Theres everso many peple in 
|it who talk and when theyr done the 
| King sits down and the Kiser and 
| they sine there names the King becaus 
|he wont fite any more and the Kiser 











because he cant and then president 
Willson says I beg to anounse the leeg 
of nashuns bas now begun and evry 
body is very glad and shakes hands 
and sings God save the King all exsept 
the Kiser who goes out and bangs the 
dore. I woud have put in more about 
france ansetra but there arent enuf 
acters and sides I coud make a seprate 
play out of them praps. If any body 
pays for there seats the money coud 
go to help Peace but I shoudent think 
they woud. 
Puane WARRINGTON (age 8). 
Peece. 

Peece is very beutiful becoz you dont 
have to keep making guns in Peece 
and your relashuns arent all soljers 
praps they are only in the stocking 
change or being quiet things like juges 
so you see it is difrunt to war wich 
we know all about now in peece your 
father talks about boshviks insfead of 
germens but its the germens the peece 
is about all the same like it was the 
war was about them too a thaetre 
woud be a nice way to spend peece 
not pictuers but a proper thaetre where 
everything is reel Father says wait and 
see i do hope he wont jus dig in the 
old alotment. 

Dennis Granam (age 7). 
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Child, “ AND 18 THRE WAR REALLY Over, Dappy ?” 
Child. “Tuen may I Ask YOU A QUESTION ABOUT IT WHICH I COULDN'T ASK TILL It Was OVER? 
Child. “Writ, wuat I WANT TO KNOW 18, WHAT DID you DO IN THE Great War, Dappy?” 





Father. “ PRACTICALLY, MY BOY.” | 


Father. “ CERTATSLY, MY 80N.” 








THE BRUNT OF PEACE. 


In that great moment when we touched the goal 
Of certain hopes long time deferred 
I little marvel if the nation’s soul 
Was not eestatically stirred ; 
If when (by wire) the Teuton toed the line 
No orgy of debauch convulsed the traflic, 
And even flying-men betrayed po sign 
Of any wish to maftick. 


Once, when the killing stopped, we had our say ; 


Strange attitudes of joy we struck ; 
Without rehearsal gave ourselves away, 
Jazzed in the street and ran amok ; 
But now this anti-climax leaves us cool; 
Our feet refuse to jump convention's borders ; 
Besides, they've told us not to play the fool 
Until we get our orders. 


Nor have we here a foe who turns to friend, 
Who, taking from defeat no stain, 

After a clean fight makes as clean an end 
And clasps our outstretched hands again ; 

We know the worth of vows that pass his lips: 
From first to last as shifty as a shuttle, 

He's taught us how his honour, like his ships, 

He takes no shame to scuttle. 


Yet, if it’s not the Peace we struggled for, 
The thing will somehow have to do, 











And we must treat it as we did the War, 
And set our teeth and see it through ; 

And hold the Rhine and have it straitly watehed, 
And in our bargains stand no further higgling, 
Mindful that, though the snake be badly scotched, 

He's etill alive and wriggling. O. 5. 








HIER SPRICHT MAN ENGLISCH. 

1 surrosr if I had met Karl Foosboten eighteen mont|)s 
ago things might have been different; but now he is a 
stimulus to me. With his bottle-green uniform, his sword 
and carefully-creased white slacks he inspires me with a 
greater confidence in his ability to command than does, for | 
instance, the cashier at Cox’s. 

Karl Foosboten is, in short, our village Polizeidiene: | 
(policeman). His position of attention is good, and the 
ease and celerity with which he salutes me .on- every occa- 
sion (up to five hundred yards’ range) is an example of 
Kultur in its highest form. 1 am certain he would not | 
treat HinpenpurG himself with greater respect. Only this | 
morning 1 had a short interview with him, during which 
the position of attention was above all praise. With a 
motion of the hand I indicated that the interview was at 
an end, as I didn’t know how to dismiss him in German 
without being familiar. But Karl, who had been learning a 
little English, experienced no such embarrassment. Taking 
& pace to the rear, he clicked his heels, saluted and with 
profound respect, and no doubt with that feeling of elation 
that one has when addressing a foreigner in his own language 
for the first time, said, “ Cheerio, Herr Hauptmann!” 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 


Tuesday, June 24th.—Evidence of 
the holidays, now unhappily over, was 
strong in both Houses. The Peers 
came back full of good resolutions. 
Increased production being the need 
of the hour they nobly determined to 
sit four days a week in future instead 
of three. As a reward for their self- 
sacrifice Lord Curzon promised that 
some day, when the signing is really 
over and the Prime Minister can tear 
himself away from Paris, they shall 
be told something about the Peace 
terms. 

The bronzed faces of the 
Commons bore testimony to 
sunny mornings spent on the 
sea-shore and the golf-links. 
Judging by the magnificent 
gesture with which Sir CLem- 
BENT Kincocn-CookR sought 
to repress Mr. Hoaer's at- 
tempt to forestall him in a 
“supplementary,” I should 
infer that he had been prac- 
tising the réle of Canute. 
Needless to say Mr. Hoacr 
proved as irrepressible as the 
waves. 

Mr. Brrocreman's holiday 
pastime probably consisted in 
pouring oil upon troubled 
waters. Repeated efforts wei 
made by Major Newman, re 
inforeed by Sir Epwarp Car 
son and Mr, Borromiey, to 
ascertain whether the Board 
of Trade confirmed or denicd Sex 
Sir Erto Groprs’ statement —— 
thatthere would bea bundred 4 
millions deficit on the work- 
ing of the railways, But they 
lost all their foree under the 
emollient gentleness of the 
Unper-Secrerary’s official 
manner. 


stoutly defended the naval authorities 


surrendered instead of interned, and 
Admiral von Revuter’s coup would have 
been impossible. 


practice of despatching minatory tele- 
grams to the Pam Minister, and were 
naturally disgusted to hear from the 
PostTMASTER-GENERAL that in future 
their pastime was likely to cost them 
more. Mr. InuisawortHu announced 
later on that “the running tunnel” of 
the Post Office Mail Tube had been 
completed. He at least will have a 
convenient bolt-hole when the storm of 





public indignation bursts upon him. 
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I learn from the books of reference 
that Mr. Kennaway was “formerly a 
journalist.” He certainly showed the 
contempt bred of familiarity in hie 
references to the Press attacks upon 
the Ministry of Munitions, though his 
tribute to “ Mr. Srernen Gwynne of 
The Morning Post,” as the introducer 
of the Stokes mortar, showed that his 
knowledge of the newspaper-world is 
not pedantically accurate. His claim 
that but for the work of the Ministry 
the valour of the soldiers would have 
been without avail was advanced with 
a vivacity worthy of the Priwz Minis- 
TER ; and his defence of the four-million 








THE LADY PANDORA GEDDES., 


“\VHEN THE BOX I8 OPENED Sim AUCKLAND MAY PROVE TO BE 
ANOTHER Punpora.” 
A truly Golden Brinceman, | linen deal was so far convineing that I 
The Frest Lonp or Tur Apiary | felt rather sorry for Mr. Martin, 


If Mr. Groner Terres expected on 


against the charge that they were re-|/a motion for the adjournment to get 
sponsible for the disappearance of the | the Government to declare their future 
German war-ships. If their advice had | fiscal poliey he was disappointed. He 
been taken the vessels would have been | 


managed, however, to elicit from Sir 
AuckLanp Gepprs the surprising in- 
formation that that policy is already cut- 
and-dried and laid away in a strong 


Certain members have resumed the} box ready for production at the earliest 


possible moment. From the speeches 
of Mr. Saaw and other Coalitionist 
Free Traders it would appear that they 
are not enamoured of the prospect, and 
rather fear that when the box is opened 
Sir AvCKLAND may prove to be another 
Pandora, seatterng evils instead of 
blessings over a war-weary world, 
Wednesday, June 25th.—A last effort 
by Lord Srracuir to ensure that ladies 
promoted to the magisterial bench shall 








at least-dmve reached the age of thirty | 
—_ was snecessful, for, in spite of 

rd Brexenseap's undertaking that 
so long as he was CHANCELLOR “no | 
flappers need apply,” a majority of the | 
peers thought it wise to make assur- | 
ance doubly sure. 

Since lreshook off the dust of Dublin 
University and found refuge in the | 
bracing air of Belfast Sir Enwanp | 
Carson has developed a Puckish hu- | 
mour that frequently takes him into 
unexpected paths. This afternoon he 
dispelled the dulness of a technical 
diseussion on the valuation of land by 
declaring that the market-value should 
be identical with the assess- | 
ment for taxation. The | 
“single - taxers" welcomed | 
their new recruit with ef- 
fusion, but the Home Src- 
RETARY and the Arrorney- 
GENERAL were so disturbed 
by this eccentric behaviour of 
their learned brother that for 
a short time they quite lost 
their bearings. r. SHortr 
in rticular was horror- 
stricken at the conception of | 
a world where there was no | 
we compensation for sever- 
ance. 

Thursday, June %6th.—Col- | 
onel Gretton's complaint | 
that “eligible and respectable | 
British subjects” had been | 
refused permission to travel 
to the United States received 
a soft answer from Mr. 
* Harmsworth, who said the | 
trouble was chiefly due to 
the shortage of shipping. | 
Apparently the only way to 
ensure rapid entry into 
America is to travel by the | 
All-Green route, of which 
“ President” pe Vavena has | 
the exclusive rights. 

Not content with the Homes Sxecue- 
TARY Spromise to announce the Govern- 
ment's proposals for the Peace celebra- 
tion at the earliest possible moment, 
Mr. Borromuny sought a further inti- 
mation that the celebration should be 
optional and not een To pre- | 
vent any misgivings it should be pointed 
out that, thoughethe Hon. Member's | 
ratification of the Treaty is of course | 
desirable, it is not absolutely indispen- 
able. 

1 suppose “ responsible” is about the 
most hardly treated word in the English 
language. The limit was reached, one 
hopes, when Mr. Sxonrtt, endeavouring 
to describe the constitutional position 
of the Central Control Board, re- 
marked that the Ministry of Munitions 
“answered for it,” but that the War | 
Cabinet was “ responsible for it.” 


| 
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THE PRINCESS AND THE DRAGON. 


Once upon a time a dragon had its 
lair in a great forest. It was the terror 
of the countryside, ravaging crops and 
villages and carrying off the inhabi- 
tants. 

At last the people sent a petition to 
the King, who promised the hand of 
his only daughter, the beautiful Princess 
Layita, to anyone who should succeed 
in killing the monster; and he vowed 
that until then his daughter, to prevent 
heraffections {rom wandering elsewhere, 
should be confined in the topmost 
chamber of the palace tower, where not 
even the King himself should see her, 
lest he might be suspected of other 
matrimonial designs for her. 

In those days it was the custom, if 
you made a vow, to put the hard work 
on to somebody else. 

The keys of the tower were entrusted 
to the Countess Geltruda, the Princess's 
favourite lady-in-waiting. She alone 
was permitted to see the Princess, to 
take her food—since even Princesses 
must eat-—-and the daily Court gossip. 

Meanwhile the fame of the dragon 
spread abroad. Not a Knight went 
near it. They argued, with common- 
sense quite unusual for those times, 








that there were 
daughters. 


At last one morning a strange Knight | paired of ever seeing his daughter again. 








rode up to the 
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armour and his horse were jet black. 
He had come, he said, to do battle with 
the dragon for the hand of the Princess 
Layita. 

The King himself came out to meet} 
him. A great banquet was held, fol-| 
lowed by jousting, and the Black 
Knight overthrew all his adversavies. 
The King was delighted. “ At last,” 
he cried, “my daughter will be freed.” 
And everyone cheered. 

The next day the Black Knight set 
out for the dragon's lair. The populace 
did not accompany him. It was 
generally felt that the meeting of the 
Knight and the dragon should be 
strictly private. 

They never saw him again. 

A year passed before another Knight 
attempted to slay the monster. This 
second champion was dressed coim- 
pletely in white and mounted on a 
white horse. So they calied him the 
White Knight. (In those days people 
were very quick at thinking of names). 
He too rode to the dragon's lair, but 
never returned. The dragon must have 
devoured him. 

Some time later a Knight dressed in 





plenty of other Kings’ 


palace gates. Both his| 


yellow came to the King’s Court. Can 
you guess what name 
they gave him? No? 
They called him the 
Yellow Knight, 

But the dragon swal- 
lowed him at a single 
gulp. 

Next came a green 
Knight; then a couple 
of purples; the next wore 
heliotrope. But none of 
them returned, 

By now the dragon 
was completely colour- 
blind. But his appetite 
was as good as ever, 

And then no one came 
for many months, Five years had 
| passed since the King’s vow, He des- 





e wondered if she were much altered, 











and would question the Countess 
Geltruda anxiously. But nothing could | 
be done. 

Then one morning, as the King sat 
gloomily at breakfast, a man-at-arms 
entered and said, “‘ Your Majesty, there 
is one without who wishes to speak 
with your Majesty.” 

“ What does he want at this time of 
day?” growled the King. 

“He says that he will slay the 
dragon and win the hand of the Prin- | 
cess Layita. At first we turned him 








away, for he is but a poor minstrel 
boy ; but he refused to go.” 

The King choked. “ You—you tried | 
to turn him away! You forfeit your 
head next time you turn away anyone | 
who wants to try conclusions with the | 
dragon. Bring him in.” 

The man-at-arms retired, and came 
back with a slim handsome youth, 
with golden curls clustering about his 
forehead, and clear blue eyes which 
looked fearlessly before him. He was 
dressed in rags, and in his hand he 
carried an old travel-stained harp. 

“‘Acomely youth,” muttered the King, 
wiping his moustache. “It is your idea, 
I hear, to slay this dragon of ours?” he 
remarked cheerfully, 
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| can have anything you like from the|boy. But the youth 
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| and strode proudly out of 
| the palace gates. 


dragon’s lair the mon- 
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“Yes, your Majesty,” answered the | It yawned deliberately, 
youth: “‘and so to win the hand of the} breathed out a little fire, 
Princess Layita.” land rose to its feet to be 

“Just so,” said the King. “Now/in a better position for 
let's get to business. About arms. You} swallowing the minstrel 


armoury, except the suit of gold which|ran nimbly round and 
1 wear myself on state occasions. You'll | plunged the dagger deep 
find plenty of ——” jinto its side. The mon- 
‘“‘T need no arms,” said the youth. “I | ster rolled over and lay 
have here a magic dagger, one scratch | still. The magic dagger 
of which is enough to slay the grizzliest | had done its work well. 
beast. It is sharper than a razor.| He severed the crea- 
Would your Majesty care to feel the/ture’s head and returned 
blade?” | with it to the palace. 
‘A very useful and—ah—effective} The King ran out to 
little weapon,” said the King, edging | meet him. “At last,” 
|he cried—*“ at last my 


| daughter is freed !""—and 
| he embraced the minstrel 
boy with tears in hiseyes. 
| Thank you,” he said as 
| the youth handed him 
ithe creature’s head — 
|‘*thank you, my son. It 
| will look well overthedin- 
| ing-room mantelpiece.” 
4 | Everyone was touched 
| by these simple words of 
| appreciation. 
| The King made a short speech to the 
|people. He reminded them of the day 
|when the Black Knight had come to 
the palace; how he had ridden to the 
dragon’s lair and never been seen again. 
away a bit. “ Well, as you already |“ After that,” he said, “many came to 
have everything you want, there’s no| win my daughter's hand. They all 
need to waste time.” |perished. But now this minstrel lad 
«| will start at once,” said the youth. | has succeeded where they failed.” 
“T verily wish you good luck,” said| He embraced the boy again. The 
the King. , ‘‘ You ought to do good work | populace cheered. 
with that dagger of yours.” He eyed hen the King sent for the Countess 
the youth's shabby clothing. ‘“Go/}Geltruda, But she was nowhere to be 





straight down the passage and turn | found 
to the right if you want a wash and What!’ fumed the King. ‘At 
brush-up.” isuch an hour asthis!” His tones were 


fe Bl , , . + ' | "I . 

[The youth drew himself up proudly.|so terrible that the trembling mes- 
‘Your Majesty,” he said, “if I die in!senger could hardly find his voice to 
the encounter I die as I 


ain, travel-stained and in 


? 
rags 


‘Just as you like,” 
said the King, and sat 
down to finish his break 
fast. He had very little 
faith in the minstrel boy, 
in spite of the magic 
dagger. 

When the youth set 
out people jeered as he 
passed them; they had 
no faith in him either. 
But be took no notice, 


When he reached the 


ster was lying sleepily in 
the mouth of the cave. 








explain that the keys, at any rate, had 
been found in her apartments. | 

“ "Tis well,” said the King darkly. 

He then proceeded to ascend the 
winding steps which led to the top- 
most chamber of the tower. Bells rang 
in the churches to celebrate the coming 
marriage of the Princess Layita and 
the minstrel boy. Women wept as they 
pictured the joyful reunion of father 
and child. 

The King unlocked the door and ran | 
in. ‘My daughter!” he cried. 
But the room was empty! 

On the table lay a little note. The | 
King snatched it up. It was rather 
faded and dated five years ago. 

“‘Dear Para,” it ran,—*“ I am going 
to elope with the Black Knight. His 
name is Rudolph, and he is so hand- 
some, He decided not to fight the 
dragon after all. I shall start to- 
morrow early, before anyone is about, 
and wait for Rudolph down the road. | 
We are going to live happily ever 
after. Good-bye. 

« P.S.—Geltruda has our Royal Pro- 
mise that you will pardon her for having 
helped me.”’ | 

“Well, anyhow,” said the King, 
“we've done what we wanted; we've 
got rid of the dragon.” 

And having once more expressed his 
| deep obligations to the minstrel boy, 
jand said how much he regretted that | 
|he could never be his father-in-law, he | 
| graciously presented him with a signed | 
| photograph of his Royal Self in the | 
character of St. Georar. 
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Petulant Angler. “Ir YOU WANT ME TO CATCH ANY FISH, FOR GOODNESS’ SAKE 








STOP FLASHING THAT SANDWICH.” 








ARION REDIVIVUS. 


Tue grave anxiety felt for several 
months in musical circles concerning 
the safety of Mr. Bamborough (formerly 
Bamberger), the famous violinist and 
son-in-law of Lord Boldero puenerty 
Sir Pompey Boldero), has at last been 














relieved by the safe arrival of the great 
artist himself, after a series of perilous 
adventures, by the side of which the 
romance of the Odyssey is but a jejune 
and trivial narrative. 

It will be remembered that on the 
conclusion of the Armistice Mr. Bam- 
borough at once sailed for New Guinea, 
to fulfil a longstanding engagement to 
organise the private orchestra of the 
Sultan of Motumotu and give a series 
of recitals. This engagement was 
carried out with resounding success. 
Mr. Bamborough, who has always been 
a great believer in the Papuans and 
a student of Cainozoiec geology, rapidly 
mastered the language, composed the 
internecine nance the cannibalistic 
Karons and the pastoral Kebars, who 
adhere to the orthodox notation, and, 
after holding the post of Prime Minister 
for three months, sailed from Port 
Moresby amid the lamentations of the 
grateful populace, 


~ 





Mr. Bamborough refused to take any 
fee for his services, but was laden with 
decorations and presents. These in- 
cluded seventy birds of paradise, fifteen 
salamanders, two hundred kegs of béche- 
de-mer, five richly-painted war canoes, 
twenty tons of ebony, and sarongs and 
kampongsinnumerable. Unfortunately 
the cupidity of the sailors, Kanakas for 
the most part of the Sol-fa persuasion, 
was aroused by these treasures, a 
mutiny broke out, the white officers were 
overpowered, and Mr. Bamborough sen- 
tenced to walk the plank. He faced 
his doom with unshaken fortitude, his 
one request being that before the fatal 
plunge he might play Bacn’s Chaconne. 
It was granted, and Mr. Bamborough 
declares that he never played so finely 
before. Then the sentence was carried 
out, and he was left to his fate. 

The intrepid musician, however, trod 
water for fourteen hours and was then 
rescued, not by another ship, but by a 
seal, which with the unerring musical 
instinct of its race recognised a kindred 
soul and towed him to the Isle of 
Bobo. Thence he proceeded by cata- 
maran to Motumotu, and thence in the 
Sultan's Motumotu car to Port Mores- 
by. A wireless to Singapore resulted in 
the apprehension of the mutineers and 





the recovery of all Mr. Bamborough’s 
treasures, with the exception of five 
birds of paradise and a bag of copra. 


Mr. Bamborough, who is in robust 


health and bronzed by his exposure 
the tropical sun, was met at South- 
ampton by Madame Bamborough, their 
three sons, Handel Scriabin, Mendels- 
sohn Stravinsky and Ravel Rachman- 
inoff, and theirdaughter, Palestrina Por- 
pora, and, of course, Lord Boldero, who 
seemed somewhat dazed by his g 

fortune, but radiated benevolence on the 
touching scene of reunion. Mr. Bam- 


borough has already accepted an invi-} 


tation to lecture on his experiences 
before the Royal Geographical Society, 
and generously presented the faithful 
seal, which accompanied him on his 
homeward journey, to the Zoological 
Gardens. The date of his public ent 

into London has not yet been fixed, 


but it is hoped that it will not clash} 


with the Peace Celebrations. 





Another Impending Apology. 
“He (Mr. Laszlo] had painted the photo- 
graphs of nearly every crowned head im 
Europe.”— Daily Paper. 





Commercial Candour. 


Notice in a Lancashire tailor’s shop: | 


“ Misfits a speciality,” 
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THE STATUE. 2 

Oxe of the oddest things in life is 
the way that a story can grow. Even 
odder perhaps is the way it can begin. 
Let me give you an example. 

The other day I was in Waterloo 
Place with an ardent young friend, who 

inted to the equestrian statue of Lord 
Naeies or Mag@pata which is situated 
midway between the Atheneum and 
the United Services Clubs. 

“There’s a very remarkable thing 
about that monument” he said, stop- 
ping with dramatic suddenness before 
it. 

I studied the group but saw nothing. 

“ Don’t you see,” he said, “ that both 
the horse and the rider are looking the 
same way?” 

Yes, I saw. 

“You will notice,” he continued, 
“that the gaze of both is fixed on those 
two windows at the right end of the 
first floor of the United Services Club.” 

[ agreed. Both certainly look to- 
wards those windows, whiich appeared 
either to be dirty or to be screened 
from within. 

My young friend was becoming very 
earnest, 

“The sculptor,” he said, “ gave the 
horse and rider that look because it was 
in the room at which they are staring 
that Naprer died; and,” the added im- 
pressively, “the windows have never 
been cleaned since.” 

“Ah!” I said, for I must admit to 
being interested. And why should I dis- 
believe? It seemed probable enough 
and did credit to the club's fidelity. 
Moreover, my young friend is more 
taken by facts than fancies; nor is he 
a leg-puller; and every one knows that 
sculptors are given to little dramatic 
touches. I therefore accepted the 
story, which has many good points, 
just as I should accept any other 
reasonable London legend, and added it 
to my own repertory, telling it chiefly as 
an example of that rare thing, romance 
in @ London club. I may not exactly 
have dined out on it, but I took people 
along Pall Mall to tell them about the 
statue and properly thrill them. 

But I told it once too often. I told 
it to a man who is not only naturally 
sceptical about everything he hears, 
but one of those fellows who have 
at their fingers’ ends what are called 
data. Data, it is notorious, are fatal 
to romancers, and his data settled me. 

“ Wait a minute,” he said; “I must 
inquire into this,” and he went up to 
the library of the Atheneum for that 
chilling thing, a book of reference. 

“I thought so,” he remarked as he 
came back. “That statue is a replica 
of one in Caleutta.” __. 


“Good heavens, is it?” I replied. 
“Then what are the horse and rider 
looking at there?” 

“J don’t know,” he said. ‘ Another 
thing,’ he went on; “the original statue 
was set up in Narrer’s lifetime. 

He looked at me steadily and I 
looked out of the window. 

“It’s not my story,” I said weakly ; 
“I'm only passing it on.” 

“Napier,” he pursued, “ died at his 
house in Eaton Place.” 

Humiliation seems to be the best 
word I can find to describe my own 
condition; but it is the last to apply 
to his. I never saw a man so flushed 
with triumph. 

A few days later we met again. 
“About that story of yours,” he 
began. 

“The one I repeated to you?” I said. 

“Yes,” he said. ‘ Your story about 
Napier and his horse, I’ve had a letter 
from the secretary of the United Ser- 
vices Club. I wrote to him and this is 
what he says :— 

“*In reply to your letter of 17th 
instant I have to inform you that the 
two windows referred to belonged to 
the west end of the Library. I under- 
stand that the reason for veiling the 
windows of the room was to obtain 
wall space to allow two large portraits 
to be hung on the wall to correspond 
with the east end of the Library.’ ”’ 

He then handed me the letter as a 
souvenir and left me. 

Now what I want to do is to meet 
my ardent young friend and transfer the 
letter to him; I also want to find out 
who told him this fable, and then who 
told him, and so backwards until we 
get at the fountain-head. For someone 
must have begun it. Meanwhile I ask 
all those persons to whom I have told 
it and who may read these lines to for- 
get it. 








‘*You pays your money and you takes 
your choice.” 

‘‘ Now that the drought is breaking we can 
look back upon fifty radiant days during 
which the sun has dispensed an invigorating 
national tonic. His healing beams have soothed 
and sweetened countless frayed tempers.” 

Daily Mail, June 21, 1919. 

‘* Human beings, just as much as the veget- 
able world, have parched in the long drought. 
Sleep has been broken, nerves became frayed, 
the skin and hair became dry. We, who 
grumble so at our cloudy British skies, have 
learned in these last 48 days something of that 
sick weariness of brazen heavens and the flam- 
ing sun, that surfeit of light and glare, that 
torments the exile in the Indian plains.” 

Same paper, same day. 
Now you know just how you were 
affected by the drought, 

**Some remarkable prices were made. in- 
eluding £200 for a Buckskin grand piano.” 
Local Paper. 





More substitutes ! 





$$$. 





TIMOTHY. 

** That which the Ancients called Gyrinus’ 
we a Porwigle or Tadpole.’’—Sir Tomas 
BROWNE. ] 

On, Unele sits lugubriously smoking, 

And grief has tangled Aunty’s knit- 

ting wool; 
The housemaid’s hanky's absolutely 
soaking; 

The knife-boy’s bellowing like an 

angry bull; 
And gentle little Muriel is choking 

With sobs and weeping simply 

buckets-full, 

For Timothy, whom sudden death has 
felly 

Nipped, if I so may phrase it, in the 
jelly. 


Early one morn we found his corpse a- 
huddle 
Deep in the bottom of his jampot 
lake. 
Was it nostalgia for his native puddle? 
Was it the Zeitgeist? Or the tummy- 
ache? 
[cannot tell. My mind is alla muddle, 
Like Aunty’s wool, with sorrow for 


his sake ; 
And I can only weep and weep for 
clever 


Young Timothy, who's lost and gone 
for ever. 


A tiny tadpole he, a wee porwigle, 
Blithe, debonair, swift-moving as a 
dart, 
Whose bullet-head and 
wriggle 
Would squirm a way into the coldest 
heart ; 
We hoped to rear him from a speck or 
squiggle 
To frog’s estate that he might bear 
his part 
In all our happy ways and family 
beanos; 
But Fate has haled him—whither only 
she knows. 


fascinating 


Butif there waits in some Elysian valley 
For decent well-conducted little tads 
A nice green smelly pool where breeze- 
lets dally, 
Where shadow chases shadow fast, 
and glads 
Small fry at noon, where boatmen- 
beetles sally, 
And where the feather-pated may fly 
gads, 
There, when the fun grows fast and 
tails are whisking, 
You'll find him beatifically frisking. 





“The music throughout is beautiful and, 
even if the whole company were to dispense 
with costumes and sit in a ring like Christy 
Minstrels, the’ Lilac Domino would be @ 
success.” — Times of India. 





We can well believe it. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE, 
(By Mr. Punch’s Siaff of Learned Clerks.) 
Tue picture-wrapper of Love Lane (Coutins) might lead 
| you to suppose that it contained a farcical story, which is 
by no means the fact. The discovery of an exact epithet 
for Mr. J.C. Snaren’s latest novel somewhat baffles me. It 
must be an adjective conveying the idea of clever writing, 


| full of charm and sympathetic observation, but made a} 


little unconvincing by its rose-tinted outlook upon human 

nature. Of Mr. Snarrn’s characters here it might be said 

that when they are good they are very, very good, and that 

the other kind is kept out of the picture. It is a story of 

the War, showing the changes that its progress brought 

to Josiah Munt, Mayor of Blackhampton, and to the 
|} members of his family circle. As I have hinted, these 
changes are wholly beneficial. At first, indeed, you may 
| think that Josiah, pompously prosperous, who has refused 
to speak to one daughter since her unapproved marriage 
and 1s about to cut another from his will for imprisonment 
as a Suffragette, will prove the typical explosive parent of 
fiction. Actually, however, no such matter, With the War 
a thousand new interests and sympathies awake in the 
mayoral heart. Melia’s unsatisfactory husband enlists, 
and in the process of becoming a hero finds his soul. The 
relations of this couple and the slow development of under- 
standing between them are well and tenderly done. 
Josiah himself prospers even more, but differently ; becomes 
the municipal idol of Blackhampton, is knighted, and ex- 
| pands chapter by chapter into new geniality. Finally, 
| the disinherited Suffragette, now a motor-driver, covers the 
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ANOTHER SCRAP OF PAPER.” . 
It's A BOUND BOOK WITH HUNDREDS OF PAGES.” 











name of Munt with.such glories as demand public con- 
gratulation and her reinstatement as the most honoured 
member of the united family. Well, I think Mr. Swarra is 
a tritle over-optimistic, and tells, like Hope, a flattering tale. 
Certainly he tells a very cheerful one. 


Blind Alley (Unwix) is a running commentary on the 
War from the view-point of the disgruntled “ intellectual.” 
[ judge it to have been written for relief from some accu- 
mulated ill humours, perplexities of mind and conscience, 
and genuine mental suffering. Mr. W. L. Grorce would 
not-have made his reputation as a novelist on work like 
this. The characters are so very palpably pegs on which 
to hang opinions, and certainly the author has abused 


numbered sections, and so escaping all the discipline 
of sound planning. It is an easy method which makes 
difficult reading. As to the opinions, Mr. GzorGr makes 
violent and (it is just to say) clever protest against the 
common man’s acceptance without criticism of the “my 
country -always-right"’ thesis, and gives his own views, 


unsquirelike of squires, Sir Hugh Oakley, of his shell 
shocked son, Stephen, and of Cradoc, the conscientious 
objector, who goes far to convert Sir Hugh. 
way the worthy baronet who apostrophises England thus: 
‘But I must love you, and love you, because only love, 
crude minx with the heart of gold, can teach you to 
love.’ Mr. GgorGr and Sir Hugh may love England, but 
find it rather difficult not to despise her. The quite uncon- 








vincing sexual adventures of Sir Hugh's daughters, Monica, 





that indulgent modern trick of writing a book in detached | 








[ should suppose, chiefly through the mouths of that most | 
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“WHAT ARE YOU GRUMBLING AT NOW? YOU TOLD ME TO PUT HER HARD OVER.” | 

nema asenaeae me none a EE TO > soniosdlinagfalapbenaentanendhanmmesnieodangibess —me : ; ae — | 
who went into munitions and fell in love with a Don Juan| Mr. Otiver Hoaur is an Australian by birth and breeding, | 


| of a profiteer, and Sylvia, who made a hobby of war-|and has clearly had a literary training, which he puts t 


»? 


: oa 
| bazaars and adultery, help to preserve the continuity of the| excellent use. He has an eye for essential points and a | 
| author's preoccupation with a side of life which, probably | lively sense of humour. In this book he gives us facts, | 


| success achieved by Miss EK. M. Detarietp with the same,| Lieutenant Blaine and Sister Livingstone I have an un- 


| conventual is difficult to say, because, though the heroine, | reality with what can only be described as “light stuff ”’ is 


| in everything, one of those unhappy beings who combine 
| @ passionate desire for sympathy with a total inability to 


| Miss Detarietp really enjoyed writing), the miserable| Africa Campaign. 


| as a study of failure it is clever and penetrating, I shall not| “+My next,’ said Mr. Asche, 


_ original and stimulating writer. 


| Palestine fighting deserves a more general appreciation. | Is this quite the spirit of true resignation ? 


for our souls’ bealth’s sake, the rest of us attempt to} with an admixture of what I should guess is fiction foun led 
camouflage. ... But by no means a dull or negligible book. | (possibly) on fact. When he is describing the many fights 
Ferien - jin which the Camelry took a glorious part he is on ab- 

Perhaps it would not be unfair to regard Consequences | 


|solutely sure ground, and I give him the maximum every 
(Hopper anp SrovGcuton) as itself a consequence of the|time. But when he descends to tell us of the love-story of 





or something the same, environment in certain chapters of | comfortable feeling that he is w riting down to, and a little 


an earlier story. Just how far it should be classed as anti-|despising, his public. Or perhaps it is that a blend of stern 


Alex Clare, is a conspicuous failure as a “religious,” and| not to my taste. However that may be, as a record of 
though her superiors are shown as entirely wanting in| arduous campaigning The Cameliers deserves the very best 
comprehension, Alex herself has been drawn, with all| of luck, and that is exactly what I wish it. 
Miss De.arteip’s incisive skill, as foredoomed to failure | 


Punch’s Roll of Monour. 
arouse it. In her nursery and school-days, as a débutante| Captain A. W. Lioyp, M.C., who returns to-day to the 
in late Victorian Society, and betrothed to an egotistical| service of Mr. Punch, has been mentioned in General vAN 


young prig (the only person in the tale about whom I fancy | DevenTer’s Despatch “for valuable services” in the East 





record of poor Aler remains the same. The convent, which : a <= 





seemed to offer the solution to her problems, brings only a Scotland for Ever! 
result of worse failure than any; and the final tragedy is} “Fife Allied judges are to fix the ex-Kaiser’s punishment. 


what you can see as the only end to such a history. Though is 


will be the new play for the Alhambra. 
call the book equal to Miss Detarie.p's best, if only because | No title has yet been contemplated beyond those you have already 


it is almost wholly deyoid of that ironical humour from |™°®tomed—namely, “ All Aboard” or “ All Aboard.” During the fina 


od ~ | rehearsals, however, doubtless we shall think of a newer name.’” 
which I have before now derived such malicious en ertain- | Referee. 
ment. Consequences finds her both more serious and less|[f we might make a novel suggestion we should call it 
sure of her aim; but the half-impatient sympathy that 


3 |“ All Aboard.”’ 
drives it forward reveals a new aspect of this alw ays | 





“Commenting on the Allies’ reply, Tha Frankfurter Zeitung writes : 
‘Germany is not in a position to refuse her signature to the treaty 
, BE BPR ; when the signature is forced by an ultimatum. Let us resign 
Although The Cameliers (MeLRosE) makes an especial | ; 


; , ( ourselves to the inevitable and hope for a better future, 
appeal to Australians, its vivid account of the Egyptian and | tolokorololololoioioioicioco00.”—Provineial Paper. 
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the magistrate that the san: dwichsk urted 
CHARIVARIA. j Eh row and they were merely going 
We are glad to be able tostateauthor- | outside to fight it out. 

tatively that so cag os Peace casualties | 

are not excessive in proportion to t! ie | We are pleased to né@pthat the 

numbers crepe in the struggle | Cowes pleasure ste; 4s are out and 

. | about again after belfg laid up during 

‘Within two hours of the siguing of |! e Wat 
Peace,” says an evening paper, “a rag- | 

time Peace spng was written and set} A woman recently informed the Bench 


to music.” With the exception of afew|that her husband had stayed in the 


fires caused by pyrotechnics 
trouble 


no ' house 


serious has been re- 


ported. 


* | 


Prohibition came into force 
in America on July Ist, and up 
to the time of going to press no | 
news has been received from 
Scotsmen there. Much anxiety | 
prevails. ‘ 


| 


Rain heavily impregnated | 

ith sulphur is reported to 
have fallen in British Columbia 
on June 28th. The Prohibi- 
tionists are making the mo 


of the circumstance. 


The “dry” system has re-| 
ceived a nasty blow. Asked 
how many brothers he had, an 
Ipswich publican is reported | 


“Two alive and| 
in America.” 


Have said, 
one 


At the South-Western Policé 





Court an Irishman admitted 
firing a revolver at a police 

man. It was pointed out to 
him that it is illegal to shoot | 


policemen in this country 


What is described as the 
largest fire in the world is re- 
ported from New York. I! / 
America can bring it off tho 
years In succession we unde! I Clu I $ PREDICTED THAT OUR 
stand that the tire becomes he \ : ae BE DELIVERED BY AEROPLANE In NEw 
Ol j 


own property. 


A British soldier just in- | 
valided home from the Allied fore 
Russia has obtained a situation as aj didn 
lion tamer. It is supposed that pe was 


It appears that tl fellow 


; 
b like 


1@ Poo 


to interrupt. 


* 
h benefit can be obtained from 


tired of bears. ‘Mu 
eating onions,’ says a medic: il weekly, 
“Mr. Garvin,” says a new weekly, | “if people or aly k ~ wit.”’ The difficulty 
‘is above all a human being And we! of course is to keep other people from 


had been thinking all along he was a} knowing * 
journalist. =< bs 
' We understand that in consequence 
of Peace distractions the largest goose- 


Dublin contemplates evecting a statue 








to De Vanera. We have felt for some} berry will not be grown this year. 
time that he has been asking for it, and = 
we hope it will be a le ssson to him. |} Me vas in excellent voice and sang 


approximately gowned in 
ostume.”-— Victoria Times. 


ntal 2 ghts 
Tt ntal 
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stealing arailway sandwic h explained to | Very discregtly put. 





eight weeks w ithon ut speaking a 





MORNING | 


THEIR PAPERS DO THE | 





THE EVERLASTING 


Wuen in the beginning 
The Sisters sat spinning, 
While Clotho unravell d the skein, 
And Lachesis knitted 
The fortunes that fitted 
Till Atropos cleft them in twain, 
I take it for granted 
This song was first chanted— 
“One purl and one plain,” 


YARN. 


| When the home of Odysseus 
| Had suffered from misuse 
By suitors who cou 
vain, 
| While“Mrs. O. waited 
| The sadly belated 
Return of her 
swain, 
She put off their wooing 
By nightly undoing 
Her purl and her plain. 


wandering 


The Upper Ten's chances 
Were scanty mid France's 
” Fool-fury” that redden’d 
the Seine, 
When dames with a leaning 
Towards free guillotining 
Sat knitting in sunshine 
and rain, 
And, as the heads tumbled, 
The harridans mumbled 


Of purl and of plain. 


For works of Minerva 

From this you ‘ll observe a 

Fix'd craze in the femin'ne 

brain ; 

When leisure was ampler 

Maids studied the sampler 
(A profitless task in the 

main) ; 

| They now talk unceasing 

| Of “ribs” and “increasing,” 

* Two purl and two plain.” 





And since for what's textile 
In high or low neck style 

Prohibitive prices obtain, 
The new knitting mania 
Obsesses their crania 

At home, in the bus, in the train; 
Each works at a jumper 
For slim forms or plumper 

With purl and with plain, 





“ The Archbishop of York was 
a tremendous oration on rising to speak.” 
Church Times. 
But we are glad to see that that did not 
stop him from deliv ering his own. 


“ Hilsea saihien, the historic portions of the 
fortifications at the entrance to Portsmouth, 
have just been demobilised by consent of the 
military authorities."—Daily Paper. 

As the arches in question only “ joined 
up” in 1861 their rapid release is in 
some quarters attributed to favouritism. 


rted in 


| 


received with | 
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IN MEMORY OF THE DEAD. 
Tuankservine Day, Jory 6TH. 


Ow this memorial day of Peace fulfilled, — 
When to the God of battles praise is said 
For warfare done and the long clamour stilled, 

Forget not then the dead. 


It was for such @ day as this they died. — 
The prayer in which they spent their failing breath 
Asked for this hour—for England's faith and pride 
Made perfect by their death. 


And now beneath the dust of shattered walls, 
Far off in alien fields forlorn and bare, 
There where they sleep the muted echo falls 
Of joy they may not share. 


But, could its rumour sound within their ears, 
This joy of victory won at what a cost, 
They would not have it less, nor touched with tears 
For all that we have lost. 


Yet will we keep, who cannot else repay 
The dearest gift that Love has power to give, 
For them the first place in our thoughts to-day— 
Our dead, through whom we live. O. 8. 


A CAPRICIOUS STAR. 


‘Tne other day I was seated at my favourite table in 
the Café Régal, scanning the pages of The Wottler; when 
I discovered a pale-faced man sitting opposite me. 

I glanced at him casually. Not only was he pallid of 
countenance, but also there was stamped upon his features 
an expression of deep melancholy. He had a look of ap- 
pealing sadness in his eyes. 

As 1 was regarding him he caught my eye, and I hastily 
turned my attention to a double-page set of photographs 
revealing in detail the attractions of Miss Freddie Frinton, 
the famous revue actress. 

The sad-faced man leant across the table. 

“Fine girl that,” he said, indicating a portrait of Miss 
Frinton playing with her tame rabbits in the garden of her 
riparian villa, ‘ Fine girl; but, like all the sex, Sir, fickle. 

“You'd hardly believe, Sir,” he continued, adjusting a 
pair of pince-nez upon his unassuming nose, “that my life 


has been intimately associated with that of Miss Freddie | 


Frinton.” 

| made noises indicating a polite reserve of astonishment 

“ Yes, Sir,” he said, “destiny is a remarkable force.” 

Not knowing what else to say I told him he was right 
there. 

‘Maybe you will remember, if you cast your mind back 
three years, reading about Miss Frinton's attempt to throw 
herself over Westminster Bridge ?” 

“ My memory 's not what it was,” I said, “ but——” 

“T will refresh it, Sir. Miss Frinton had been working 
very hard during the rum of Buzz Of’, with the result that 
she suffered from a nervous breakdown. When she threw 
herself into the river a man dived in and pulled her out. | 
was that man,” added the stranger modestly. 

* wo said J. 

Early in 1917,” he went on, “ Miss Freddie Frinton was 
acting at the Collodium, One night, after the performance, 
she had just left the stage-door when she was attacked by a 
gang of hooligans, who tried to steal her . Perhaps 
you recollect seeing the affair reported in the Press, Sir?” 

“I seem to have a hazy idea——.” 





. many 
“ Well, Sir, that nighé, luckily, I was near by. I not 








FAS 


only reseued Miss Frinton but I successfully put her 
assailants to flight.” 

«“ Well done!” ; 

The pale-faced man raised a deprecating hand, 

“One moment, Sir,” he said. “Last year Miss Frinton 
became the recipient of persistent addresses from the son of 
a very distinguished house. The young man was a future 
peer of the realm, Sir, but unfortunately for him Miss 
Frinton did not respond to his advances. Enraged at finding 
himself repulsed, the unhappy youth became desperate.” * 

“ Dear, dear.” 

“One night, whilst Miss Frinton was at the theatre, he 
succeeded in breaking into her flat. Drawing a knife from 
his pocket the wretched young man cut from its frame her 
most treasured possession—a magnificent portrait of her- 
self from the brush of September James, the celebrated 
painter.” 

I regarded the stranger with increased interest. It was 
evident that he was labouring under the stress of some 
strong pent-up emotion. He sipped a little whisky-and- 
soda with an effort to simulate calm. 

“When she discovered her loss,” said the stranger, ‘' Miss 
Frinton was distressed beyond measure. Her grief was so 
intense that she could scarcely bear to see even newspaper- 
men.” 

“She was naturally upset,” I put in. 

“ Prostrated, Sir—inconsolable. And, though I say it 
myself, it was fortunate indeed that 1 was at hand to 
render assistance.” 

“Ob, you were there?” 

“Yes, Sir, I was there. And with me to think is to act. 
The police were summoned, but long before they arrived 
[ had collected a number of clues. Obtaining the loan of 
Miss Frinton’s magnificent motor-car L was quickly away, 
hot on the scent of the author of this dastardly outrage.” 

* Good work.” 
| “And, Sir, I traced and caught him, I recovered the 
| painting. I denounced him to his faee. He confessed his 
guilt. ‘I took it as a memento, because I love her, 
he said.” 

“ Did Miss Frinton prosecute?” 

“ Miss Frinton did not prosecute. She was so overjoyed 
| to get her portrait back that she allowed her generosity to 
get the better of her. She did not wish to injure the good 
name of a proud and illustrious family. Nevertheless the 
| story of the episode leaked out and, save for the unhappy 





| young man’s name, which was suppressed, the whole affair 
| was widely reported in the newspapers.” 

| “IT think I remember that,” I said, 

The sad man sighed wearily. 

After that,”” he said, ‘I was at her side always. She 
made me think I was indispensable to her happiness. I was 
atherbeckand call. I was her constant guide and adviser.’ 

He swallowed the remaining contents of his glass. 

“And now—now, Sir, she has deserted me for another. 
After all I’ve done; after all the risk I’ve taken; after all 
the devotion with which I have served her. But such is 
woman's way. Having finished with me she casts ie 
aside like a broken toy.” 

I breathed sympathy, but I also betrayed curiosity. “ You 
have not specified your relations with Miss Frinton,” I 
said. ‘Are you by any chance her husband? ” 

“No, Sir,” said the pale-faced man, “ but I was the best 
Press agent she ever had.” 





“People used to say in the first weeks of the war, when things were 
going badly, * We've ogt to win.’ The alternative was so unthinkably 
hornble.”— Provincial Paper. 

But what's the matter with got ? 
































MI” 


) 
_ 


= Ne ee ees eee 


"Ek 








NN 
= SA 
~~ .- 
SON 
=. 
oe = AV Ge 


= ~g \ : f ‘ > - 
- ; ., SOAS : } ~ EE 





TO GIVE 


fie 
" 


STUFE 





THE 





AN 
‘ 


ee : 
; P| |i 
‘ } : 
=) ‘aa “I WN 
yg ¥ " Mepis : \, 


. 


POTN jin 
~ 


o 
| = 
or) 
Come 
o 
~ 
=) 
2 
T 
Fs) 
ion 
i< 
> 
— 
ne 
joa 
<j 
od 
se 
oO 
> 
a4 
© 
ier 
— 
Z 
2 
— 
a | 
— 
| — 
iol 


Sam. “THAT 


PUNCH, OF 


“i 
UXCLE 


even 


saa 


























Ae RCH Ah ab EOP CNY 


ireme  enne 


RRA ee tebe hes RE ete 








44 PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARI 








. 1 ii y 

mt oh | 
' nt omg vi \ik 
DP 


Profiteer (who is conducting his family round their new home). “Nau tHen! Be ave YERSELYES, WiLL YER? THIS IS A OLD- 


< & 
Rh R 
, 


,, j 





a 


WORLD GARDEN—NOT A RECREATION-GROUND!” 








THE BRIGADIER’S BATH. 


Accorp1nG to the illustrated papers, 
one half of feminine England is arrayed 
at the present time in bathing costumes, 
and the other half parades the piers 
and promenades in dresses that closely 
resemble them, Very interesting and 
illuminating these pictures. But I 
would commend to the notice of the 
photographic press the fact that, having 
a very serviceable strip of ocean at our 
disposal, we on this side are also in a 
position to show some excellent lines in 
natatory wear. A snapshot of the 
troops’ tubbing parade at eighteen 
hours, with Frederick in attendance as 
0.0, bathing, would, I am convinced, 
promote the circulation of these popular 
organs. 

hy a quite good subaltern like 
Frederick was selected for the duty is 
hard to guess, Possibly it was thought 
that with the advent of the Channel 
swimming season certain other ranks 
might be tempted to simplify. the 
machinery of demobilisation by making 
® bee-line for the cliffs of Albion, leav- 
ing a derelict suit of khaki on the coast 
of France, Or perhaps Those High in 





Authority considered that the specta- 
cle of Frederick loafing round the huts 
made the camp look untidy, and de- 
vised this pretext for finding him honest 
employment. At all events they sent 
for him. 

“In future,” said they, ‘ bathing will 
be a voluntary parade, under the control 
of an officer. That officer will be your- 
self, The times will be 6.30 till 7.30 
each morning” (Frederick shuddered), 
“17.00 to 19,00 hours each evening” 
(another shudder), “and Saturday and 
Sunday afternoons” (convulsive tre- 
mors). “You will be required to 
arrange that the tide is up at those 
hours, that the troops do not go beyond 
the limits assigned to them, and that no 
unauthorised jelly-fishes or crustaceans 
are allowed on the portion of the beach 
under your command. That is all, 
thank you.” 

Thereafter Frederick might be seen 
gloomily pacing the sands that an even 
greater soldier had trodden a century 
before. 

“What annoys me about the whole 
footling business is the fact that it isn’t 
military operations at all,” he said in 
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naval work, Suppose one of my swim- 
mers gets out of control and threatens 
to ram a passing vessel; I don’t know 
the nautical drill for warning they 
skipper to get his torpedo-nets out.” 3 

“Some people are never satisfied, 
replied Percival unfeelingly. ‘ Here 
you are, with nothing to do but pace 
the yellow sands, bask in the sunshine, 
and watch the innocent sport of the 
troops, and yet you grouse about it.” 

“Yes,” responded Frederick, “it 8 
the innocent sportiveness of the troops 
that puts the last touch of joy into the 
picture. It was their innocent sportive* 
ness that made them dump an old suit 
of khaki on the beach the other day, 
and when I found it after they had all 
gone I nearly issued a Casualty Report 
and fixed up a Court of Inquiry before 
I tumbled to it that I had been had.’ 
And, with hatred in his soul, salt in 
his throat and sand in his eyes, he re- 
sumed his weary perambulation until 
the hour of 19.00 should secure his 
release, 

It was now 18,50, and at that pre- 
cise moment Brigadier-General Breech- 





confidence to Percival, “It's really 








block, who had recently arrived and 





occupied a billet on the sea front, from 
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which it was possible to observe the 
troops bathing, decided that it would 
be pleasurable to himself and helpful 
to moral if he were to join them, 

The Brigadier, I may observe, is an 
impressive spectacle, being so lavishly 
decorated that it is necessary for him 
to do chest-expansion exercises each 
morning to maintain the frontal accom- 
modation required for his polychromatic 
display of ribbons. His dazzle dado 
exceeds in richness and area anything 
to be found in Northern France. It is 
said that whenever a new decoration is 
being issued the great ones immediately 
send round to Brigadier Breechblock, 
asking him to drop in for a cup of tea 
and an O.K. or a G.P.O., or whatever 
itis that they happen to be pushing at 
the moment. So that the honour con- 
ferred on the troops by the Brigadier 
voluntarily mingling in the same sea 
with them was immense. 

Now it happened that Frederick 
knew not the Brigadier, and, though 
one is loth to make the admission, it 
is a fact that Brigadiers in bathing 
costumes are much as other men. So 
when at 18.57 hours Frederick saw a 
portly soldier shed an old mackintosh 
on the beach and proceed to attack an 
incoming wave his heart surged with 
bitterness against the laggard who came 


| to prolong his vigil. 


‘Hi, there!’’ he shouted, ‘“ Where 
are you going?” 

His destination being obvious, the 
Brigadier made no response. 

* You know well enough you mustn't 
bathe after 19.00 o'clock,” cried Fred- 
erick wrathfully. ‘Come out of it!” 

The Brigadier surveyed Frederick in 
bewilderment. ‘Do you know who I 








am?” he said at length. 
**No,”’ answered Frederick, “and I 
don’t care. I suppose you think because 


| you are a quartermaster - sergeant or 


something you can do as you bally well 
like. But I'll show you!” 

The Brigadier was thunderstruck,. 
He, a quartermaster-sergeant! It was 
necessary that this presumptuous sub- 
altern should be crushed. 

“It may interest you to know,” he 
said, dropping his thunderbolt, “that I 
am Brigadier-General Breechblock.” 

“Oh, are you?” replied Frederick, still 
living; “well, I’m Duggie Haig, and 
if you don't come out immediately I'll 
put you under arrest for disobeying 
orders and for insolence to an officer.” 

The stripes on the Brigadier’s bath 
ing costume quivered with suppressed 
passion. 

* I'll give you one chance,” continued 
Frederick. ‘Come out at once or I ‘Il 
throw your old mackintosh into the sea 
and keep you there till the tide goes 
out,” 
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— — 
William (aged 90). “*Goop marnin', Georce. How BE 'EE?” 


George (aged 89). “I Barx'r so 
William, “Swank.” 





WELL. I GoT TOOTHACHE.” 








They stood glaring at each other, 
two strong men at grips, till Frederick 
felt a twitch at his elbow and heard 
a hoarse whisper behind him, It was 
Percival. 

“You fatuous ass,”’ he said, “run for 
your life—dive down a drain—do any- 
thing desperate—but you disappear. 
It’s a sure-enough Brig. you've got to 
do with!” 

And this is why Frederick has vol- 
unteered for the Murman Coast, and the 
Brigadier has ordered a complete new 
set of medal ribbons for attachment to 
his bathing-costume. 





“T have given my son 1 packet of —— Pig 
Powders to try.” 


From testimonial in ‘‘ Tle Bazaar.”’ 





We fear the writer is a Hog. 





Stands Scotland where it did? 


A Canadian Officer writes complain- 
ing bitterly of having been imposed 
upon. He ascended Ben Lomond and 
found that the height of this moun- 
tain is still exactly the same as given 
in the ante-bellum guide-books. Before 
starting on his holiday he had been 
very clearly given to understand that 
everything in Scotland had gone up 
since the War. 


“Just a fortnight before I was in Paris—but 
that is ‘another story,’ as Robert Louis 
Stevenson used to say.”—Sm Jonny Fosrer 
Fraser in ‘* The Evening Standard."’ 

For those who know their Kiriine 
this is indeed another story—of the fic- 
tional kind. 
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THE DIPLOMATS. 
L. 

My pear Hewnny,—They say that 
the new diplomacy should not be secret, 
don’t they? Let us, then, be the first 
so abil 


There are three of us ; the rest do not 
count. First there is m the brains 
of the business. Bill away strenu- 
ously during office hours and looks 
knowledgable and discreet at meal- 
times. darts about the Continent 
gh pa of ste _ 
Republi : . , 
ot feat tarot the Peitons at the 
rontiers. Wi any reflection on 
pve. fe st if either Peg amg 
have ieved my masterpiece iplo- 
mote -deeansuigle. i have conducted 


onality next time he drops in with 
< iow nse hundred pages. Probably 
some Sinn Feiner will have supplied 
him with a map showing him where 
Ireland is or would like to be. 
Bill is a soldier ; not one of the bright 
new sort, who start business with the 
rank of Lieutenant-Colonel and earn 
promotion once a fortnight, so long as 
there is promotion left to earn. He is 
one of the regular plodders, who take 
years and years to become captains 
even. But if Bill is a regular soldier 
he is also an old soldier. You know 
what I mean, don't you? You 've bene- 
fited by their efforts yourself, haven't 
you? In any case a very useful man 
to compete with important personalities 
who want to enlist his sympathy with 





private schemes for reorganising the 





the other hand, feel there is lots of a 
hope for us. 


And so, you ask, it is our three selves : ig 
who are avowedly, officially, by the} ~ 


grace of Heaven and with the  eppeoras oa 
of President WILson, appointed to re- 


organise Europe and re-distribute if} 


amongst deserving and pushing appli- 
cants? Well, Henry, not exactly yet; 


but it will come to that, no doubk| | 


What is then our official position? We 
have no official position, and that is 
the most diplomatic thing about us, 
It subtly eliminates the possibility of 
international complications resulting 
from our activities. But don’t go away 
thinking that we have done nothing to 
justify our title. Listen to this for a 
start :— 
Our first need, we felt, was the best 





an hour's interview “tity 
an insportant personali 
(endeavouring to enlist 
my sympathy in his pri- 
vate scheme for re- 
organisation of the Bal- 
kans) so ably as to pre- 
vent his discovering my 
ignorance as to the exact 
difference between 
Bukharest and Budapest 
and my inner belief that 
they were both the same 
town, situated some- 
where in the Ukraine. 
Why the Ukraine, you 
ask? How come I to 
know anything about 
that? I owe my intimate 
knowledge of the Ukraine 
to another important 
personality who endeay- 
ours to enlist my sym- 
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“You MUST EXCUSE MR. ’OPKINS NOT COMING TO THE TABLE. 
WORRIED JUST NOW TRYING TO THINK HOW HE CAN GO ON STRIKE AGAINST 
HIS UNEMPLOYMENT ALLOWANCE AND GET IT RAISED." 
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possible car for the least 
possible price. We spot- 
ted the very thing we re- 
quired ; fast but not fussy, 
rich but not rowdy. The 
question was how to get 
it off its present owner 
at the price we were pre- 
pared to pay. This price 
panera s p to practically 
nothing. Was that a mis- 
sion to be entrusted to the 
brains of the business, or 
to the old soldier? It was 
conceivable that a superb 
effort of the very oldest 
and tawniest soldiery 
might just pull it off; 
but, after discussion, we 
decided to entrust the 
mission to neither but 
leave it to the rogue. 
After a week's roguery 


“a 


He's VERY 








pathy in his private scheme for reor- 
ganising the Russias. He has —* 
ree 


_me with two hundred and forty-t 
| closely-printed pages of literature on 
_ the subject; he has also supplied me 


| on this a, 
| from the 


with a map. 

Whatever else may escape one’s notice 
there is no getting away 
Ukraine. He is a Ukrainian 
himself and no doubt felt entitled to 


_ let himself go when he came to this bit 
| of his map of Europe. The rest of the 


Continent appears like the chorus at 
the pantomime when it is standing by, 
all stuffed away into the wings to leave 


_ elbow-room for Cinderella. Henry, to 
| gaze at this map is to see the Ukraine, 


as it were one man holdi 
hands to another, st 
frontiers to you in London. 
one kind word of en 


out cordial 
ing out its 
ith but 

t it 


_ would stretch them still further so as 


to include you in their affectionate em- 
brace. Whether the process might be 
carried further yet, so as to Ire- 
land, I wouldn't liketosay. I'll ask my 





Slavs, be they Jugo or Czecho. My 
affection for Bill is as profound as my 
admiration, but I fear there will be 
trouble between us if our several inter- 
viewers go on supplying us respectively 
with maps of Europe which agree so 
little with each other. Dash it all, they 
treat the Continent like a piece of 
plasticine. 

Ralph, I am sorry to say, is a rogue 
—one of those persistent irresistible 
rogues who can wheedle anything out 
of anybody. Should your heart be set 
on any part of this or the other hemi- 
sphere as a convenient site for a new 
republic of which you would yourself 
be President, you have only to mention 
it to Ralph and a representative will 
eall on you next day, asking you to 
name your terms and to state if im- 
mediate possession is required. Those 
who have his salvation at heart hoped 
that the War would save him; but he 
was invalided out of the army some 
time ago. Now he has joined us they 
feel there is no hope for him. We, on 





he reported that he could obtain the 
transfer to our use, gratis, of the car, 
but not without the owner in it. We 
agreed to make a concession on this 
point, accepting delivery of the owner 
also on condition of his bearing the ex- 
pense of the petrol and the tyres. The 
happiest part of the whole affair is that 
the owner is shaking hands with himself 
secretly all the time, thinking it is he 
who has done the first-class wangle. 
Why and how, you ask again? I have 
promised that diplomacy shall not be 
secret, and I will tell you. We gave 
cause to him, as we have given to you, 
to ask, if it is our three selves who are 
appointed to reorganise and re-distri- 
bute Europe. But in his case we with- 
held the true answer. He too is an 
important persenality with a private 
scheme for reorganising the Balkans, 
the Russias and any other country in 
which he takes an interest. Yes, Henry, 
what makes our wheels run smoothly 
is oil, or the hope of oil. 


Yours ever, CHARLES. 
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THAT MY FERS ARE NOW A GUINEA 


Member. ‘‘On, THANK you. In THAT CASE I THINK I'LL CONTENT MYSELF WITH TRYING TO REMEMBER WHAT YOU TOLD ME WHEN 


THEY WERE HALF-A-CROWN.” 








HOW TO KEEP FIT. 

By way of supplementing the in- 
teresting information contributed by 
famous athletes to The Strand Magazine 
on this subject Mr. Punch has collected 
testimonies from leading statesmen and 
publicists as to the best way of main- 
taining their physical fitness. 

Mr. SMILuIE states that he finds an 
unfailing stimulus in reading and re- 
reading Browntne’s “ Last Duchess.” 
His only regret in thiscontext is that the 
poet failed to complete the picture by a 








| Punch’s representative, declared that 
he found his best refreshment and re- 
creation in the exercise of radio-active 
benevolence. He believed in smiling. 
He further admitted that he derived a 
certain amount of healthy exhilaration 
from contemplating the difficulties with 
which the Government were confronted 
in the selection of an Ambassador to the 
United States. If only Mr. Suinure 
would be true to the correct pronuncia- 
tion of his name, Lord Reapine thought 
that he would be an ideal man for the 
|post. Failing him, however, there was 








companion study of “ The Last Duke.” | always Mr. Eustace Smiles. 
He also finds himself greatly reinvig-| Lord Birxenneap, ina brief interview, 
orated by the perusal of tragedies de-| observed that recreation could not be 
seribing the downfall of monarchs and | dispensed with, but it must be attuned 
potentates. But he points out that/to the position of the individual con- 
SHAKSPEARE was guilty of a curious | cerned. A Lord Chancellor, however 
error in speaking of “sad stories of the| young and agile, could not possibly 
deaths of kings.”” As a matter of fact |stoop to the reprehensible contortions 
in his (Mr. SmILLin’s) opinion they are | of Jazz-dancing. Swedish exercises in 
the brightest, the most cheering stories | the privacy of the bathroom were legi- 
in the whole range of literature. timate and desirable. But mental dis- 

Lord Reantne, in the course of a/ traction was quite as important, and he 
genial and heart-to-heart talk with Mr. ' had found it in preparing a new trans- 





lation of Cicero's De Senectute, which 
he proposed to dedicate to Lord Hats- 
BuRY, in view of the interesting fact 
that he was now just half Lord Hats- 
BURY'S age. 

Mr. Harotp Becare, though still 
suffering from the strain of interview- 
ing the ex-Kaiser, kindly favoured Mr. 
Punch’s representative with an illu- 
minating monologue. The only way to 
keep oneself fit, he said, is to cultivate 
hero-worship. His own basic belief is 
that all the greatest criminals, if dis- 
“emg 9 considered, prove to have 

n great benefactors, or they would 
have been if they had been interviewed 
from their early years by publicists en 
dowed with sympathy, intuition and 
uplift. “I often regret,” Mr. Beanie 
wistfully observed, “that I never knew 
Casanova, Benvenuto CrELiini, or 
Appur Hamip. I feel sure that the ad- 
vantage would have been mutual, and 
that many Te ama might 
have been avoided if I had been consulted 
by the two first-named celebrities before 
their autobiographies went to press.” 
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THE HAPPY WARRIOR. 


Toby and I—both full lieutenants 
and ex-acting captains for various care- 
fully tabulated periods in The Gazette— 
were “ demobbed” at the same dispersal 
centre on the same day. We had never 
met before, but later we chanced to 
meet at the same counter at Cox's. Here 
we asked the same questions about our 
gratuities and were driven away by the 
same clerk. 

In addition we had both been wounded 
twice, and distinctly remembered the 
attractions of the same patient nurse 
at Wimereux. Our trials and sorrows 
drew us together, and we decided to 
rest on the East coast while the gratui- 
ties materialised. 

I was senior by days, but I waived 
this point and we stayed at the same 
hotel on terms, to a mere civilian, of 
perfect equality. 

For two days we bathed and fished 
in the most gorgeous of old clothes, and 
never talked about the War until all 
the profiteers had gone to bed. 





On the third day came the sharp re- 
minder that war and strife still stalk 
hand-in-hand through a stricken world. 

We were smoking in front of the 
hotel and Toby had just completed his 
daily checking of the actual amount of 
his gratuity, when a motor drew up 
and an officer in full panoply—khaki 
touched with red—alighted. 

There was a sharp clicking noise at 
my side as Toby came to attention; he 
then apologised, and I helped him to 
carry his right foot well away again. 

But we both gazed spellbound at that 
sinister martial figure; all the dread 
horrors of war seemed to have surged 
back on our peaceful village. 

“ Ilas Hiypensure broken his word 
tome?” Toby whispered tensely ; while 
I made a rapid calculation of the dis- 
tance to the Crystal Palace, which is 


| my rejoining centre. 


“I don’t suppose they'll pay one 
penny of gratuity until the second war 
is over,” Toby murmured in a voice 
that seemed to sorrow for England. 

At this moment the officer asked me 
if 1 could direct him to one Ben Harris, 

roprietor of bathing-machines. Now 
n Harris is the man whose fishing- 
boat we had been using, a local celebri- 
ty of no mean order and a man reputed 
to be bad to beat in a business deal. 

I pointed out the way with every re- 
spect, and then we slunk after him. 

“ He may be a disguised mine-layer,” 
said Toby as we approached the beach, 
“Tam not going to lose sight of him. 
For all we know we may be present at 
the making of history.” 


Thus we came to assist at that inter- 





view and caught a glimpse of the inner 


workings of the great silent mechanism 
of administration during the transition 

riod (November, 1918, until Heaven- 
loavastian). 

“Good morning, Mr. Harris,” said 
the warrior with easy affability ; I've 
come to have a look at your bathing- 
machines.” 

“Camouflage!” snorted Toby con- 
temptuously. “He knows we've fol- 
lowed him.” 

“ You can’t deceive the Staff,” I re- 
plied with feeling as I recalled the inci- 
dent of the Brigade- Major and a rather 
soft cap of mine in 1916. 

But apparently old Ben could de- 
ceive the Staff all right. He took him 
round those four bathing-machives and 
showed him, with figures, the damage 
(repaired by himself and so no longer 
evident to the eye) which had been 
done by exuberant members of His 
Majesty's Forces billeted in the village 
during the Great War (1914 to 1915). 
The figures and approximate dates were 
noted down, and the soldier and the 
famous ex-sailor parted amicably. 

After a bathe we returned to the 
hotel to find the officer resting in the 
smoking-room. We spoke to him—yes, 
he was quite approachable—and, there 
being no profiteer present, we talked 
a little of the Great War. He did not 
appear to have been in any part of the 
line that we knew; but he mentioned 
an anxious month that he had spent in 
the Inland Waterway Transport near 
St. Omer; and he recalled with great 
vividness an air-raid warning in distant 
Etaples when he was returning from 
conducting a draft in 1917. 

Also he had found the Spring of 
1918 desperately cold at Norwich, and 
doubted if he would care to live in the 
Eastern Counties. 

“ Are you getting demobbed soon?” 
Toby ventured to ask. 

“Tam in no hurry,” he replied, pass- 
ing his hand wearily across his brow. 

‘But don’t you sometimes feel that 
“ps would like a rest after the strain?” 

asked him. 

‘Yes, at times possibly one does feel 
like that; but there are compensations, 
you know.” 

The warrior sighed and then smiled 
bravely as he went to the writing-table 
to make out his claim for travelling 
allowance. rm 





‘** * Quite like old times,’ said a policeman on 
point duty in Bond Street, London,.yesterday 
afternoon as he disentangled a block of tram- 
way-cars in which an omnibus, half-a-dozen 
motor-cars, and a smart Victoria drawn by a 
pair of spanking bay horses were involved. ~ It 
was, indeed, like old times."’"—Daily Paper. 


The War had completely blotted out 
our memory of the dear old tramway 





lines in Bond Street. 
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THE DUST ATTACK. 


(Lines rendered nugatory for the moment 


by the recent rains.) 
Ix punishment of what fell crime 
Are both my optics bunged with grime 
At every wind's offensive ? 
What aim of reconstructive art 
Has swept away the watering-cart, 
Whereon small boys were wont to sit 
And have no end of larks with it? 
Why don’t we wash the roads a bit ? 
Is water too expensive ? 


lt strikes me as extremely rough, 

When broken lies the Prince of Bluff 
And all his sons and nephews, 

That I should be compelled to eat 

The nastiest dirt about the street 

And have the action of a jaw 

That shouts “ What ho for Right and 

Law!” 

Jammed up with little bits of straw 

And odds and ends of refuse. 


I know a chap—a chap named Cox 
Who pinched a respirator (box) 
While still on service (active), 
And, when he notes a dust alarm, 
To keep his countenance from harin 
He puts it on at record pace, 
A splendid thing—in Cox's case— 
Because the mask improves his face 
And makes him more attractive. 


But L'm convinced the man is right 
And, though it is a curious sight 
On gustful days and gritty 
To see him come from the “ alert ”’ 
And knock his hat off in the dirt 
And fumble with the tapes and string 
And bite the rubber teething ring 
And shout “ Gas shells!” like anything 
In Bond Street or the City, 


I too, regretful as I am 
A source of London's joy to dam 
And substitute a spectre 
For that refreshing sight and rare 
That rambles now through street and 
square— 
The bardic lips, the eyes of flame !— 
Unless the Boroughs meet my claim 
Shall feel compelled to do the same 
And wear a muck-protector. 


And what is more I'll march along 
Equipped with a tremendous gong 
And give it many a stout hit, 
Or make a Strombos horn to roar 
Its huge alarum at the door 
(I hate to do good things by stealth) 
Of that new shrine of wit and wealth, 
T mean the Ministry of Health, 
And ask them * What about it?” 
Lvor. 





Cheerio! 

“ Will Officers whose Widows will be eligible 
for pensions under the regulations of the l'und 
communicate with ‘ Pensioner’ ?” 

Daily Paper. 
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THE EXPERIMENT. 


“Ip I WENT FOR YOU WOULD YOUR DOG GO FOR ME?” 
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Golf Enthusiast (on her return from following important match—ecstatically). 
WHAT DID HE sa¥?"’ 


Mother. “ How IsSTEREsTING, DEAR. 
Enthusiast. “ Staxp asStpe, THERE!” 





‘On 








THE RAILWAY SCANDAL. 
“Tuere has been, I know,” said 


Cantleberry, “a good deal of discontent | 


over the train-services, and I am told 

that some railways have adopted quite 

an off-hand attitude, making no attempt 

to conciliate their criti¢és and even 
taking no notice of them. 
ever may have been the behaviour of 
other railways ours has not shown it- 
self indifferent to our complaints. I 
am thinking just now of the case of the 
8.47 from Beckenridge.”’ 

“ What was that?” I asked. 

“ The train was unpleasantly crowd- 
ed,” said Cantleberry; “you might 
almost say dangerously crowded. It 
used to arrive at Beekenridge full and 

| depart fuller. As for any diserimina- 
_ tion being made between first and third 
| class, that was unheard-of; people 
| pusbed in where they could, into the 
_ guard's van, when he forgot to lock 
the door before leaving it, and even on 
| to the engine-tender. I have travelled 
| up in that train before now with twenty- 
| one people in the compartment, not 
| counting two men (sailors) in the racks. 


Bat what- | 


| When the train steamed out it always 
\left on the platform a score of people 


|who had been unable to get in any- 
where ; and naturally many complaints 
| were made. Season-ticket holders wrote 
|to the Company “emanding that steps 
| should be taken to ensure the 8.47 not 
being over-crowded 

“Well, the Company were not in 
different. They took steps. The method 
they hit upon was so simple that one 
wonders why nobody had ever thought 
of it before. Personally I feel I should 
like to meet the man—traftie-superin- 
tendent, general manager, director, 01 
whoever had the notion—and tell him 
to his face the opinion I hold of his 
ingenuity. The 8.47 is never oyer- 
crowded now.” 


' 


bring this about?” I asked. 


gether,” he said. 





Big Three was the most popular.” 
Sunday Paper. 





Not, at any rate, without seriously 
annoying the grammarians. 








“And what did the Company do to| 


“They knocked the 8.47 off alto- | 


“It would be impossible to say whom of the | 
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Moruer! THE CHAMPION SPOKE TO ME! 
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BIRD-LORE, 
IV.—Tue Rost. 
Tue robin is the fairies’ page; _ 
They keep him neatly dressed 
For country service or for town 
In dapper livery of brown 
And little scarlet vest, 





On busy errands all day long 
He hurries to and fro 
With watchful eyes and nimble 
wings— i 
There are not very many things 
The robin doesn't know. 


And he can tell you, if he will, 
The latest fairy news : 
The quaint adventures of the 
King a: 
And whom the Queen is visiting, 

And where she gets her shoes. 


And lately, when the fairy Court 
Invited me to tea, 
He stood behind the Royal Chair ; 

And here, I solemnly declare, 
When he discovered I was there, 
That robin winked at me. . PF. 
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Golf Enthusiast (on her return from following important match—ecstatically). ‘‘Ou, MotHer! THE CHAMPION SPOKE TO ME» 
WHAT DID HE sax¥?’’ 


Mother. ‘‘ How ISTERESTING, DEAR. 
Enthusiast. ‘‘Stanp ASIDE, THERE!” 











THE RAILWAY SCANDAL. 


“Tuere has been, I know,” said 
Cantleberry, “a good deal of discontent 
over the train-services, and I am told 
that some railways have adopted quite 
an off-hand attitude, making no attempt 
to conciliate their criti¢s and even 
taking no notice of them. But what- 
ever may have been the behaviour of 
other railways ours has not shown it- 
self indifferent to our complaints. I 
am thinking just now of the case of the 
8.47 from Beckenridge.”’ 

“ What was that?” I asked. 

“ The train was unpleasantly crowd- 


ed,” said Cantleberry; “you might 


almost say dangerously crowded. It 
used to arrive-at Beekenridge full and 
depart fuller. As for any diserimina- 
tion being made between first and third 
class, that was unheard-of; people 
pushed in where they could, into the 
guard's van, when he forgot to lock 
the door before leaving it, and even on 
to the engine-tender. I have travelled 
up in that train before now with twenty- 
one people in the compartment, not 
counting two men (sailors) in the racks. 








When the train steamed out it always 
left on the platform a score of people 
who had been unable to get in any- 
where ; and naturally many complaints 
were made. Season-ticket holders wrote 
to the Company ‘emanding that steps 
should be taken to ensure the 8.47 not 
being over-crowded. 

“Well, the Company were not in- 
different. They took steps. The method 
they hit upon was so simple that one 
wonders why nobody had ever thought 
of it before. Personally I feel I should 
like to meet the man—traffic-superin- 


tendent, general manager, director, or | 


whoever had the notion—and tell him 
to his face the opinion I hold of his 
ingenuity. The 8.47 is never over- 
crowded now.” 

“And what did the Company do to 
bring this about?” I asked. 

“They knocked the 8.47 off alto- 
gether,” he said. 





“Tt would be impossible to say whom of the 
Big Three was the most popular.” 


Sunday Paper. 
Not, af any rate, without seriously 
annoying the grammarians. 
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IV.—Tue Rosin. 
Tue robin is the fairies’ page ; 
They keep him neatly dressed 
For country service or for town 
In dapper 
And little scarlet vest, 


On busy errands all day long 
He hurries to and fro f 
With watchful eyes and nimble 
wings— 


There are 


The robin doésn’t know. 


And he can tell you, if he will, 
The latest fairy news: 
The quaint adventures of the 


King 


And whom the Queen is visiting, 
And where she gets her shoes. 


And lately, when the fairy Court 


Invited 


He stood behind the Royal Chair ; 
And here, \ 
When he discovered I was there, 

That robin winked at me. 








BIRD-LORE. 


livery of brown 


not very many things 


me to tea, 


I solemnly declare, 


R. F. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 


ago a British Prime Minister, 


“ Peace with Honour” from 
a foreign capital, received the 
enthusiastic plaudits of the 
people, and within less than 
eighteen months he was 
ejected from office by the pop- 
ular vote. Mr. Luoyp GEorGeE, 
as he listened to the cheers 
with which Coalition and Op- 
position expressed, in Sir 
DonaLD MAcLEAN’S generous 


| phrase, “ our hearty congra- 


| tulations to our most distin- 


guished colleague,” must have 
wondered if on this occasion 
History would exercise her 
inveterate habit of repeating 
herself, 

The performance of the 
National Anthem, by which 
the Commons celebrated the 
extinction of the War, as they 


| had marked its outbreak, was 





not seriously marred by Mr. 
New McLean's refusal to 
take part. His abstention 
was more than atoned for by 
the tuneful assistance of the 
Ladies’ Gallery. 

After this interlude the 
House settled down todiseuss 
the Vote for the Local Goy- 
ernment Board. Dr. App1son 
gave a hopeful account of bis 
housing scheme, but the view 
of several Members appeared 
to be that we had heard quite 
enough of houses in the ab- 


stract and that it was quite time we|I.C.S., to give political power to a few| gestion and prohibit the sale of all | 
saw some of them in the concrete—or| literati without diminishing the 


any other suitable material. 


The Joint Committee of Lords and} by the British Raj, is the problem set 
Commons charged with the consider-|them by the ex-Viceroy. 


ation of the Government of 
India Bill cannot complain of 
lack of instruction or advice. 
They will first have to master 
the thousand pages of Blue- 
books, memorandaand special 
reports in which the wisdom 
of previous inquirers is en- 
shrined. Then they will have 
to face a dozen deputations of 
dusky delegates from the De- 
pendency, demanding diverse 
decisions on the “ dyarchy” 
and other details. And all 


the time they must bear in 


mind the not altogether con- 
sistent counsels of perfection 
addressed to them by Lord 
Curzon. How they are at 
the same time to endow In- 
dia with representative insti- 
tutions and yet leave the au- 


impaired, to render Indian administra- 






, 


eS 


THE JUSTICE 


OF THE 
Mr. Lloyd George (coming on again after changing his dress). ‘‘ Tun 


PEACE, 


LAST ACT GAVE ME ‘REPUTATION EVEN IN THE CANNON’S MOUTH,’ 
Hope THIS NEXT ONE WON'T TURN IT INTO A BUBBLE.”’ 


ro- 
tection given to the voteless millions 


And, as if 





———=. ; 


EMBARRASSING POSITION OF SIR GULLIVER GEDDES. 


thority of the Central Government un- | that were not enough, they are further 

| enjoined by Lord Satissury to combine 
Monday, June 30th.—Forty-one years tion less “ rigid and frigid” and yet do|“ simplicity” with “caution,” and to 
bringing nothing to quench the spirit of the | remember that “ government by inéel/t- 


‘ own supporters during the 


gentsia ’ is the worst govern- 
ment of all. 

Tuesday, July 1st.—Mr. 
CHURCHILL announced that 
the Army Council had refused 
Sir Horace Sarru-Dorrizn 
permission to reply to the 
strictures passed upon him in 
Lord Frencn’s book, When 
Mr. Homes raised the matter 
on the adjournment, Mr. 
CHURCHILL amplified his pre- 
vious statement by pointing 
out that as Governor of Gib- 
raltar General Surrn-Dor- 
RIEN Was a serving soldier 
and therefore subject to the 
ordinary regulations, where- 
as Lord French was “an 
unemployed field-marshal " 
and could act as he pleased. | 
The Viceroy of IneLanp will | 
no doubt be pleased to learn 
that in the present condition 
of that country he has “no 
work to do,” and may be 
expected to apply forthwith 
for the donation now attach- 
ing to that blissful state. 

r. Bonar Law gave notice 
that Saturday, July 19th, had 
been set apart for the National | 
Peace - celebration, and ex- | 
spaany the hope that it would | 

e one of general rejoicing in | 
all parts of the country. He | 
did not think, however, that | 
to adopt Mr. Dowaxp’s sug- 





intoxicating liquor would assist the 

fulfilment of his hope. 
The Report stage of the Ways and 

Communications Bill was expected to 


furnish a battle-royal over the | 
control of docks and roads. 
To the disappointment of the | 
spectators, however, it turned | 
out that the fight had been | 
“squared,” Sir GuLuiver | 
Geppes having found his Lil- 
liputian opponents unexpect- 
edly numerous. The Labour 


Members indignantly de- | 
manded their money back. | 


Had they not repeatedly saved 
the Government against their 


Committee-stage, and were 
they to be sold likethis? Sir 
GULLIVER assured them that 
he had given away nothing 
that be had ever intended to 
keep. The new clauses were, 
however, carried by immense 
majorities. In the opinion of 
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most Members of the House just now 
Nationalization is not a blessed word 
in spite of its recent Sankeyfication. 
ednesday, July Ind.—There are 
limits, after all, to the Lorp Cxan- 
ceLtor’s omniscience. In friendly 
criticism of the Bill by which the 
Chureh of England iene wer to 
reform herself without ue inter- 
ference from Parliament, he observed 
that “never was older wine put into a 
newer bottle.” His old friend Simon 
(the Cellarer, not the K.C.) could have 
told him that there is nothing objection- 


able in this practice; on the contrary, 
in the case of a rare vintage, it may be 
| the only way of prese 


its spirit 
from the ravages of time. at least 
the Peers seem to have thought, for by 
a handsome majority they voted for 
the fresh bottle. 

The vociferous cheers with which the 
House greeted its Leaper’s announce- 
ment that the Government had decided 
to abolish the Liquor Control Board 
gave place to groans when he imme- 


| diately added that its functions would 
be transferred to a new Commission. 
| Even the prospect of unlimited “ Goy- 
'ernment ale” at twopence a pint did 
| not comfort Mr. Borromiey, whose 





motto, in the matter of beer at any 
rate, seems to be quality not quantity. 

Encouraged by the successful issue 
of their skirmish with the Government 
over roads and docks the critics of the 
Transport Bill sought to consolidate 
their position by extracting a definite 
promise that the measure should not 
be used for the nationalization of rail- 
ways. Mr. Brace, for the Labour 
Party, considered nationalization in- 
evitable, but ho the Government 
would not commit themselves at that 
moment one way or another. The 
Home Secretary was only too glad 
to follow this advice, seeing that, as 
Sir Eric Geppes subsequently averred, 
neither the Government nor any indi- 
vidual Member of it has yet come to 
a definite conclusion on the subject. In 
some forms of locomotion our rulers 
may be behind the times, but they are 
ye at drifting. 

Thursday, July 3rd.—The “ House 
Full” boards might have been put out- 
side the Theatre Royal, Westminster, at 
an early hour this afternoon, for floor 
and galleries were filled to overflowing, 
and the Peers were so closely packed 
that the Prince or Waxes had a diffi- 
cult —- to his hereditary seat over 
the Clock. 

During Question-time Members were 
more inclined to talk than to listen. 
But they heard Bel oo ge that 
in our preoccupation with the Great 
War the heroes of our Little Wars of 
the past have not been forgotten, and 


that all disablement pensions are to be 
brought up to the present standard. 

Any expedient for turning swords into 

loughshares will be welcomed by the 
Minist of Munitions. Mr. Kettaway 
was delighted with the suggestion that 
he might trade off his smoke-bombs to 
fruit-growers for the purpose of ward- 
ing off spring-frosts, and would much 
like to hear of a commercial use for his 
mustard-gas shells, now alleged to be 
making life a burden in certain muni- 
tion districts. 

The War and its results form a 
theme too big for any man to cover 
adequately in an hour and a half; and 
the Prive Mrisrer need not perhaps 





GOVERNMENT ALE, 


Otiver POTrroMLEY “asKS FOR MORE” 
QUALITY. 

have devoted quite so much time to 
arguing that Germany had not been too 
harshly treated. It was at least sig- 
nificant that the loudest cheers were 
evoked by the announcement that the 
EX-Kaiser was to be tried—and tried 
in London. But the speech met with 
the cautious approval of Mr. ADAMSON 
and drew from Sir Epwarp Carson an 
unexpected pean on the League of 
Nations, for which he had hitherto suc- 
cessfully dissembled his love. 

Friday, July 4th.—This being Inde- 
pendence Day the House of Commons 
seized the occasion to defeat the 
Government by passing the Women’s 
Emancipation Bill. Thus Nemesis, 
clad in petticoats, has overtaken the 
Prime Minister with a speed that only 
Mile. LenaiEn could emulate. ‘ 





The Solution. 
“ Where is all the whisky ?”—Daily Mirror. 
“Sir Arthur had his photograph taken at 





Crewe recently showing himself surrounded 
by spirits."—Daily Mail. 





BARGAINS. B 
I ser out yesterday vibrant with} ~ 
happiness, full of a new palpitating 


oy. 

+ 28 being pulsated with the pure 
ecstasy of being alive. Lots of other 
women feel like that when they're 
going tothe sales: And this year there 
is a hint of genuine reductions in the 
sale-time atmosphere. 

So with a heart, as I have said, full 
of lightness and a pursefull of Brad- 
burys I turned my face to the West. 
I went into one of the big Stores and 
approached an assistant. 

“Have you got any bargains in cos- 
tumes, or am I too late?” I inquired 


eagerly. 

“ said “ Am I too late?” because as 
a rule, if you arrive five minutes after 
the doors have opened on the very first | — 
day of the sale, some invisible throng 
of super-shoppers seems to have been 
ahead of you, swept up all the deleet- 
able bargains you read about in the 
advertisements, and vanished while the 
shopwalker is telling you to take the 
third turning on your left, eight shops 
through. 

But on this oceasion I was in time. 
«Yes, Madam,” murmured the assistant, 
“we still have a large number of greatly 
reduced costumes.” 

My soul rejoiced. The world seemed 
a pleasant place; the mountains skipped 
like rams and the little hills like young 
sheep. ‘ 

“It’s just a shopping suit I want,” 
I explained; “something quite plain 
and simple.” 

“Certainly, Madam. 
on this coat?” : 

I was about to plunge my arm into 
the sleeve when I was seized with 
a paralysing numbness. I drew back 
shuddering and pointed to the ticket 
hanging from a buttonhole. : 

“ What figure is that?” I asked in 
a hollow voice. 

“Eighteen and a 
Madam.” 

“But I want something cheap,” I 
said, “something that is reduced—a 
bargain, you know.” 

“This is reduced, Madam. 
formerly twenty-two guineas.” ; 

It was dreadful to feel the girl’s quiet | — 
scorn of me as she said that. Not, | 
mind you, that she was impertinent; | — 
there was nothing in her actual words | ~ 
that would justify a complaint to the | 
management. But, oh, how her un- 
spoken thoughts lashed me! 

“This is the kind of thing we have 
to cope with in sale-time,” she seem 
to say, “a rabble that knows nothing 
of the elegant world of our regular 
customers ;” and she sighed. 


Will you try, 


half guineas, 


It was 
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My heart was throbbing, my| — 
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THE FRONT OF THE PAVILION aT LORD'S DURING 
THE PROGRESS OF A MATCH. 














“ Will you try it on, Madam ?” she 
asked aloud. 

I was about torefuse when it occurred 
to me that I should like to see how 
[ looked in a plain costume that cost 
nearly twenty pounds. What grace, 
what distinction such a garment must 
give to its wearer. I put it on. 

There was an odd silence and then 
the assistant broke out with the usual 
exultant expressions relative to per- 
fection in style, cu. and fit, and winding 
up with the solemn assurance, “ It was 
built for you, Madam.” But I felt that 
her pwan of praise was only half- 
hearted; for it was the bitter truth 
that the costume did not give me an air 
of distinction, after all. It even sagged 
a little at the shoulders and dipped a 
trifle at the back. Of course my figure 
was to blame. The eyes of the assist- 
ant told me that. It was I, not the 
costume, that was wrongly built. 

“T’msorry,” I said humbly; “I don't 
feel I could pay all that.” 

* We have nothing cheaper, Madam.” 
In silence she handed me the shoddy 
garment in which I had entered the 
shop and which I had thought very 
“nes when I paid ten pounds for it. 

t is an awful moment being helped 
into your things again by an assistant 
who knows you don’t intend to make 
a purchase ; chasms yawn between yon. 
Only the thin veneer of civilisation— 














THE SAME, AS IT SHOULD BE IF ONLY WE TOOK OUR 
GAMES SERIOUSLY IN THIS COUNTRY. 








thinner than ever at sale-time—pre- 
vents an open rupture. 

I turned to go. And then a sudden 
impulse prompted me to lower my 
voice and say with disarming frank- 
ness, ‘“ But, I say, you know, don’t you 
think it’s an awful price to ask for 
a costume ?”’ 

For a moment she wavered. And 
then a look that was almost human 
came into her face as she whispered, 
“It’s terrible, Madam.” 





“‘ Miss ———- was the other soloist, and played 
most beautifully. She is a most sympathetic 
interpreter in trios and quartettes, and throws 
her whole sole into the work.”—Local Paper. 


So that’s how the conductor got his 
black eye. 


“A Berlin message announces that the 
famous General, von Falkenwayn, has been 
placed on the half-pay list at his own request. 

At one time von Valkenhayn was the out- 
standing figure of the war on the German 
side ... In Palestine, after his retreat, one 
weary officer in the pursuing British Army 
had the felicity of ‘sleeping in Falkenhoyn's 
bed.’ 

‘If Germany goes down it will be honourably 

and fighting to the last ditch and the last 
man,” was one of Felkenhayn's unfulfilled 
boasts.”— Daily Paper. 
It is believed that the retiring com- 
mander has come to the conclusion that 
further evasion is useless and has de- 
cided to revert to his original name of 
PALKENHAYN. 





EUTHANASIA. 

(“Victory Bonds issued at £85 rank as £100 

for death duties.”) 

(“Il faut vivre.” “Je ne vois pas la 
nécessité.’’) 

“ We're ruined though we won the War, 
For prices rise and rise,” 

Says Labour. But the CuanceLtor 
Rejoins with mild surprise: 

“ What though the price of food and 

coals 

Is ludicrously high ? 

Just save your unemployment doles 
And buy a Bond—and die.” 


“ We're ruined,” say the Newly-Rich 
In petulant py we 

“ The taxes are a burden which 
We really cannot bear.” 

“ Why blame the poor old Cabinet?” 
Says Austen. “If you try 

You ‘ll do the British Public yet; 
Just buy my Bonds—and die.” 


Then let us praise the Government, 
Which saves us from our ills ; 

Shall life in anxious care be spent ? 
Let's go and make our wills ; 

No prudent citizen desponds ; 
To life he need not cling ; 

O Grave, you 're beat by Vietory Bonds; 
O Death, you 've lost your sting. 





The Spread of Cannibalism, 
“ Large Hote] Cooking Range, in good order. 
Cook 150-200 people.”—Daily Paper, 
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THEN AND NOW. 


Tux time was July, 1914. The scene 
was the great hall of Curfew Place, the 
stately but rather dilapidated mansion 
of the ancient race of Mouldy-le-Mall- 
alieu. The persons were the widowed 
Baroness Curfew and her younger son, 
Raymond Raoul Rondebert Mouldy-le- 
Mallaliew. “Oh,Curfew,Curfew,” cried 
the old lady, apostrophising her absent 


| elder son as she looked round the lofty 





| by that frightful composition, 


hall, “to think that you, the degenerate 
head of the ancient race of Mouldy-le- 


the man Blogg, or that that glorious 
dint should be touched by fingers pol- 
luted with Blogg’s Blacking. So the 
breast-plate and back-plate go with us 
to our London home.” 

“ Right-o,” said Raymond. 


bd ; “4 * * 
One evening in the Spring of 1919, 
the widowed Baroness Curfew and her 
ounger son, Raymond Raoul Ronde- 
bert Mouldy-le-Mallalieu, were again 
téte-d-téte, this time in the drawing- 
room of their London home, a flat at 








Kensington. 


fifth baron, and obliterated the nose 
of Rondebert, twelfth baron. Curfew 
must have him punished severely, if 
it’s true.” 

Her eye fell on a certain large ylass- 
fronted cabinet and she started, 
“Empty!” she eried. “ Where are the 
breast-plate and back-plate of Guy 
Godfrey Gollibert, the Crusader ? 
Wretched boy! Have you been robbed 
of them ?”’ 

“No, mother; I—I ” 

She seized his arm convulsively, 
“Speak! Have you sold them to a col- 








Mallalieu, should have let Cur- 
few Place to that fearful man, 
Blogg, who made his money 


Blogg’s Blacking!" 

“JT don’t altogether blame 
Curfew,” said Raymond Raoul 
Rondebert, as he leaned limply 
against the wall near an an- 
cient suit of armour; “he's in| / 
a rotten state of debt, and so yy 
am I, When have we got to 
clear out, mother?" 

The Baroness wrung her 
hands. “ Within a week. Oh, 
woe is me! To think that 
toundelay, thirtieth Baron 
Curfew, should do such a 
thing! He, directly descended 
from Guy Godfrey Gollibert 
Mouldy - le- Mallalieu, near 
whose armour you lean so 
liinply—the armour he wore at 
the siege of Acre, when, sur- 
rounded by a hundred thou- 
sand fierce infidels, all striking 
at him with—with—whatever 
the weapons were that the crea- 
tures used—he held his own 
against them and received only 
that one little dint on his 
breast-plate! You yawn, my 
son. Ah, Raymond, you mean 
well, but you also are degen- 
erate. To think that you, de- 
scended from that doughty 
Crusader, should have a heart- 
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BUT ARE YOU THE 


JOCKEY WHO's 
“Yrs, Mum.” 
“WELL, MY NEPHEW HAS PERSUADED ME TO PUT A SHILLING 


BOTH WAYS. Now YOU'LL PROMISE NOT TO 


DOWN, WON'T you?” 


lector to pay your miserable 
debts? Degenerate scion of an 
ancient race!” 

“ Don’t worry, mother,” said 
Raymond. “They're on the 
table just behind you.” 

“ Why are they out of their 
case?” she asked, and then, 
approaching the table, gave a 
loud scream. ‘ What means 
this? Dints and scars all over 
the breast-plateand back plate! 
The original glorious dint is al- 
most lost among these dreadful 
injuries.” 

‘Mother, as you know, I’m 
Deputy -Assistant - Under-Sec- 
retary at the ‘No-Use-Coming- 
Here Office’ in Whitehall. I 
go there and back by Tube 
every day—each time at the 
rush-hour.” 

“Myson! myson! Doyou 
really venture into those fright- 
ful scenes I have heard of?” 

“Mother, 1 do; and to pre- 
serve myself for the country 
that needs me I wear under my 
coat the breast-plate and back- 
plate of Guy the Crusader.” 

“My heroic son!" and she 
threw her arms round him. 
“ What were the dangers your 
ancestor faced at Acre com- 
pared with those you face twice 
a day! What is the one little 


RIDING 


LET ME 








weakness that forbids a military career 
aud a brain-weakness that fits you only 
for diplomacy !”” 

* Buek up, mother, and try to bring 
yourself “p to date,” yawned Raymond, 
“From kidhood I've been fed up with 
Guy Godfrey Gollibert, the Crusader, 
and the hundred thousand infidels and 
the small dint on the breast-plate which 
was all the damage they could do him, 
and I think he’s a stuffy old bore. 
What are you goin’ to take away with 
you? 

“Curfew allows me to take some 
furniture, some articles of vertu, and 


the breast-plate and back- of G 
the CG . I could sar tase that 
they should be profaned by the gaze of 


“ How did you leave them all at Old- 
gore Park?” asked Raymond, as he 
lounged limply by the fire, for his 
mother had but just returned from a 
visit of some months to her brother-in- 
law and sister, Lord and Lady Oldgore. 

“ Pretty well,” replied the Baroness, 
warming her arched insteps; “ they ‘ve 
been a good deal inconvenienced by the 
War, of course, and expect to be still 
more inconvenienced by the Peace. I 
heard dreadful things about Curfew 
Place, Raymond. The Oldgores say 
the man Blogg has been in the habit of 
turning his six boys into the picture- 
gallery to play, and they've shot with 
catapults at the family portraits and 














have destroyed one eye of Roundelay, 


dint in the breast-plate, which 
was all the damage a hundred thousand 
fierce infidels could inflict on the Crusa- 
der, compared with the fearful battering 
that both plates—breast and back—have 
suffered while worn by you! Worthy 
descendant of Guy Godfrey Gollibert 
Mouldy-le-Mallalieu, the famous Knight 
Templar, forgive me for having called 
you degenerate!” 
“ Right-o, mother,” said Raymond. 





Ambidexterity. 


“Runs came slowly, and at 25 the bowlers 
changed hands.”—~Hull Times. 
tL 





More Profiteering. 


“White buckskin tennis shoes, size 64, mis- é 


fit, £25. Deposit." —The Lady. 
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Problem remains unsolved. 


| gentlemen friends in the drawing-rogm 
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Instructor. “Now IS SALUTIN’ YOU BRING THE "AND UP SMARTLY IN A CIRCI LAR MOTION TILL THE FINGER-TIPS ARE JUST OVER 
THE RIGHT EYE. YOU'LL FIND THAT YER FINGERS ARE OF DIFFERENT LENGTHS 80 AS TO FIT UNDER THE PEAK OF THE CAP.” 














sais on-eeniinl cies iin | My ine eurions eonvietlen is that 


|} service on the domestic front must be 
Waat is crudely called the Servant | brightened by the introduction of that 
1 Chloe and | sporting and competitive spirit which 
I did our own washing-up again to-day, | in most other departments of life serves 
or rather she did it and I encouraged | to encourage esprit de corps. 
her by my conversation. | To begin with, cooking competitions 
| 
| 





None of the devices suggested in the | for valuable prizes should be inaugurated 
Press seem to give domestic service the | all over the country. In every district 
glamour necessary to make it attractive| Gastronomic Boards or Committees 
to the maidenhood of our village. should be constituted to judge, and the 

Even the permission to wear mufti,| winner of the local contest would re- 
to dismiss daily at 2 p.m., to entertain | present her district in the county or even 

the national championship, In this 
twice a week, to use our gramophone | way the names of prominent kitchen 
and our Christian names, has so far] artists would become household words, 
failed to lure any young lady to our|healthy rivalry would be fostered and 
assistance. | public interest enlisted. 

Chloe thinks that perhaps the very People of taste would feel it in- 
word “kitchen” is offensive to deli-|cumbent upon them to know something 
cate ears, and intends in future, when | of the characteristic work of the local 
referring to this department in the|champion. The most brilliant culinary 
presence of Ladies of the Household would very likely become 
or whatever they elect to be called —to | cuisiniéres errantes, and go on tour 
speak of it as the “orderly room” or | about the country. Dining out would 
“your studio.” acquire a new interest if every guest 

She is willing to address her aides-de-| was aware that in the preparation of 
chambre in any way they choose—Miss | the dishes some well-known specialist 
Jones or Jonesy, if simple Gladys or | might have been concerned, whose style 
Gwendoline is barred. (My suggestion! people of culture were expected to 
of “ Your washup” she treated as levity | recqgnise ; if one was supposed to spot, 
of the first water.) say, a Mrs. Martha Brown amongst the 





| Stars 








sweets as quickly as a Corot amongst 
the pictures. 

Other branches of domestic work 
offer even finer opportunities for the 
introduction of the sporting spirit. 

Bed-making, for instance, regarded 
as an indoor game, would become 
much more popular than it is. One 
can easily imagine public enthusiasm 
being aroused and maintained for this 
branch of household athletics by articles 
in the Press discussing the system of 
training, the moral ae chanees of the 
various entrants for some big compe- 
tition. Sehools of bed-making — the 
Greco-Roman, the Catch-as-catch- 
can—would develop each with its en- 
thusiasts. Doubtless some Queens- 
BERRY would arise to formulate rules 
for the sport, some LonxspALe to endow 
an embossed silver teapot for the 
Heavy-weight Mattress Tossing Cham- 
pionship of England, 

The personal appearance, hobbies 
and styles of the favourites for such 
contests as the Championship of the 
League of Bed-makers would become 
familiar to the public through the 
medium of the movies, which amongst 
topical items would show Miss Daffodil 
Smithson practising holster-throwing 
or quilt-squaring with her trainer. 
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Every girl in the country, thrilled 
by the example of her illustrious sisters, 
would emulate their achievements, and 
thus not only would the pace and 
methods of domestic work Ms gevsent| 
improved, but its et ag y ensur 
as a another ladder towards the 
pedestal of public idolatry. 





SWELLED HEAD. 


“ Wuar we want in this country,” 
_said the man with the red tie, “is 
| equality of opportunity. sg ain't la 
lord anda duke? Of course I wouldn't 
| be one, not if I had the chawnce; lot 
| o' blinkin’ parasites, that’s what they 

are; but I ain’t never ’ad the chawnce, 

‘ave 1? No, nor you ‘aven’t ‘ad the 

chawnee neither. Why, any one of us 
in this ‘ere compawtment might ‘ave 
the natural capacity to be the best 
| Prime Minister England ever ‘ad, but 
_ what chawnce ‘ave we ‘ad to prove it ? 

Noneatall, Because,” he ended loudly, 
| “we ain’t got equality of opportunity.” 

The old man in the corner woke up, 

yawned noisily, rubbed his eyes and 

broke into the conversation. 

“I got the biggest ‘ead in the City o’ 

London,” he said surprisingly. 

We stared at him. 

, “Yus,l’ave,” he insisted truculently, 
| though nobody had disputed his re- 
| markable claim. ‘“ There ain’t a ‘at in 
| the ‘ole o’ London big enough for me 
—not a ‘ard felt ‘at, like yours.” He 
darted a skinny finger suddenly at the 
| man opposite. 

Taken aback for a moment, the 
| wearer of the “’ard felt ‘at’ got a grip 
| on himself, 

“ Yus, there is,” he said. 

“T tell yer there ain’t—not a ‘ard 
| felt "at—not in the ‘ole o’ London.” 

“ And I say there is,” was the con- 
fident retort. 

The old man was annoyed. “There 
ain't, I tell yer,” he repeated; “I've 
| bin everywhere to try to get a ‘ard ‘at. 
| ‘Ow should you know anything abaht 
/it? Your ‘ead ain't no more than a 

pimple alongside mine. I tell yer there 
ain't a’at—— Well, then, you tell me 
where I can get a ‘at big enough.” 

“Well,” said the other, “I know 
where there's one, at any rate. Out- 
side old Jimson’s shop—the one 'e ‘as 
for a sign. That's big enough, ain't 
it? Abaht four foot ‘igh.” 

Plainly, in the old man’s view, this 
was trifling with a serious subject. 

“ We don't want no jokin’ abaht it,” 
he said. “I'm givin’ yer fax, I am. 
There ain't a ‘ard ‘at big enough for 
we in London—not for sale,” he added 
hastily. “Why, I once went into a 
shop with a friend ‘oo wanted a ‘at, 
and after the shopman ‘ad served ’im 











’e turned to me an’ ’e says, ‘ Don’t you 
want a hat?’ ’e says. I says, ‘ Yus, 
if you've got one big enough.’ "E 
laughed, thinking I was jokin’, no 
doubt. ‘Big enough!’ ’e says; ‘oh, 
we ‘ve got one big enough.’ : 

«“«All right,’ 1 says. ‘Trot it aht; 
but I'll bet five bob you ain’t got one.’ 

« Well, ’e took the bet very confident. 
’R tried on a dozen, I should think. 
At last ’e give it up. “E looked at me 
very respectful like, an’ then ’e says, 
‘Would you mind my tryin’ the ma- 
chine on your ‘ead?’ 

“Tt was a machine something like a 
typewriter, what fitted rahnd yer ‘ead. 
’E put it on an’ fiddled abaht with it 
an’ took it off an’ looked at it. 

“* Well,’ ’e says— well!’ 

“Then 'e showed me a bit o’ paper 
with the shape o’ my ‘ead marked on 
it. I never see anything like it myself 
—not unless it was a map of Ireland. 

“+ There,’ ’e says, ‘it ain’t your fault, 
I suppose, but that’s the shape o’ your 
‘ead, life-size. You've won the bet. 
The only thing I’ve got in the shop to 
fit you,’ ’e says, ‘is a ‘at-box.’ 

*“'E seemed a bit cross, but ’e cheered 
up when I said I wouldn’t take ‘is 
money. Sothere you are. There ain't 
a ’ard felt ‘at in the City o’ London 
what ‘ll fif me.” 

He leaned back and surveyed his 
audience complacently. 

“Warn’t it Giapstone?”’ asked 
someone, “ what ‘ad such a big ead?” 

“That’s it!” cried the old man ex- 
citedly. “ My ‘ead’s the same size as 
old GLADSTONE’s was—the same size 
exactly.” 

“Well, that’s a case in pint,” said 
the man with the red tie. “ Equality 
of opportunity—that's what we want. 
If your fawther ‘ad ‘ad the money to 
send you to college like GLapsTonr’s 
fawther sent ‘im you might ‘a’ bin 
Prime Minister of England.” 

“TI think it's very likely,” said the| 
old man. “ Any’ow, I got the’ead for it.” 








Lord Leverhulme’s Oversight. 
{The Liverpool Daily Post announces the 

association of a Newcastle company with 

the “fish canning enterprises of Lord Lever- 

hulne.”} 

Wuen his rank to a Barony earned an 
advance 

Lord LeverHuLMe missed a superlative 
chance ; 

For it's clear from his prowess in 
company planning 

That he ought to have chosen the style 
of “ Lord Canning.” 


Commercial Candour. 


“Rubber Gloves for protecting the hands 
while they last, V7} pee.” 8 nds, 





“ The Sun,” Sydney, Australia. 


STILL ANOTHER PERPLENXITY, 


Last week Mr, Punch permitted me 
to inquire how false stories come to be 
invented and put into circulation. This 
week I have a further problem to pro- 
pound—a mere trifle, but one to which 
I should dearly like a reply: What is 
Truth? No more than that. 

The subject bas been worrying me 
ever since my partner at dinner madea 
certain remark. ‘How can you,” she 
said, “take all that salt? Don't you 
know that salt promotes gout ?”’ 

I was never so astonished in my life. 
I have always taken plenty of salt, 
principally because I find things insipid 
without it, but a little also in the belief 
that it is a healthy accessory. And 
this is the first breath of slander to 
impair its fair fame. That I am inclined 
to be gouty, I knew, but of all the 
contributory causes salt would be the 
last to occur to me. Quite the last. 
Indeed I am not sure that my addiction 
to salt is not in part due to a sub-con- 
scious, unthinking belief that it is a cor- 
rective to gout. As dogs instinctively 
nibble grass when in need of medicine, 
so had I probably taken refuge in salt. 

And now I was to hear this, lightly 
dropped in between talk of books and 
ballets, but far from lightly received. 

For it is part of my character to be- 
lieve rather than to suspect. Strange 
though it may sound, even after half a 
century's experience of this sinful world, 
my first tendency ié to accept state- 
ments at their face value, and only later 
—or not at all—to set them under the 
microscope. On this occasion, however, 
I put the case, hitting me so nearly as 
it did, to the company at large. 

“Is salt bad for one?” ‘ Does salt 
conduce to gout?” “Is one better 
without salt at all ?””—such momentous 
questions as these were passed about the 
table, to the complete rout of Massing 
and Lopoxova, but with no reassuring 
result to me, for every one differed even 
as this morning’s racing experts of the 
newspapers differ as to this afternoon's 
winners. 

Since then I have asked several 
medical men, and these also make con- 
tradictory replies. And now half my 
pleasure in food has gone, because, if I 
take salt with it, 1 am afraid I am doing 
myself a mischief, and if I abstain from 
salt there is a want of flavour. See 
what harm a dinner-partner can do! 

Meanwhile I return to the greater 
problem, What is Truth ? 





“ Pensioners are notoriously long-lived. The 
last survivor of the American Civil War died 
in 1869 at the age of 109. He fought as a lad 
of sixteen.”— Weekly Paper. 


He seems to have aged very rapidly. 
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First A.B. (on sloop just arrived), “OLD DEPOT SHIP'S STII ERE, THEN. BEEN "ERE A LONG TIME, ‘AIN'T stk?” 
Second ditto. ““Ye¥ARS AND YEARS, THEY SAY AS ‘OW SHE'S ‘ARD AGROUND ON THE BOTTLES AND BULLY TINS WHAT THEY ‘VE 
"FAVED OVERBOARD.” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 
(By Mr. Punch’s Siaj of Learned Clerks.) 
Arart from its criticisms of certain individuals, Lord | statements and the ultimate verdict of history, the indiscre- 
Frencu’s 1914 (ConsTaBLk) is not very conspicuous for its | tion (to use a polite word) of his attack upon those whose 
revelations on such debated matters as, for instance, the | lips are sealed is not likely to help either the writer or the 
change in von Kiuck’s plans. We get more detail about | Empire in whose service he still holds an honourable place. 
those of Lord Frencn’s own schemes which were thwarted 
either from home or by the French Government. But Admirers of “ Saprrr’s” short stories may have wondered 
perhaps the chief interest of the volume lies in its revela-| what sort of a job he would make of a novel, and in Mujti 
tions of the author's personality. His courage and fore-| (Hopper anv SrovueHTon) they have it, prologue, epilogue, 
sight in resisting the temptation to seek refuge for his tired | all complete. Sternly he keeps himself to the main path, 
troops in the walls of Maubeuge, and so avoiding the trap|the digressions which were such conspicuous features of 
| his former work being negligible here; but the symptoms 


| ditionary Force, but its untimeliness is, I think, beyond 


laid for him by the enemy, shows him at his best and strong- 


_est. Elsewhere we often find him too much given to alter-|of bitterness which he has lately developed are still to be 


nation between sanguine hopes and unwarrantable fears. jfound. It is rather easy sport to hold a plebeian knight up 
And whatever he may have thought at the time, and what-/|to ridicule by making him an almost impossible vulgarian 
ever stimulus was needed to strengthen our thin line at|‘‘Saprprr” has better work to do. The light he throws 
Ypres, he shows a strange lack of faith in the nation’s | upon life as certain classes lived it during the War is a true 


| courage and resource when he asserts to-day that the break-| and useful light. The theme of his love-story, tragic in its 





ing of that line and the consequent loss of the Channel| essentials but relieved by comedy and humour, is an ancient 
ports would have ended the existence of the British Empire. | one, dealing with the question whether a girl should marry 
Of the final chapter, in which he attacks the Government | the man whom she loves or one whose wealth would save 
of the day for their neglect to supply him with adequate | her family from disaster; but it is made fresh by its war-time 


question ; and, whatever the relation may be between bis | 


ammunition, we have not heard the last. It is noticeable, | setting, and no one recognises the changes that war has | 


by the way, as significant of Lord Frencn’s loyalty to his| brought about in the old order of things more clearly than 
friends (the volume abounds in generous appreciations), that | Sapper,” or writes about them with greater force. I need 
while he protests against the diversion of material to the| hardly add that the dialogue of this story is excellent, 
Dardanelles he has no word to say against the original | and 1 am convinced that Mr. Cyrm McNeive has the way 


promoter of that campaign... Nothing in this book can|clear before him if he can only keep himself out of the | 


lessen the debt of gratitude we owe to Lord Frencn for the rut of cynicism. 
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Every girl in the country, thrilled 
by the example of her illustrious sisters, 
would emulate their achievements, and 
thus not only would the pace an 
methods of domestic work be infinitely 
improved, but its ty ensured 
as yet another er towards the 
pedestal of public idolatry. 





SWELLED HEAD. 


“Wuat we want in this country,” 
said the man with the red tie, “is 
equality of opportunity. Why ain’t I a 
lord anda duke? Of course I wouldn't 
be one, not if I had the chawnce; lot 


_o' blinkin’ parasites, that’s what they 


are; but I ain’t never ’ad the chawnce, 
‘ave 1? No, nor you ‘aven’t ‘ad the 
chawnce neither. hy, any one of us 


in this ‘ere compawtment might ‘ave 
the natural capacity to be the best 


Prime Minister England ever ‘ad, but 
what chawnce ‘ave we ‘ad to prove it? 


| Noneatall. Because,” he ended loudly, 


“we ain’t got equality of opportunity.” 

The old man in the corner woke up, 
yawned noisily, rubbed his eyes and 
broke into the conversation. 

“I got the biggest ’ead in the City o’ 
London,” he said surprisingly. 

We stared at him. 

“ Yus, Lave,” he insisted truculently, 


| though nobody had disputed his re- 


markable claim, ‘ There ain’t a ‘at in 
the ‘ole o’ London big enough for me 
—not a ‘ard felt ’at, like yours.” He 
darted a skinny finger suddenly at the 
man opposite. 
Taken aback for 


a moment, the 


| wearer of the “’ard felt ‘at’ got a grip 











on himself. 

“ Yus, there is,” he said. 

“T tell yer there ain’t—not a ‘ard 
felt "at—not in the ‘ole o’ London.” 

“And I say there is,”” was the con- 
fident retort. 

The old man was annoyed. “There 
ain't, I tell yer,” he repeated; “I’ve 
bin everywhere to try to get a ‘ard ‘at. 
‘Ow should you know anything abaht 
it? Your ‘ead ain't no more than a 
pimple alongside mine. I tell yer there 
ain’t a 'at——— Well, then, you tell me 
where I can get a ‘at big enough.” 

“Well,” said the other, “I know 
where there's one, at any rate. Out- 
side old Jimson’s shop—the one 'e ’as 
for a sign. That's big enough, ain't 
it? Abaht four foot 'igh.” 

Plainly, in the old man’s view, this 
was trifling with a serious subject. 

“* We don’t want no jokin’ abaht it,” 
he said. “I'm givin’ yer fax, I am. 
There ain't a ‘ard ‘at big enough for 
me in London—not for sale,” he added 
hastily. “Why, I once went into a 
shop with a friend ‘oo wanted a ‘at, 
and after the shopman ‘ad served ‘im 





‘e turned to me an’ ’e says, ‘ Don’t you 
want a hat?’ ‘e says. I says, ‘ Yus, 
if you’ve got one big enough.’ "E 


d|laughed, thiiking I was jokin’, no 


doubt. ‘Big enough!’ ’e says; ‘oh, 
we've got one big enough.’ 

“*All right,’ I says. ‘Trot it abt; 
but I'll bet five bob you ain’t got one.’ 

“ Well, ’e took the bet very confident. 
’B tried on a dozen, I should think. 
At last ’e give it up. “E looked at me 
very respectful like, an’ then ’e says, 
‘Would you mind my tryin’ the ma- 
chine on your ‘ead?’ 

“It was a machine something like a 
typewriter, what fitted rahnd yer ‘ead. 
", put it on an’ fiddled abaht with it 
an’ took it off an’ looked at it. 

“* Well,’ ’e says— well!’ 

“Then 'e showed me a bit o’ paper 
with the shape o’ my ‘ead marked on 
it. I never see anything like it myself 
—not unless it was a map of Ireland. 

“«There,’ ’e says, ‘it ain’t your fault, 
I suppose, but that’s the shape o’ your 
‘ead, life-size. You've won the bet. 
The only thing I've got in the shop to 
fit you,’ ’e says, ‘is a ‘at-box.’ 

«’E, seemed a bit cross, but ’e cheered 
up when I said I wouldn’t take 'is 
money. Sothere you are. There ain't 
a ard felt ‘at in the City o’ London 
what'll fit me.” 

He leaned back and surveyed his 
audience complacently. 

“Warn’t it Guapstone?” asked 
someone, “ what ’ad such a big ead?” 

“That's it!’ cried the old man ex- 
citedly. “ My ‘ead’s the same size as 
old GLADSTONE’s was—the same size 
exactly.” 

“Well, that’s a case in pint,” said 
the man with the red tie. “ Equality 
of opportunity—that’s what we want. 
If your fawther ‘ad ‘ad the money to 
send you to college like GiapsTone’s 
fawther sent ‘im you might ‘a’ bin 
Prime Minister of England.” 

“T think it’s very likely,” said the 
old man. “ Any’ow, I got the’ead for it.” 





Lord Leverhulme’s Oversight. 
{The Liverpool Daily Post announces the 
association of a Newcastle company with 
the “fish canning enterprises of Lord Lever- 


hulme.”) 


Wuen his rank to a Barony earned an 
advance 

Lord LeveruuLMe missed a superlative 
chance ; 

For it’s clear from his prowess in 
company planning 

That he ought to have chosen the style 
of * Lord Canning.” 


Commercial Candour. 


“Rubber Gloves for protecting the hands, 
while they last, 1/7} pair.” 
“ The Sun,” Sydney, Australia. 





STILL ANOTHER PERPLEXITY, 


Lasr week Mr. Punch permitted me 
to inquire how false stories come to be 
invented and put into circulation. This 
week I have a further problem to pro- 
pound—a mere trifle, but one to which 
I should dearly like a reply: What is 
Truth? No more than that. 

The subject has been worrying me 
ever since my partner at dinner madea 
certain remark, ‘How can you,” she 
said, ‘take all that salt? Don’t you 
know that salt promotes gout ?”’ 

I was never so astonished in my life. 
I have always taken plenty of salt, 
principally because I find things insipid 
without it, but a little also in the belief 
that it is a healthy accessory. And 
this is the first breath of slander to 
impair its fair fame. That I am inclined 
to be gouty, I knew, but of all the 
contributory causes salt would be the 
last to oecur to me. Quite the last. 
Indeed I am not sure that my addiction 
to salt is not in part due to a sub-con- 
scious, unthinking belief that it is a cor- 
rective to gout. As dogs instinctively 
nibble grass when in need of medicine, 
so had I probably taken refuge in salt, 

And now I was to hear this, lightly 
dropped in between talk of books and 
ballets, but far from lightly received. 

For it is part of my character to be- 
lieve rather than to suspect. Strange 
though it may sound, even after half a 
century’sexperience of this sinful world, 
my first tendency i to accept state- 
ments at their face value, and only later 
—or not at all—to set them under the 
microscope. On this occasion, however, 
I put the case, hitting me so nearly as 
it did, to the company at large. 

“Is salt bad for one?” “ Does salt 
conduce to gout?” ‘Is one better 
without salt at all ?”"—such momentous 
questions as these were passed about the 
table, to the complete rout of Massing 
and Lopoxova, but with no reassuring 
result to me, for every one differed even 
as this morning’s racing experts of the 
newspapers differ as to this afternoon's 
winners. 

Since then I have asked several 
medical men, and these also make con- 
tradictory replies. And now half my 
pleasure in food has gone, because, if I 
take salt with it, 1 am afraid I am doing 
myself a mischief, and if I abstain from 
salt there is a want of flavour. See 
what harm a dinner-partner can do! 

Meanwhile I return to the greater 
problem, What is Truth ? 





‘« Pensioners are notoriously long-lived. The 
last survivor of the American Civil War died 
in 1869 at the age of 109. He fought as a lad 
of sixteen.”— Weekly Paper. 


He seems to have aged very rapidly. 
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“OLD DEPOT "Ss STILL ‘I 


THEY SAY AS 


First A.B. (on sloop just arrived), SHIP 
Second ditto. ““Y¥ARS AND YEARS. 


"FAVED OVERBOARD.” 


‘OW SHE'S 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 
(By Mr. Punch’s Staj of Learned Clerks.) | 
Arvart from its criticisms of ¢c 
Frencu’s 1914 (ConsTABLE 


rtain individuals, Lord 


is not very egg for its 


revelations on such debated matters as, for instance, the 
change in von Kuvuck’s plans. We get more detail : al yut 


those of Lord Frencn’s own schemes which were thwarted 
either from home or by the French Government. But 
perhaps the chief interest of the volume lies in its revela- 
tions of the author’s personality. His courage and fore- | 
ge for his tired |i 

troops in the walls of Maubeuge, and so avoiding the trap| 
shows him at his best and strong- 





est. Elsewhere we often find him too much given to alter- 
nation between sanguine hopes and unwarrantable fears. 
And whatever he may have thought at the time, and what- | 





ever stimulus was needed to strengthen our thin line at| 
Ypres, he shows a strange lack of faith in the nation’s 


courage and resource when he asserts to-day that the break- 


| ing of that line and the consequent loss of the Channel| 
one, dealing with the question whether a girl should marry 


ports would have ended the existence of the British Empire. | 
Of the final chapter, in which he attacks the Government 
E ’ 


| of the day for their negleet to supply him with adequate| 





| ammunition, 


we have not heard the last. It is noticeable, 
by the way, as significant of Lord Frencn’s loyalty to his 
friends (the volume abounds in generous appreciations), that 
while he protests against the diversion of material to the 
Dardanelles he has no word to say against the original 
promoter of that campaign... Nothing in this book can | 
lessen the debt of gratitude we owe to Lord Frencu for the 
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"ERE A LONG TIME, ‘AIN'T su?” 
BOTTLES AND BULLY TINS WHAT THEY VE 


BEEN 
ARD AGROUND ON THE 


RE, THEN, 


great part he played as Commander- -in-C hief of our Expe- 
ditionary Force, but its untimeliness is, I think, beyond 
question ; 
/statements and the ultimate verdict of history, the indiscre- 
'tion (to use a polite word) of his attack upon those whose 
jlips are sealed is not likely to help either the writer or the 
| Empire in whose service he still holds an honourable place. 


Admirers of “ Saprrr'’s” short stories may have wondered 

| what sort of a job he would make of a novel, and in Mufti 
(Hopper axnp Stouexton) they have it, prologue, epilogue, 

all complete. Sternly he keeps himself to the main path, 
the digressions which were such conspicuous features of 
his former work being negligible here; but the symptoms 
of bitterness which he has lately developed are still to be 
found. It is rather easy sport to hold a plebeian knight up 
to ridicule by making him an almost impossible vulgarian. 
“Sapper” has better work to do. The light he throws 
upon life as certain classes lived it during the War is a true 
and useful light. The theme of his love-story, tragic in its 
essentials but relieved by comedy and humour, is an ancient 


|the man whom she loves or one whose wealth would save 


and, whatever the relation may be between bis | 





her family from disaster; but it is made fresh by its war-time | 


setting, and no one recognises the changes that war has 
brought about i in the old “order of things more clearly than 
’ or writes about them with greater force. I need 
hardly add that the dialogue of this story is excellent, 


and I am convinced that Mr. Cyrm McNeuie has the way | 


clear before him if he can only keep himself out of the 
rut of cynicism. 





oe 


| dinary humanity, come 
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That a private soldier in the trenches should have a tunic 
button made from the brass of Aladdin's lamp, so that the 
polishing of it evoked all the magical properties of that 
vessel may well have seemed to Mr. W. A. DartinaTon a jest 
of the richest promise. But unfortunately Private Higgins 
was of too retiiing a nature to utilise the services of his 
genie for the practical purpose of capturing the Kaiser and 
his High Command, and so bringing the War to an abrupt 
conclusion. Ineonsistently enough he sets himself the far 
more dificult task, when on leave, of winning the hand of 
a Society beauty by taking a large house in her neighbour- 
hood and displaying great wealth and magnificence. But 
in the trenches his enterprise is contined to comparatively 
trivial ends, in which the supply of unlimited beer figures 
largely. ‘Che most amusing effect, however, was undesigned. 
On the first appearance of the genie Higgins, petrified with 
horror, exclaimed, “ Strike me pink!” with the result that 
his skin took on a colour which demanded immediate iso- 





liberality of writing a penny dreadful so as to make it worth | 


a pound,” Incidentally let me add that none but the youth- 
fully impatient should miss this brief but quite brilliant 
criticism by one who is himself a master of the craft with 
which it deals. As to the actual intrigue here unravelled, 
nothing shall induce me to give so much as a hint at it, lest 
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clumsy handling should supply a clue that would ruin all. | 
You must even accept my word for it that very seldom in | 


such a business have I been further from the truth or more 
startled by its disclosure. And if, as always, attainment 
was not quite equal to the rapture of pursuing, that is but 


further praise of the ingenuity that prolonged this pleasure | 


to the last possible moment. 


My Rest Cure (Grant Ricuarps) shows our premier jester 
and War-fund accelerator. yielding to the temptation, that 
besets all accomplished artists, of attempting to express 
himself in another medium. 





lation. Eventually he 
was restored by the AL: 
same medium, but Cap- 
tain Brown, R.A.M.C., 
whose treatment of the 
unprecedented malady 
had been an absolute 
failure, claimed credit 
for its cure and posed 
as the sole authority 
on what came to be 
known in the medical 
journals as “ Brown's 
cisease.”... The wone 
derful lamp idea has 
before now provided a 
moderu comedy of ap- 
proved success ; but in 
the case of The Brass 
Bottle this was partly 
due to the entertaining 
and preposterous intri- 
gue that held the whole} 7—— =e. 
adventure together.) 7 77-=— = 
Lacking this, Alf’s But- 
ton (JENKINS) does not 
quite, like those of or- 
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“Dear Sir, 


“To Professor Memo. 









I write to thank you for the marvellous benefit which 
received from your wonderful book on the Training of the Memory, 
truly remarkable volume at odd moments with tremendous success. 


Wea 
tip G3 
Chg vr 


Mr. George Rosey 
that I took up 
book with the strong- 
est sense of pleasurable 
anticipation—always, | 
suppose, ® hazardous 
attitude. In the end I 
found myself saying, 
“ But this will not quite 
do.” Rather machine- 
made (is it not?) this 
account of acomedian's 
holiday at Little Slo 
cum—the Mayor's wel- 
come, the village idiot, 
the lumpy mattress, the 
country-side noises in 
the small hours, the 
punt accident, the es- 
cape. 
that the converse of 
what the wag said of Sir 
Herpert Trer's Ham- 
let would not apply. 
And yet quite a good 
deal of it, if it could 
have had the assistance 







_ 





| have 
I study this 





‘ Yours faithfally, H. Treron.” 





off. But the author has a pleasant sense of quiet humour, 
and his own experiences in the War have given him a sound 
knowledge of the speech and habits of Thomas Atkins. 


| His publisher, by the way, claims, I think, to have dis- 


covered Mr. Dartineton, but he has, of course, long been 


| known to readers of Punch. 


The pleasure you take in The Skeleton Key (Coutins) will 
be overcast by the knowledge that it is, I suppose, the last 
work we shall read from the pen of the late Bernanp Cares. 
Not a page in the present book but proclaims eloquently the 


| extent of that loss. The tale itself is an excellent example of 
| the mystery or detective type ; one of the best indeed that | 


| and so adroitly is the reader baffled. 


have met this great while, so well is its interest sustained 
Usually in murder- 


| stories the sole interest lies in the game of spotting the 
_ culprit; the affair becomes a kind of contest between author 


and public, in which the finer literary graces are too apt to 
be neglected. But Mr. G. K. Cursrerton, who contributes 
®« short appreciative introduction to The Skeleton Key, 
rightly draws attention to the touch of dignity that Mr, 
Cares never failed to impart to work of this kind, carrying 
on the artistic tradition of Srevenson, in “the technical 











of those arched brows, 


I owe so many laughs to | 


his | 


I am not sure | 


those mischievous shrewd eyes, that telescopic neck, that | 


impossible bowler, and that air of genial impropriety, would, 
I feel sure, have reduced me to the old helplessness. 


The Taste of Apples (Skrrvinaron) is a simple tale of 
a delightful old shoemaker who had just a soupgon of 
genius, and his small round wife who existed to make pies. 
They are Americans, sent by their wealthy son to have a 
holiday in England. While “ Mother,” by dint of admin- 
istering much affection and even more pie, is rescuing 
Wally Tilton, her son's old school-friend, from evil ways, the 
shoemaker wanders about making friends with all sorts aud 
conditions of men and, true to his last, continually studying 
feet. It is in the deseription of his adventures that a 
memorable paragraph occurs: ‘One class stood apart— 
well-shod, their heavy serviceable boots alert and com- 
petent . . . firm on both feet, they overlooked the erowd— 
the one class that stood neither to gain nor lose by unrest — 
England's truly great ones—the Metropolitan police.” Mrs. 
JennetTe Lee's book, with the right page turned down, 
will no doubt be left in public places by countless thousands 
who share her enthusiasm and sometimes fear to find the 
“alert boots” of their idol filled with eommon clay. 


























Juty 16, 1919.) 





PUNC 





THE LONDON - CHARIVARL 61 


H, OR 














CHARIVARIA. 

A propos of trying the guilty Huns, 
not only the Ex-Katser but his ac- 
complices, a correspondent draws our 
attention to a certain appositeness in 
Mrs. Guasse’s cookery-book instruc- 
tion, “ First catch your Herr.” 


Concerning the statement that the 
Kaiser is to be supplied with a house in 
London while awaiting his trial, might 
it not be sufficient punishment to make 


him find it himself? 
s * 


x 
We hear that force of habit is 80 | 


deeply instilled in von Revrer that no | 


sooner does he enter 


| that the sinking of their 
| fleet was the work of a 


ing to 


| should remember, 


of their own. 


| has just spent a trifle of ten thousand |s 


his bath than he} 
pulls out the bath-plug. 


Up to the time of going to press the 


New Kronen banknotes issued by the 
Hungarian Bank bear an inscription 
forbidding their imitation. A few sharp 
lessons like this ought to teach forgers 
to be very careful. 

* 

Now that Peace has been signed 
practically every German prisoner is 
anxious to be the first back home in 
order to get his version of “‘ How I es- 
caped"’ into print before the crowd 
arrives, 


It has leaked out that a new play 
is shortly to be introduced in London 
in which a bedroom scene wilt appear. 
| We trust that unscrupulous producers 
will not be mean enough to appropriate 
this novelidea. , 

* 





An ai ‘my horse which had seen ser- 





Germans had not yet 
put forward the plea 


British floating mine. 


7 
The Admiralty an- 
nounces that permits 


are no longer required 
from persons proceed- 
the Orkney 

Londoners 
how - 
ever, that the Orkneys 
havea housing problem 


Islands. 


¥ 

Agents of the Prohi- 
bition movement, de- 
clares The Weekly 
Dispateh, ave already 
arriving in England a EAR 
from the United States 
with ample funds. Notab ly ‘ Pussy- 
foot”’ Jounson. All wecan say is there 
may be a bottle or two of the stuff hid- 
den away somewhere, but it will take 
more than ample funds to ferret it out. 





LIBERTY 


Every word * Article 227 of the] 
Peace Treaty, says an Kvening New 
correspondent, means exactly what it 
says and what it was intended to mean 
This is an innovation in connection 
with State documents. 

The 


London Education 


We under- 


pounds: on new furniture. 
stand they will purchase the other cl 


| later on. 


We believe in keeping en rapport with 
| the causeries of the day. At the same 


| time the man who wrote to The Daily 


| Mail saying that he had just shot a tele 


phone with fifteen wireworms in its crop 


| has our sincere sympathy. 


VOL, CLVI!. 





Committee | 


| broke down when he 





could get a Member of Parliament to 
come and deliver a speech for nothing. 
* * 


A British aviator now claims to have 
flown round the world. It transpires. 
that he ascended from an aerodrome 
near Eastleigh, remained in the air | 
while the earth revolved once, and then | 
landed in the same field again. 





“Should golf Ra give advice? 
asks a contemporary. We ourselves 
prefer a caddie who occasionally strikes 
the serious note. , 

- 

An attempt to define the phrase 
“ Working - classes" in the Scottish 
Housing Bill has been defeated. We 
agree. The suggestion that as a matter 
of course any class works has a nasty 
smack of pre-war feudalism about it, 

* 





PACIFIC 
SIR, 


PUNCTILIO, 
ON THIS 


“May I, AUSPICIOUS DAY, 





TAKE THE 





vice in F; rance, Italy, Belgium and Servia 
was offered for sale last Tuesday, but no 
buyer was forthcoming. It is thought 
| ti at it may now be sent to one of the 
| Allies’ stables in France to act as an 
| interpreter. 


: \ bull-dog in Hyde Park last week 


j}was seen to attack a dachshund and 
take away a bone it was carrying. This 
lseems to imply that the indemnity is 
‘aapag being exacted. 
\ sad story reaches us of a discharged 
ldier who was recently given employ- 
farm but whocompletely 
was informed that 
the orchard in which he bad to work 
contained only plum and apple trees. 


mentona fruit 


asked four guineas an hour for a Punch 
show for a children’s Peace 
The expenditure, it was 
unwarranted when they 


land Judy 
celebration. 


| Gillingham Corporation has been 
| 

| 

| 

was 


urged 





a 

A member of a cer- 
tain London club re- 
ports the loss of one 
hundred pounds worth 
of whisky. It is sup- 
posed that a clumsy 
fellow -mémber must 
have knocked his glass 
over. 


Whitby has received 
the sum of two hundred 
pounds for the re-equip- 
ment of lodging-house 
keepers. It is thought 
that if the money is 
spent on something 
small but useful, like 
antimacassars, aspidis- 
tras,or china dogs, every 
lodging-house keeper 

RE AAE ihe should be able to re- 
ceive at least one. 


VERY 








“T broke into the wrong house,” was 
the defence of a burglar charged at 
Tottenham Police Court. Mistakes will 
happen of course in the best regulated 
business. 


The wife of a Limehouse bargee last 
week gave birth to triplets. We regret 
we cannot publish the neat speech of 
the bargee, because it is still proceeding. 
There is some talk of its being orches- 
trated for a Jazz Band 

o 

A scientist denies the recent state- 
ment that the end of the world is at 
hand, and points out that the earth 
will last another million years at least. 
Jerry-builders are said to be alarmed. 


The various echemes for celebrating 
Peace Day are so novel that peopsesss 
asking why somebody didn’t hit on the 
idea of having a war before. 
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HIDDEN TREASURE. 


As soon as Charles came in I asked 
him anxiously whether he had any clue 
as to the whereabouts of my gold safety- 

in. 1 did not ask him this because 
considered him to be the successor 
of the famous sleuth-hounds of serial 
fiction, but because about a week ago 
he borrowed the bally thing and lost 
it. If the narrative that follows ap- 
pears to be rather melodramatic in 
form you mast blame Charles for it, 
not me. 

“ Wait a moment,” he said, drawing 
his hand wearily across his brow, 
“and listen. I have had to-day the 
most terrifying experience of my life. 
I am still greatly overstraught and 
unmung—I mean unmanned.” 

“The cocaine has ron out,” I said, 
humouring him. ‘Some one left the 
back-door open. Have a go at the lime- 
juice. 

He drained a deep draught and con- 
tinued, 

“I took a bus this morning from the 
Temple to the British Museum, I de- 
cided to return by two Tubes and the 
Inner Circle. 1 waited in the ticket- 
offing until my turn came to be served. 
As I was leaving the wire entanglement 
the man behind me lace tahaped 
his change on the floor. I gave one 
glance back before I hurried to the lift, 
and met in his eyes a gaze of such 
sinister ferocity that I was positively 
appalled. My knees trembled under 
me. A cold shiver ran through my 
frame and chilled the very marrow in 
it. I shall not keep my marrow in a 
frame any more. 

“The whole way down in the lift, 
across the intervening mass of heads, 
this man kept glarmg at me. The 
carriage I had to get on to was rather 
crowded even for the Tube. I had to 
run full tilt at the gateway and take 
the wind of the passenger just in front 
of me. Then the conductor slammed 
the gate and the fellow expanded again. 
You may not have noticed it, Watson, 
but they are rather dangerous things, 
these Tube gates. Once when I was 
in uniform I caught the tape of my 
right puttee in the thing as I got off; 
then the carriage went on and I had 
to spin round faster and faster on that 
leg, with the other in the air, till the 
train took the whole puttee away like 
a streamer and left me spinning. 

“But I have digressed, I did not see 
the sinister man on that Tube or the 
next; but when I was pushed off at 
Charing Cross there he was wedged in 
amongst the crowd a short distanve 
away from me, and still glaring at me 
with the same expression of intense 
and bloodthirsty hate. I felt absolutely 


certain now that he was pursuing me. 
I wormed my way out of the crowd and 
hurried on I knew not and cared not 
whither. Suddenly I found myself at 
the foot of an escalator, but, alas, the 
wrong one. It was going down, not 
up——" 

“ You can't,” 1 hazarded. 

“Napoleon once observed,” said 
Charles gently, “that there is no such 
word as ‘can’t’ to a man who has been 
a field-marshal's batman.” 

“Go on,” I groaned. 

“Almost at the same moment with 
the tail of my eye | caught a glimpse 
of my enemy in hot pursuit. I was 
overcome with unreasoning terror. 
Almost without thinking I plunged up 
the falling stairway and in a few seconds 
I realised that my pursuer had done 
the same. 

“The horror of the next moments will 


“ Charles,” Isaid at last sadly, « why 
have you told me these things?” 

“ They ‘re perfectly true,” he said; «I 
can prove it.” 

Yes?” : 

“Well, I thought I’d look at the 
other trouser-leg while I was about if, 
and I found your rotten old safety-pin 
there.” 

And he handed me the missing 
trinket. : tvor. 





THE POWER OF THE NEW NAME. 


Tat bold actor-manager and brave 
soldier, Colonel Roperr Loragn, has 
revised the title of Cyrano de Bergerac 
to Cyraxo pure and simple, after toy- 
ing for a while with The Romance of 
Cyrano, At the same time Miss Litas 
McCarruy, in her advertisement, is 
printing St. George and the Dragons, the 





be with me as long as I live. They 
seemed an eternity. You realise that | 
the downward motion of the steps kept | 
counteracting my forward rush, andj 
for longer than | like to think we two 
were pounding away, with our knees 
almost up to our chins, on that terrible 
treadmill. 

“Cold beads of perspiration burst 
forth on my brow. Mechanically | 
counted them as they burst. How I 
ever reached the top | do not know. 
But reach it I did, with the foe hard on 
my heels. With a desperate courage I 
turned round and pushed off his hat 
and had the indescribable satisfaction 
of sesing him halt and pass rapidly 
away from me downwards and back 
wards. 

“For a moment the pursuit was 
baffied, and I saw no more of him. 1 
reached the Temple Station without 
further adventure and was half-way to | 
my rooms when suddenly I heard the 
sound of pattering feet behind me. I 
suppose that my nerves were shattered, 
for I know that I screamed aloud and 
ran as I have never run in my life 
before. My imagination played wild 
tricks with me; I began to fancy even 
that this was no earthly adversary at 
all, but the reincarnation of some long- 
dead spirit that I had unwittingly 
evoked from the haunted shades of the 
Museum. 

“Nearer and nearer came his heavy 
boots; nearer his loud pants. Just 
before I reached the staircase to my 
rooms a long skinny hand reached out 
and clutched my shoulder. My heart 
stopped. I turned and faced him, and 
for the first time he spoke. 

“* Excuse me, Sir,” he said, ‘but I 
think you have half-a-crown of mine in 
the turn-up of your left trouser-leg ?’ 

“ And as a matter of fact I had.” 





original style of Mr. Eng Puinvporrs’ 
comedy, in small type, and accentuat- 


| ingits sub-title, Zhe Wise Bishop and the 


Foolish Virgins ; and the two changes 
suggest that any vitalising virtues that 
re-christening possesses might be tested 
more generally, There are several plays 
in London just now that might secure 
for themselves really good runs if they 
could be named again. Chu Chin Chow, 
for example, re-dressed and called Open 
Sesame, might be quite a success. 

But the oddest development of the 
moment in play-titles is that of the 
forthcoming South African drama, /)r. 
James Barry. Here is distinctly a new 
idea. In default of acquiring a comedy 
by the author of Dear Bruius and Peter 
Pan, give another play his name, with 
a slight change of spelling to avoid 
trouble! Could anything be more 
simple or efficacious ? Imitation being 
a law of life, we may expect shortly a 
melodrama entitled The Rev. Arthu 
Wing Pimneroe; a comedy of West 
Country manners, to be known as 
Somerset Mawm ; and an idealistic play 
of American life and uplift since the dry 
period set in, called Sam Drinkwater. 





From a soldier's testimonial to a 
patent medicine :— 


“T am writing of the splendid results I re 
ceived from your splendid - I used it in 
Salonika and it made my nerves splendid. I 
cannot speak too highly of your splendid 
eure, and I am continually recommending its 
splendid results to my comrades.” 


Who said Tommy had only. one ad- 
jective ? ane 

“An interesting cricket match was played 
at Unter-Eschbach on Wednesday between the 
19th and the 23rd Middlesex. Lieut. Potter, 
of the 24rd, made some brilliant hits, getting 
& total of 31 after being bowled by Sig. Taylor.” 

Cologne Post. 


The true Briton never knows when he 





There was a long pause. 





is beat. 





— 
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VICTOR AND VICTIM. | 


| | Mr. Suu. “IT'S A GREAT TRIUMPH WE’VE WON FOR THE MINERS. A LOT MORE 





PAY AND A LOT LESS WORK.” 
Worxixc Woman. “YES, AND COAL UP SIX SHILLINGS. WHAT MAY BE FUN FOR YOU 
MEANS DEATI FOR ME.” 
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Conductress (to punishably haughty young man who has just handed her twopence). “Two PENNY ONES?” 








CHARLIE, 


Charlie is a dog; I believe, though I 
have never seen him, alittledog. Betty, 
who owns, or rather owned, him, tells 
me that he was born black, but one day 
he got on to the roof—I don’t quite see 
how he could have, but these things 
present less difficulty to dogsof Charlie's 
breed than to those of others: at any 
rate the point of the story is that to 
get down he had to take a jump, which 
frightened him so much that he became 
perfectly white all over, with, as Betty 
says, placing a fat finger upon her 
own, “ just a littu tiny black noshe.” 

Probably you have guessed from this 
chapter of his history that Charlie is a 
‘maginary dog and have begun to envy 
Betty’s mother because she ‘has only 
‘maginary tax and 'maginary muzzle to 
deal with on bis behalf. Butfornaughty 
tiresomeness Charlie is the peer of any 
real dog who ever, wagging a propiti- 
atory tail, grinned at his owner, and as 


| long as she had him Betty’s mother 


used sometimes to wish that she hadn’t. 
There was his tiresome habit of lagging 
behind on walks which often neces- 


| sitated that Betty should stand in a 


narrow shop doorway during the busy 


, hour of the morning—when in our 


suburban village everybody who is 
anybody goes shopping—stamping a 





sandalled foot at him and screaming, 
“ Charlie, Charlie, 'tum here, Sir,’”’ while 
potential customers with empty baskets 
struggled to squeeze in past her, and 
satisfied customers with full ones raged | 
behind her trying to get out. 

Then there were the occasions upon 
which he elected to dash across the 
flower-beds in the park and hunt 'mag- 
inary rats in the shubberies beyond it, 
spite of all Betty’s shouts and even 
tears (for a pure-bred 'maginary dog, | 
Charlie can be remarkably determined 
and wrong-headed). More than once 
at such moments all Betty's mother’s 
explanations (aside) have failed to con- 
vince a park-keeper, and strained rela- 
tions have threatened to ensue. 

There was too the discomfiture of 
Betty's little holiday governess. I know 
that all governesses are conventionally 
little, but Betty's was only just'so much 
larger and older than her charge as 
enabled her to qualify for the post. 
Betty, sitting demurely with her on the 
sands at the seaside, called, ‘Tum here 
and lie down besides us, Charlie;” and 
a large Australian soldier, unused to 
‘maginary dogs, rose from the shadow 
of a breakwater and accepted the in- 
vitation, to the great annoyance of 
Betty's little governess, who is very 
dignified. 





All the same, since Charlie has been 


given away Betty’s mother has felt 
ridiculously sorry that he is gone. She 
misses the shrill admonition and en- 


| couragement which Betty addressed to 


him all day long, misses even the sight 
of the solid little boy next door who 
sometimes looks over the garden-wall 
at Betty, and in spite of all her efforts 
to exhibit her pet to him has never yet 
understood what Betty is playing at. 
Charlie’s exit came about in this 
way. Cook’s young man’s brother was 
discovered to be one of those soldiers 
for whom the War is never going to be 
over, who are still “ carrying on’’ with 
unbelievable courage, though all the 
rest of the world goes past outside their 
hospital- walls savouring the joys ol 
peace. Cook's young man’s brother, 
or Joe, as his friends more simply call 
him, has been brought by the Fate 
who usually mismanages the disposal of 
wounded soldiers, kind for once, within 
a reasonable "bus-ride of his brother's 
young lady’s mistress’s home, and so 
Betty's mother and Betty, and of course 
Charlie, for dogs of his breed have dis- 
tinct advantages where ‘buses and hos- 
pitals are concerned, set out one day 
last week to visit him. Taking Charlie 
was in the nature of an experiment. 
Joe might have been one of those curious 
people, like the little boy next door, to 
whom 'maginary dogs are invisible, but 


—, 
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he wasn’t. He saw him at once when 
Betty called him to follow her into the 
ward, held out a skinny arm and clicked 
his fingers at him. When Betty, pant 
ing elaborately, for Charlie has lately a 
| grown very fat, hauled him up and put 
| him on the bed—no nurse gainsaying 
her—Joe pulled his ears and Charlie 
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licked his cheek. 

“My word, Missy,” said Joe, with 
Charlie curled up on the red quilt 
against his well leg, “if I had a dog 
like this it wouldn't half be company 
for-me, would it now?” 

Betty nodded, smiling back at him, | 
but was, for her, so quiet that, as they 
walked away from the hospital, her | 
mother looked down at the top of het 
small round hat wondering. 

‘ Where ’s Charlie, Betty? 
‘you ‘re not looking after him.’ 


I loaved | 





” she said ; 





* He’s sitting on Joe's bed. 
him for tumpany.”’ 
Betty's mother saw a stray tear 


splash down on to the yoke of her frock, | 
sink in and leave a round dark spot. 
Being her mother she didn't suggest 
that there must be as many Charlies 
in imagination as ever came out of it. 
She only squeezed her daughter's band 





very tight for sympathy, wondering 
what the chances are for a little 


‘maginary dog with even the kindest | 
owner who doesn’t know he is there 











AT THE BARBER’'S. 

Arnivep in Town from overseas 
About the hour of noon, 

L blew as cheerful as you please 
Into the ‘‘ Gents’ Saloon. 


Unbrushed, ungarnished, oddly gar! 
I found it evident 

Twas more the barber than the barbed 
Made claim to be the “ Gent 


He 


Krom boots of black and tan 


was not of us lesser folk ; 


To smooth coiffure, his mien bespoke | 


| . : 
| The perfect gentleman. — 
| Within J pondered on the tip 
Due to his special kind, 
What time milord retired to snip i 


With dignity, behind. 


I saw his scornful glances fall 
And hopefully surmised 

He would accept no tip at all 
From one he 80 despised. 


Between the cutter and the cut 
There was no loss of love: 

His curt “ Shampoo?” appeared as but 
An order from above. _ 


Travelle 


r. 


“ONE 








Me 


V'ars1a WATER.” 
Traveller. “NO, DOUBLE: AND PUT SOME ICE IN It.” 


Ss 
eS 


SSS 





A 
i —— 
f t 


STanPe. — 
s ; 





TT 
| 









Book ing Clerk, “Stxncie?” 








| wondered from the depths below, 
Did Providence design 

\ hand so kem pt as his to go 
And mix with hair like mine? 


j . : ‘ 
} Ablutions done, remained a mess 
| As grimy as could be; 

} His pride of self was even less 


Than his contempt for me. 


But did | give my end away? 
Emphatically not ; 
I had the impudence to say, 
“ What dirty hands you ve got 








Towards the basin with disdain 
My wretchod head he thrust, 
And functioned as a god of rain 

| Who lays the summer dust. 








lovely valley of 


the 


The Influence of Environment. 
“From Llandrindod you proceed along the 
» Ithon, 
| beautiful as you proceed .”——-Motor Cycle. 


growing more 


| “ The British trans-Atlantic Steamer Mauri- 

tania broke the world's record by making the 

voyage from Halifax to Liverpool in 24 hours.” 
Eastern Spectator, 


Where's your 834 now ? 
“Be Smarr.-—Fashionable foreigu hotel 
labels for your luggage; specimen, twelve 


penny stamps,”—Advt. in Daily Paper. 
The Travellers’ Club must be careful 


about the credentials of its candidates. 


“ The erection of the hotel has only reached 
the skeleton stage, but its design and plans 
show that it is to bea most up-to-date -esta- 
blishment, into. which every conceivable in- 
convenience is introduced.”—-Scotch Paper. 
The architect must have had all his 
work cut out to surpass in this respect 
some existing establishments. 
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ARTISTS UNDER FIRE. 


Critic (distant), “MY LATTLE BLOKE KSEPS PECKIN' AWAY SOMETHINK WONDERFUL. 
Critic (near). “Pecning? THere’s None 0’ YER PecArN’ ABOUT OLD Borsuy ‘eRe. ‘fF 








RESTAURANT D'ESPAGNE. 


As entered the expensive restaurant, 
| to my great surprise the head-waiter 
| hurried up and led me toatable. He 

spread the carte de jour before me and 

| asked if I was sure I felt no draught. 
Ile pointed out such things as were 
good and such as were less to be de- 
sived. He could not recommend this 
as he would like, and, as to that, he felt 
certain I should be better without it. 

Directly the head-waiter disappeared 
the wine- waiter was at my side to know 
what I should like to drink. As I had 
. never before succeeded in getting any 
unsolicited attention from this function- 
| ary I was still more surprised. 

The meal began to arrive quickly 
and was served with a rhythm such as 
le best restaurants once were noted for 
but latterly have disregarded: whether 
because they have lost pride or because 
their customers are unworthy of it, I 
cannot say. 

Several times the head-waiter came 
back to me of his own accord to know 
if everything was ali right. At first 














I thought I was the one privileged 
person to be so preferentially treated, 
but on looking round I found that he 
was showing everyone else the same 
fitting but unusual attention. 

The table-waiters also were assiduous. 
My own attendant could not do enough 
for me and I never had to call‘ Waiter!”’ 
once, or send other waiters to find him 
and bring him back. No other waiter 
caine to remove the cheese before I had 
done with it, 

Indeed it really seemed as though 
the whole place for the moment existed 
only for the comfort of each euest: 
which of course is the right restaurant 
idea, but is too often forgotten. 

Towards the end of the meal the 
wine-waiter reappeared, without being 
sent for, to know if I required a liqueur 
and a cigar. 

The coffee was both hot and strong. 

There was nothing in the bill that 
was unjust. 

Unfortunately I can’t tell you where 
this well-conducted establishment is, 
because just as I was preparing to pay 
I woke up. 
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"Ow 's yours?” 


IT ON LAVISH.” 


’ ’ 
4 B SLAPPIN 





| 





Commercial Candour. 
‘As an Advertising Medium You ean’t bea: 
| the Review. Eyery month brings fresh 
i Indian Magazine. 


evidence 


A Mixed Bag. 
* KoLPCHAR’s Success. 
Samara Taken. 
Paris, May lt 
A minister's wife, a doctor's wife and i» 
portant town on the left bank of the Volga 
Australian Pape: 





* Between 69 and 70, both oflicers and men 
| were present "—Local Paper. 
| The slight uncertainty as to the num)be: 
|: 5 ly ; . 
| is probably due to its having included « 
i quarter-bloke.” 
* Ballating this prospect does c 
trouble him. The big thing for him was that 
he made the trip. 

Ballantine was the only member of the crew 
who felt ill during the trip.—Exchange. 
| Ballantyne (adds the Central News) was dis 
covered stowed away among the tanks a few 
hours after the airship had left East Fortun 

Daily News 

Jt has not yet been announced by the 
Press Association that the man’s name 
is Valentine. 


Says 





















Rae mre Aus 











; 
| 


Juty 16, 1919.) 





| 

THE LEAVE HAT. 

it ‘a ng been a tradition that 1 | 
crowned each leave with a new hat for } 


| Pamela, and it was a rite by no means | 


| devoid of pleasure for me. The varying | 
| expressions on Pamela's face and her | 


| for. 


|; among those strange 


ultimate rapture were worth paying | 
But what I did grudge was the} 
number gf golden hours spent away | 

f creatures who | 


| apparently reveal their inner natures | 


} | 
to Pamela, but to me are just soulless | 


} mannequins. 


| dared go to Jocelyn, but I shall this | 





| suited her as well as all other hats. 





-“ Tow much is it?” 


Last leave, therefore, I hit on a ne 
plan. 

The price of the leave hat had neve: 
exceeded three guineas. 

‘ Look here, Pamela,’ 1] said, “1I°1 
going to make you a sporting offer. | 
We'll go and buy the hat to-day. I! 
you choose it within five minutes it} 
shall be a five-guinea one; if within] 
ten, a four-guinea one; and so on,}| 
twenty-five minutes being the time- 
limit. 

Pamela thought a moment. 

‘Very good,” she said. “I've never 





time, 

We duly Avent to Jocelyn. Pamela 
intimated that five guineas was about 
her price. A gracious satin lady sailed | 
forward with a succulent model in each | 
hand 

“These are five 
she said. 

Pamela turned both down in that 
firm shopping tone which is my despair. 
I took out my watch. 

Suddenly she darted across the show- 
room and plucked something from a 
stand. ‘“ That’s the hat,” 
jamming it on her head. It 


Madam, | 


guineas, 


she cried, 


certainly 


“That's charming, and it goes per 
fectly with my frock,” raved Pamela, 
with the light of victory in her eyes 





“ Three guineas, Madam.” 

(nd only four minutes had run. Ou 
eyes met; hers darted fire. 

‘There may be one I like still better, 
she said yenomously. Then she 
on others, with a staccato ** No” 
each. Thus ten minutes passed. 

“You are now within the three-| 
guinea zone,” I whispered. ‘“ You had| 
better make sure of your first love be 
fore it is too late.” 

So she did. But then she dida ho 
rible thing. 

“T think I'll wear the new hat and 
leave my velour to be done up,” she 
* Do you think you could do it?” | 

Yes, for a guinea and a-half the satin | 
lady graciously thought she could. I| 
parted with four and a-half guineas | 
and we left the shop. 


tried} 


after | 


said. 
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PEACE CELEBRATIONS. 


Kaxcited Small Boy. * Look, Uncie! 


Here They come!” 





I was beginning to tell Pamela what 
[ thought of her when a Jarge drop of 
rain splashed my nose. 


‘Good heavens,” cried Pamela in 
horror, “it’s going to rain on my new 
bat! Oh, there’s a taxi—what luck— 
fly for it!” 

[ tlew; and once in the taxi I was 


able to give her a piece of my mind. 
‘16 was implied,” I finished up, * that 
if your feminine instinct lacked the sub- 


tlety to distinguish a five-guinea hat 


~ : 
'from a three-guinea one, the advantag: 





| should be mine. It’s the old, old 





|too old—story: women have no sense 


of honour.” 

“ They can't diave everything,” said 
Pamela generously. ‘“ After all, I've 
had quite a lot of nice things this after 


drive and a not-too-bad husband ” 
peered to see what the taxi-meter reg 
istered—*“ who is seven-and-six up on 
the outing.” 





noon—a new hat, a done-up ore, a taxi | 
she | 
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THE DIPLOMATS. 
Il. 
My pear Huxnv,—Some people look 
— the diplomatic business as em- 
0 


u 
ploying only Britain's picked brains. 


_ With three exceptions, Bill, Ralph and 
myself, or possibly only with one ex- 


ception, myself, this is not exact. (1 
am sorry not to be able to be certain 


about Bill and Ralph in this despatch, 


but I am a little cross with both of 
them at the moment, Whatever his 
private motive, Bill should have kept 
an escape-hole open when sympathis- 
ing with his Italian, partner at bridge 
the other evening; and there is no 
reason why Ralph should have gone 


the whole hog with his Jugo friends 


just because he was out for the “y 
with them. It made my lunch with 
my American friend, who is well 
aware of the partnership, very difficult 
to conduct yesterday. However, let 
Viume pass; we have more important 
matters to deal with than a mere port.) 

Some people, on the other hand, re- 


| gard itas any fool's job. This is clearly 


wrong. Beyond the intimate knowledge 


| of human nature demanded one requires 
' also an exact understanding of all the 
| nuances and an instinctive appreciation 


of the margin one should allow—in writ- 
ing one’s official despatches, I mean. 
As many a battle has been lost by the 
failure of a careless officer to observe the 
right official phraseology in making his 
application for leave, so many a country 
abroad has lost its whole position and 
prestige owing to an incompetent diplo- 
mat having concluded with— 
“T have the honour to be, Sir, 
Your most obedient 
humble Servant, ——," 


in circumstances where he should, ac- 


cording to paramount and fundamental 
principles of international statesman- 
ship, have written— 
“I have the honour to be, with great 
truth and regard, Sir, 
Your most obedient 
humble Servant, ——,” 


You note the difference—the vital, pos- 
sibly fatal difference ? 

Some people again think that, as in 
every other function on this earth, from 
producing a first-class herbaceous bor- 
der to making a success of married life, 
the thing never has been and never will 
be done properly in any instance with- 
out the aid of that omniscient and om- 
nipotent clement, the Business Man, I 
do nob agree; not, at any rate, with 
regard to diplomacy. Say what you 
like of the inevitable habit of “ availing 
oneself of this opportunity to renew to 
your Excellency the assurance of one's 
highest consideration,” even at the end 


of a letter where one has informed your 


an apology, and that at once: 


upon by following the business model. 
Anyhow, the diplomat doesn’t feel 
obliged to call every “ Sir” dear, doesn’t 
flood his memoranda with proximos, 
insts., and ultimos, doesn’t assure one 
of his continued attention at all times 
to one’s esteemed orders, and very rarely 
notifies one that all future correspond- 
ence must be addressed tothatexpensive 
item, his solicitor. For my part I am 
content that my country should con- 
duct its correspondence as at present, 
and shall derive no comfort from see- 
ing its future letters bear a business- 
like heading :— 
A.B.C, and Al codes used. 


British EMrire, 
Incorporating England, Scotland, Wales, 
Ireland, India, et cetera 

Head Offices: London. 
(Branches all over the world, 
King: H.M. Grorer V. 
Prime Minister: D. Lioyp Grorae, 
Esq. 
District Represe ntative: 
K.C.M.G. 
Terms : Net cash. 


Sir A. Blank, 


Telegraphic tddress: “ sritemp.” 
Telephone Ne.: 1 (9999 lines), 


And lastly, if my own sensations are 
anything to go by, the diplomatic note 
gives one a warm feeling inside, which 
the business communication tries hard 
but entirely fails to reproduce. When 


“your good self,’ I am filled with 
horror and suspicion. But I am glad 
dened and uplifted when one of His 
Majesty's Ministers Plenipotentiary 
and Envoys Extraordinary has the 
honour to be, Sir, my most obedient 
humble Servant, ——, as they always 
have, whatever may have gone before. 
That this deliberate courtesy is main- 
tained up till the very last minute the fol- 
lowing incidents will show. The writer 
of the despatches was His Majesty's 
Consul in an outlying district in a very 
troubled land. The subject matter of his 
despatches was unusually enthralling, 
to wit the advanceof a riotous and blood- 
thirsty horde, bent on burning every- 
thing, especially consulates, and killing 
everybody, especially consuls, The de- 
spatches faithfully narrated the march 
of events, and with infinite respect and 
submission asked for aid. And, though 
the danger was ever described as coming 
more near and the aid as remaining no 
less remote, the writer always had the 
honour to be, Sir, your most obedient 








humble Servant, Jobn Smith, Consul. 


ete nee eee 





a colossal firm calls me, affectionately, | 


It was not until the very last de- 


Excellency that there will be the devil spatch of all that the writer permitted 
to pay unless your Excellency tenders | himself a slight, a very slight but ne- 
) : but I | cessary variation. 
don’t concede that this can be improved ithat brought the desired help. 


Perhaps it was this 
How- 


lever that may be, he described how the 


| 


| 





violent hordes were now within sight 
and must but for intervention very soon 
achieve their fell purpose locally. “In 
which ease,” he concluded, 
“T shall no longer have the honour 
to be, Sir, 
Your most obedient humble 
Servant, 
Joun Suir, Consul.” 

I, on the other hand, will conclude 
this present despatch in the neo-Rus- 
sian form, which was employed by the 
Solshevist Legation during its short 
stay in our midst :— 


Yours, CHARLES, 








TO A FALLEN HERO. 
(Aeroplane propellers are being 
hat-stands.) 


old for 


Wir no unsympathetic hand 
I hang you in the hall; 
My artist soul can understand 
The pathos of your fall; 
What glorious paths you might have 
trod, 
What stirring seasons had, 





What feats performed . . . Ob, Ichabod! | 


It really is too bad. 

Shaped for a warrior’s career, 
ive yet our combat ceased, 

The heavens were your intended sphere 
(Not Camberwell, 8.E.) 

Far from this humdrum home of mine 
Your part you should have played, 

Outsoared the lark, and been, in fine, 
A really dashing blade. 


You should have winged your wi) 
through space, 
But Fate, forbidding that, 
Makes you a peg on which to place 
A common bowler hat. 
But obsequies you shall not lack ; 
In such [ will not fail; 
With muffled hammer let me smack 
The sacrilegious nail, 





“ Assistant Wanted; able to make butter 
necessary.”-—Devon and Exeter Gazette. 


But the bread does that. 





“In the immortal phrase of the ‘ Recessional,’ 
written for an earlier period of triumph, ‘ Let 
we forget’ !"—Daily Paper. 


Mr. Krrrine is said to have retained | 


the services of Sir Epwarp Carson. 


“The new holder was leading 5~—3, but Mrs. 
Chambers, by splendid placing and net work, 
won the set by 6—4."—Daily Paper. 

We gather from the score that Mlle. 
LENGLEN temporarily “dropped her 
game,”’ 
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' ~~" GarGnaen 
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THE MAN WHO ASKED A HOUSE-AGENT IF HE HAD A HOUSE TO LET. 


And “ Pussyfoot’’ Jounsons pursued it 


NECTAR - ' 
; With curses down devious ways; 


\n! ye gods, could we only discover lf the pub. at the corner but tapped it 
What mixture your goblets contained All doubts and discussions would ceasc 
When you quatfed them and tilted them ove: \s to which was the one drink adapted 
To show that no heel-taps remained ! To pledge this superlative Peace. W.H.O. | 
Could we know what gave Venus her roses | , 
And Juno her generous bust, | Out of every handred women, fifteen marry between the age of 16 | 
\nd Baechus his hi igiitest of noses, jand 20 fifty-two between 20 and 245, forty-six hetween 25 and 3, ten | 
\nd Vulean his smile t! rough the dust etween 35 and 40, ten between 40 and 50, and one between 50 and | 
(0, Scottish Paper. 


Could we learn where to purchase the potion 

That fashioned your goddesses’ charm 

Saved Neptune from cramp in the ocean 
And muscled the Thunderer's arm 


\s that makes 134, and there is no allowance for old 
naids, we fear there must be a lot of bigamy about 


he Judge said he had come to the conelusion that the horse was | 





Lhe stuff that kept Mercury running ot sound, as made out in the warranty, and be must give judgment 
(nd bent for Diana the bow . . | for the plainsiif. 
: But, alas! though we mortals be cunning, | The total takings for the two days was upwards of £300, and thy | 
: "Tis a secret we never shall know iumber of visitors was close upon three thousand.” / 
: = tr . - P * Provencal laper. j 
Ay, alas! For if beer-barons brewed it | And this in a mere county court! Mr. Justice ——~ is said | 
. And CursTerrons sang in its praise, ito be quite jealous. 
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Mamma (to Susan, aged four). “How 1s Iv YOU AR SUCH A NAUGHTY LITTLE GIRL? Masel 


HAS BEEN,” 
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IS NEVER NAUGHTY, AND NEVE! 


Mabel (aged six). “1 s’Pose IT's BECAUSE I'M ‘ PRE-WAR,’ MUMMIE.” 








MILLENNIAL MINSTRELSY. 


THERE once was a bevy of bardlets, who swore 
By Poesy’s rules to be fettered no more, 


| So they shook themselves free from the shackles of scansion 


| And plunged in the ocean of formless expansion. 
| Compared with the “curve” of their wonderful line, 





Wavt WHITMAN was simply as water to wine; 
And Maseriexp himself in his goriest mood 
In gore was not nearly so deeply imbrued, 


Old fogies emitted malevolent screams 

At their frankness of speech and the choice of their themes ; 
And the Bishop of Lonpon and Cardinal Logue 

United in keenly deploring their vogue. 

Their sales were immense and their royalties high, 

When a thunderbolt fell from a radiant sky ; 

Kor President Smitiie began his crusade 

For nationalizing the poetry trade. 


The Report, which was swiftly embodied in Law, 
Attacked the irregular bards tooth and claw, 

And made it a penal offence to transgress 

A rigorous system of scansion and stress. 


Compulsory rhymes were an integral part 

Of the State-supervised and State-recognised Art, 
Which nullified royalties, as in the mines, 

While the output per diem was fixed at ten lines. 
Oh, the poetry teashops were loud in their wail, 
For several minstrels were locked up in jail— 
Mr, Gosse wrote a letter (big type) in Zhe Times 
On the barbarous State-restoration of rhymes. 











A meeting was summoned in Printing-house Square 
Urbane Mr. Manrsu was of course in the chair, 

And his protest evoked a symphonious how] 

From The Nation, The English Review and The Ow. 
But the conflict died down in a peaceable close, 

For the statute imposed no embargo on prose, 

And by running their verse on without any stop 
The “ poets that count’’ came again to the top. 

For those who had suffered and languished in clink 
Celebrated their exit in orgies of ink; 

And pans of joy to the zenith upflew 

From The Nation, The Owl and The English Review. 








“The Reynolds’ portrait of Mrs. Siddons as the Tragic Nurse was 


sold at Christies’ yesterday for 52,000 guineas,”—Provincial L’aper 


Unlike the painter's better-known “Tragic Muse,” this 
picture is beheved to be absolutely unique. 





“If you really cannot refrain from standing under a tree, choose & 
beech or a birch; for these trees are seldom if ever struck by 
lightning.”—Daily Express. 

Smith Minor discredits this. He himself has felt a distinct 
shock followed by a scorching after-glow when recumbent 
under the twigs of the second-named tree. 





“A public meeting ‘ for women under thirty’ was held at the Memor- 
ial Hall, Farringdon Street, London. last night, at which all the 
speakers were under 08, except the proposer and seconder of the votes 
of thanks, who were aged 72 and 92 years.”—Provincial Paper. 


By way, no doubt, of redressing the balance. 
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| BACK TO THE LIMELIGHT. 
Tux Or Acton. “I'M AFRAID I’M PAST PLAYING THE HERO; BUT IT’S SOMETHING 

TO KNOW THAT I SHALL HAVE A STAR PART AS THE VILLAIN.” 












































| even considered the subject. 
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without coming to the House for per- Harmswortn's Ministerial style. Thus 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. | jnission.” Hethinks only in half-milhons | when asked whether a Ukrainian leader 


Monday, July Tth.—The Treasury | now. | called Gricorterr had conducted pog- 
Bench showed no outward signs of its Che Lords also spent a busy day in| roms against the Jews in South Russia, 


recent defeat in the division-lobbies.| considering the bureaucratic activities|}and in many places wiped out the 


Captain Wepawoop Benn, disappointed | of the Government. The dairy-farmers| whole Hebrew population, the utmost 
at seeing no symptoms of impending dis- | of the West, who have been mulcted in| that he would permit himself to say 
solution, inquired what the Government | twopence a gallon by the Milk Com-| was that Gricorierr was reported to 
were going to do about it. Mr. Bonar} mission, found an ardent champion in| be “strongly anti-Jewish in his sym- 
Law may have been inwardly per-| Lord Srracuie, who accused the Minis- | pathies.” 


turbed by the behaviour of his followers, | try of Food of a dark design to capture} Mr. Swan is justly proud at having 
but he was not going to give himself|the milk trade in order to keep itself] elicited from the CHANCELLOR OF THE 
away to an avowed opponent, and re-| alive Lord Russert as a motorist} Excnegurr a statement that Victory 


lied that the Government had not yet | complained that though Zeppelins had| Bonds now purchased will be imme 
} : ] . 

| 

l 


mg ceased from troubling, Dora still| diately available for the payment of 





Mr. Cuurcutte’s recent contributions | obliged him to hide his light under a} death-duties, but nevertheless intends, | 


to the Sunday Press evoked the curi-| bushel; and Lord Hanpane vainly | Tam credibly informed, to resist as long 
osity of Mr. Arnotp, who wanted to} protested against a Forestry Bill eaters 08 possible the temptation to make a 


know whether they represented the! which, he implied, you would not be! song about it. 

views of the Government. The Transport Bill com- 
Mr. Law’s reply was a little pleted its Report Stage, but 
vague. ‘The articles in ques- not without further attrition. 
tion,” he said, “are in the Mr. Rawiinson and Mr. Mar 


RIoTT combined in moving 
that the Minister-Designate 
should have only one Parlia- 
mentary Secretary instead of 
two. Only a very powerful 


sume pr sition as the speeches 

my right honourable 
friend.’ [The House was 
left wondering whether this 
meant that they were re 
( cause could on the second 
day of the University match 
bring Cambridge University 
and Oxford City into the same 
camp; and although for a 
time the Souicrror-GENERAL 
put up a stout resistance he 
was ultimately obliged to 
send for his Leaprr, who, 


arded by his colleagues is 
equally unimportant, 

“A Woman, Two Dogs and 
a Motor-Car”™ would be a 
cood title for Mr. Cuurcn 
ILI s next literary effort. The 
Wa eecretary could see no 
reason why a Lady -Com 
mandant should not employ 
her pets to guard Govern 


ment property. Sut he found 


on seeing the forees arrayed 
against him, surrendered at 





nocse tpe irom the } orns ¢ f discretion, took the Whips 
the dilemma presented to off and so saved the Govern 
him by Mr. MacVracu—that ¢ s i ment from another defeat. 
if the dogs were not muzzled On the Finance Bill Sir 
they were breaking the law Mr. Bonar | DuNNo wor’s COME OVER THIS "ERE MOKE. Ir Ponanp Macnean did his 
and if they were muzzled ! Ne ge ee ee ee [ WHIPS "IM best to induce the Coalitionist 
theyec yuld not protect thecar, a Free Traders to defeat the 
In one respect, at any rate, the House | able to see the woods for the officials.| Preference proposals, or at least to 
of Commons is a truly representative | Lord CRawFonp replied that short views | limit their operation to September 30th, 
body. It is as much subject to hot fits} were no use in arboriculture and ad-| when the Government are pledged to 
and cold fits as the rest of us. Four | vised the prophet of clear thinking to} produce their whole fiscal policy. But 
days ago it rang with cheers when the | procure “a mental telescope.” he met with no success. Mr, CHAMbER- 
Prime Minister announced that Wu T'nesday, July 8th.—The Housing| Lary stoutly resisted this attempt to 
LIAM HOHENZOLLERN was to be tried in} Bill had a rather rough passage inj destroy at the outset his modest monu- 
London. This afternoon the cheers |Committee, and the Lonp CHance.tor| ment of filial affection, and adroitly 
were scarcely less loud when Colonel | was obliged to accept several amend- reminded the “ wobblers”"’ that it was 


A. Murray asserted that “ no one par-| ments, including one (moved by Lord} Mr. McKenna, a prophet of their own, 
ticularly wishes the ex-Kaiser to be} Norrmprooxk) which he confessed him-| who had imposed the duties enabling 


brought over here.’ This uncertainty |self unable to construe. But he paid| the Preference to be given. 
g \ £ 


as to his fate must be very wearing for| no attention to Lord Sypennam’s sug-| Wednesday, July 9th.—Jenny GueppEs 
the exile of Amerongen. igestion that the Government should | flinging her stool at the Dean's head 


Warned by last week's experience,|appeal to the Bricklayers’ Union to|in the High Kirk of St. Giles can 
Sir Eric Gevpes showed himself much | abrogate the rule which forbids a man| hardly have created more widespread 
more accommodating than heretofore 
to the critics of the Transport Bill. 
Hie not merely accepted amendments 
designed to fetter his financial freedom, 
but of his own accord proposed to 
limit to the trifle of £500,000 the sum 
he might spend on any new service 


| 


no doubt, that if such an appeal had|of an unusually dreary Question-time 
any chance of success the Bill would| with the announcement that on the 
not be necessary. 16th inst. the price of coal would be 

An avoidance of anything like over- | raised six shillings a ton. The fat was 
statement is a characteristic of Mr.|in the fire at once. The miners’ repro- 





to lay more than six hundred and fifty | consternation than did AucKknanp of | 
bricks a day—for the very good reason, | the same ilk when he broke the repose | 
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sentatives saw in the increase, which 
the Minister had definitely ascribed to 
the consequences of the SaNKEY award, 
a covert blow at their policy of Nation- 
alisation, and clamoured for a new 
Commission to investigate the causes of 
the reduced output. is idea did not 
find much favour. “Bar Bolshevists,” 
boomed “ Boanerges" Stanton. “ Have 
no economic freaks!” squeaked Mr, 
Macgutsten. And Mr. Borax Law 
thought a Commission was superfluous, 


| since no amount of discussion would 
| alter the facts. The country has got to 


pay the miners’ wages in one form or 
another, and it is fairer and certainly 
more conducive to economy that the 
cost should fall upon the consumer than 
upon the tax-payer. 

The few Members who remained 
in the House for the resumed debate 
upon Preference were rewarded by an 
entertaining speech from Commander 
Kenwortny. Before the War, it seems, 
he was an ardent Preferentialist, but he 
has heen converted from the error of his 
ways by conversations with Colonial 
soldiers and sailors, who, according to 
him, never talked about Tariffs—this 
does not surprise e—but were elo- 
quent upon “ the future organisation of 
the world, the founding of a common- 
wealth of all people.” This does sur- 
prise me, since it is not the experience 
of others who have had the privilege of 


| conversing with these gallant fellows. 


{s it possible that the Commander's 
companions could have been indulging 
in the favourite Colonial pastime of 
“leg-pulling ” ? 

One or two Coalitionists spoke and 
voted against the Government, but the 
majority held firm, and enabled Mr. 
CHAMBERLAIN to extend his Preference 
not only to the existing Dominions and 
Dependencies but also to any “ man- 


| dated territories ’"—~hideous term !— 





which the League of Nations may see 
fit to entrust to us. 

Thursday, July 10th.—Although the 
so-called Enabling Bill passed through 
Committee in the House of Lords the 
New Reformation is not likely to begin 
just yet. The measure has still to ob- 
tain the approval of the Cabinet and 
the House of Commons, and even if it 
survives these ordeals will only enable 
the Church to legislate for herself sub- 


| ject to the approval of an Ecclesiastical 





Comittee of the Privy Council and of 
both Houses of Parliament. In these 
conditions Church reform is not likely 
to exceed the speed-limit, and there is 
little danger of His Grace of Canrrr- 
pory figuring in the réle of Jnnv. 

On the Third Reading of the Transport 
Bill Sir Erte Grpprs made a praise- 
worthy effort to live up to Mr. Bonar 
Law’s recent description of him as “one 


of the most modest men I know.” You 
would think to listen to him that he posi- 
tively enjoyed the network of advisory 
committees in which the Lilliputians 
had attempted to enmesh him. As for 
the roads, to which he was supposed 
to be an enemy, he was so enthusiastic 
in praise of their construction and 80 
lyrical in description of their infinite 
possibilities that Mr. Joynson- Hicks 
beamed with satisfaction. And the 
climax was reached when, in announc- 
ing the proposed personnel of the new 
Ministry, he revealed the fact that, with 
a woderation that astonished the House 
no less than himself, he had included 
in it only two oflicials of the North- 
astern Railway. 

Only the National Party still re- 
mained obdurate. Sir Ricnarp Cooper, 





= 


Mr, Reginald McHen. “ ANd TO THINK CHR) 
ARE THE FRUITS OF MY LAST SITTING!” 
its “odd file,” saw nationalisation in 
every line of the Bill, and moved its 
rejection. He was nobly supported by 
General Pace Crort, and insisted upon 
challenging a division. The gallant 
pair were duly named as tellers. But, 
like the Needy Knife-grinder, they had 
‘none to tell, Sir,” and the Third Read- 
ing was carried by 245 to 0. 

Business done (as Toby, M.P., used 
to say).—The National Party's. 





“The colossal Diplodocus Ceernejii in the 

Soufh Kensington Natural History Museum.” 
Birmingham Daily Post. 

What a judgment on Mr. ANDREW 
Carnroiz, who presented the Diplodo- 
cus and is an enthusiast for phonetic 
spelling. x 

“Marshals Foch, Joffre and Petain are to 
lead a vietory march through Parison July 14. 
Windows in the Champs da’ Elysees, from which 
to view the scene, are being let at prices 
ranging from £80 to £400. 

The price of bricks has now risen to about 
1}d. each.”—Yorkshire Paper. 


It looks as if they expected some 





strangers in the procession. 








IF FLOWERS COULD WALK. 
Ir flowers could walk about, I know 
Daintily, daintily they would go 


To and fro along the grass 
Prettily, prettily smile and pass. 


I know that they would meet and talk 
In coloured groups along the walk, 
And, ladylike, with perfect ease 

Bow low to every passing breeze. 


I see them move and set afloat 
Their clouds of perfumed petticoat 
And chide with aromatic kiss 
The baby buds that walk amiss. 


I almost see them turn about 

And spread their scented sunshades out, 
Or pause and, laughing, lean as one 
With jewelled smiles toward the sun. 


But when the evening star hung low 
Above the sunset’s fading glow, 
Back to the borders, light as air, 
Like drifting rainbows they 'd repair. 


And then a perfumed prayer they ‘d say 
And fold their fragrant frocks away, 
And go to sleep like ‘my son John,” 
Keeping their green silk stockings on. 








* Cook (experienced), active, temporary, any 
length of time ; well up in sauce, fruit-bottling, 
break-making.”—Scottish Paper. 

We fear her sauce and shall give her 
a miss in haulk. 


“The honeymoon is being enjoyed at Tan- 
bridge Wells, the bridegroom leaving in:a 
costume of fawn amethyst, Georgette hat, 
trimmed with silver, flowers and braid.” 

Local Paper. 
It is supposed that he wished to avoid 
attention. 


Krom a draper’s advertisement 
“A Collection of Personally-created 
FUR GARMENTS 

of particular interest to buyers of High-class 
Furs now offered at Summer Prices.” 
At last we know the meaning of the 
announcement so often seen in furriers 
windows, “ Ladies’ Own Skins Made 
Up.” 
“How tHe Busnvess Girt can Keer Pre. 

A series of articles of great value to the bust- 
ness girl has been specially written for the 
Daily —— by Dr. ——, O.B.E, the die 
tinguished lady surgeon. 

Embracing rowing, walking, gymuastic exer- 

cises, dancing, the articles will appear at 12- 
tervals of a few days.”—Evening Paper. 
We understand that the compositer 
who refrained from putting a comma 
after “embracing” has been rewarded 
for his self-control. 


There was a fair lady of Sheen 

Who dyed her blond chevelure greed, 
But she got into print, 
Not by means of her tint, 

But by ealling a Bishop “ old bean.” 
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THE NEW ERA. 


Preacke Sunpay iN THE Park. 


| Next week the following advertise- 


A FORCED SALE. | ment appeared in The Hampstead 
in Kpisode of the great Purni | Harbinger 
hanine.) ip For Sats A Table, kitchen top, dining- 

ly was finding the table in the bath- E vom legs; 30s. to good home.—Apply 7, 
room that gave me the idea. Peachblossom Mansions, West Hampstead, 

‘Prudence,” I said, “why is that |" ween 9 apd 6 on the 23th inst, 
table in the bathroom ? | * 

‘I ve been spring-cleaning the flat, ‘| While we were sitting at breakfast 
said Prudence, as though that ex-|on the morning of the 29th inst. Pra- 
plained everytluing. | den e suddenly said 

‘I know,” I said; “ but now there 's| “Can you hear that noise, Joseph ?”’ 


‘Now you come to mention it,” | 
[ can hear a kind of murmur. 


nowhere for me to dry myself unless [| 
stand on the table, and then I should | replied, « 
bump my head against the ceiling and| It sounds,” I added dreamily, “ like the 
bring the Postlethwaites through. You | voice I have a touch of 
know what these ceilings are. \the poet in my composition and often 
“ We 've never really had room for the | throw off little lyries in my spare time. 
wretched thing,” remarked Prudence. ‘lt sounds to me hke a strike- 
And then I had my idea. said Prudence 
“ We'll sell it,” I said: “furniture is} T went to the window and looked out. 
fearfully scarce just now and fetching} At the entrance to Peacliblossom Man- 
tremendous prices.’ isions stood a large crowd gazing up- 
“Splendid!” said Prudence I ‘ve | we ards with anxious expectant faces. I 
been wanting some new silk stockings.’ | called Prudence to the window. 
As a matter of fact I had already ear- “Good heavens,’ said she, 
marked the proceeds of the sale for the} on earth has happened ’ 
purchase of pyjamas; but a bushand| “ Pradence,’ | said solemnly, “there 
should not be selfish. has urder at Peachblossom 


of the sea.” 


|} meeting 


“what 


been a 
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Mansions, and these people have come 
to visit the scene of the crime. We 
shall be famous at last; 
will appear in The Daily Snap: * Mr. 
and Mrs. Joseph Simpkinson, who heard 
the dying screams of the vietim.’ By 
the way, did you hear anything last 
night?” 

“T heard something,” said Prudence, 
‘but 1 thought it was cats.” 

“ What you thought,” I said judi- 
cially, “is not-evidence. You niust be 
more precise in the witness-box."’ 

“And it’s time,” said Prudence in- 
consequently, “that you were off to 
the City.” 


I put on my hat and gloves, kissed 


Prudence, went to the front-door and 
opened it. Without the slightest warn- 
ing a large female of menacing aspect 
shot over the threshold, struck me 
amidships and felled me to the ground. 
I rose stifly and saw that. she had 
heen impelled by the weight of a large 
crowd behind her. 

‘‘Madam,” I said, “there is some 
mistake; this is not the scene of the 
murder. ts 

“ I saw you fivst,’ shesaid truculently. 
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“T know,” I murmured, rubbing my 
damaged salient, “ but-——” 

“Where's that table? I want that 
table!” she went on, 

A hearse shout of protest rose from 
the crowd, which now filled the hall. 

“Tf you would wait a moment—— 
[ began. 

“Sammy!” she shouted, 

“Coming, mother,” said a graff 
voice. I heard the sound of groans 
and muffled cries of pain proceeding 
from its immediate neighbourhood, 

“ My son,” said the female, her grim 
face relaxing for a moment, “ ‘eavy- 
weight champion of Cannin’ Town.” 

The groans sounded nearer, and sud- 
denly a burly unshaven man of repul- 
sive aspect emerged and stood beside 
her. The family likeness was most 


striking. 





| 


slightly rumpled but bright-eyed and 
triumphant. ; 

“I've got it,” she said exultingly. 

“(jot what?” I asked feebly. 

“The money, of course,” she said. 
“You forgot the money, you silly old 
thing.” 

I looked at her reproachfully, 

“Do you mean to tell me,” I said, 
“that you, a frail woman, bave tackled 
the heavy-weight champion of Canning 
Town for a paltry thirty shillings?” 

“Tt wasn't nearly so bad as the 
Bakerloo,” said Prudence cheerfully. 








WAR’S AFTERMATH. 
In the old days I was not thought 
much of as a ericketer. When [ was 
allowed to play at all, I went in ninth 


wicket (unless we were gne man short, | by megaphone. 


iJuny 16, 1919. 


| ‘Y went on to bowl. My first ball hit 
ithe umpire at my end, 


He woke up 
| yawning and stretched out his arms to 
their full extent. My next ball fell 
within reach of the batsman. It wasa 
slow half-volley. Up, up it soared ina 
beautiful parabolic curve. 1 watched 
itsleepily. It reminded me of the dear 
old howitzer I used to play with “out 
ithere.” It looked as if it would never 
lcome down. But it did—in the next 
field but one. 

It was then that I found myself 
murmuring: “If the shoot is to be a 
suecess, I must put on elevation for my 
next shot.” 

It landed (without any assistance 





from the batsman) full pitch on the 
pavilion baleony. The captain began 


to get nervous, and tried to take me off 


The umpire at my end 





“ Wot abaht it, guv- 
ner?” he said, breath- 
ing heavily. 

“What about 
what?” I asked. 

“That table,” he 
auswered briefly. 

I caleulated my 
chances against him 
and dismissed them as 
negligible. The main 
thing seemed to be to 
get rid of the table; 
that gone there was 
some hope that we 


should eseape with 
our lives. 
“It's in here,” I 


said, pointing to the 
bathroom. 

Closely followed by 
the vanguard of the 





THe Boy Scour HAPPENED 





THE DEMOBBED HORSE. 


TO SOUND THE * 


CHARGI 


seemed quite keen 
about it, but the 
square leg one object- 
ed, and said I must 
finish my over. 

I depressed consid- 
erably for my next 
shot. The ball hit my 
left toe (full pitch) and 
ricochetted towards 
the batsman. No one 
knows what happened 
to it after that. 

However, they cave 
me a new ball, and I 
was satisfied. I had 
bracketed. 

The next delivery I 
prepared with consid- 
erable care. I had no 
intention of discharg- 








crowd, Sammy plunged into the bath- 
room and reappeared holding the table 
above his head. 

“'Table’s sold,” he roared in a huge 
voice, and then, ably seconded by his 
parent, commenced to fight his way 
towards the door, After a superhuman 
struggle he won through, and the crowd, 
inflamed by the sight of the table, 
| followed him out. I shut the front- 

door, staggered back into the dining- 
| room and collapsed on the settee. 
* Prudence,” I called hoarsely, imag- 
| ining that she must be hiding under 
| the bed, “ Prudence!” 

There was no answer. A terrible 

_ thought flashed into my mind. What 

if there had been a murder in Peach- 
| blossom Mansions? 1 leapt up and 
| searched frantically through our little 
| flat. Prudence was nowhere to be seen. 
Then I heard a knock at the door. 

“They are bringing her back,” I 
shuddered. Then, pulling myself to- 
gether, I went to the door and flung 
it open, Outside stood Prudence, 


Go ere 





when I went in eighth), I was one of | 


those fellows who go on to bowl after 
the wicket-keeper has taken off his pads 
to have a try. I was usually put at 
square leg when the off-theory man was 
bowling, and long stop to the slow stuff. 

Now I go on to bow! first. 

There has been a war. 
vented a new kind of ball. 

It happened in this way. Our op- 
ponents had scored 850 for none. 
Most of our side had been carried into 
the pavilion in a fainting condition. It 
was very hot. There came a time 
when the last bowler struck. He said 
his union would not let him work 
more than eight hours a day. 

Then it was that our skipper, in his 
coign of vantage on the pavilion balcony, 
had a brain-wave. He put me on to 
bowl by megaphone. 

I was as fresh as paint. I had been 
employed all day in receiving the ball 
from the spectators on the other side of 


the boundary, and returning it to the 
bowler, 


I have in- 


ing it until I had pro- 
duced pencil and paper and worked it 
out to a nicety. Then J ran up to the 
crease and swung my arm. In an al- 
most inappreciable space of time the 
ball had vanished completely. The um- 
pire signalled a wide. 

After waiting in silence for a short 
time he produced another new ball 
from his pocket and ordered me to pro- 
ceed. 1 argued the point. I said that 
we hadn’t seen the last of the previous 
ball; that its muzzle velocity was six 
thousand feet per second, and its eleva- 
tion (as measured by, my pocket-clino- 
meter) eight-nine degrees five eight 
minutes; that by all the brightest and 
best of the laws of gravity it was bound 
to come down somewhere; that if he 
would not believe me he must at least 
take the testimony of so eminent 4 
physicist as Sir Isaac Newton; that if 
he would only condescend to look at it I 
had a copy of the Principia in my pocket 
and could, I thought, convince him; 
that, failing that, I had a crate of range- 
tables in the pavilion. 
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When I found him adamant I ap 
pealed to the batsman. 


that I didn’t want to frighten him, but 


I had the range to a nicety—it’ was 


twenty-two yards, no feet and no inches |} 


to speak of; that I was very sorry, but 
I wasn’t at all sure that I wasn’t a 
yard out in my calculations, and I might 
have worked on a basis of twenty-one 
yards; that I had forgotten to allow 
for drift, which, as doubtless he was 
aware, was not negligible when the ball 
was new. In short, l exhorted him not 
to place the onus of manslaughter upon 
me, but to leave immediately. 

He left. In fact, they all left. 

They had not, however, gone’ very 
far before a sharp exclamation from me 
made them all turn round again’ (Ff had 
gone to inspect the batsman’s wicket). 

‘*Look!"’ Ieried. “It’s an O.K.!” 

They all looked towards the wicket, 
and perceived that though both the leg 
and off-stumps remained in situ, the 
middle one had completely vanished. 

Ignoring the risk, they rushed back 
to the spot. Sure enough it was just 
as I said. There was no trace what- 
ever of the middle stump. 
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I explained | 
that a projectile with a muzzle velocity | 
of six thousand feet per second would | 
strike the earth at a very similar pace; | 
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| “Umpire,” I said in clear ringing 
tones, “ how is that?” 

The man was shaken to the core. 

Tears of emotion quivered on his eye- 
lashes. He raised his arm impres- 
sively. 
| * Out hs he replied. 
When I had a moment to myself I 
|took the stump out of my trouser leg 
and concealed it behind the lockers in 
the changing room, The ball I kept as 
a souvenir. 








Bryan O’Lynn—New Style. 


Bryan O’Lynn wished to buy some 
new boots 

| And replenish his wardrobe with twelve- 
guinea suits, 

| But having exhausted his balance at 
} 


Coutts 
|He has gone to the woods, where he 
lives upon roots, 


'In a garb that would seandalize Fal- 


staff’s recruits 

| Application received for a post in the 
|Copying Department of an Indian 
| Government oflice :— 

Hearing that there is necessity of some 
more plagiarists in your plagiarism office, I 
beg respectfully to offer myself as an ap- 
prentice and a candidate as one of them.” 
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“My DEAR, CONGRATULATIONS |! How prenieutTruL! I've Just HEARD YOUR BOY HAS BEEN GIVEN THE L.B.W.!” 








Perils of Mixed Bathing. 
“The bride was given away by her bather,” 
Provincial Paper. 


* Wanted Lady who could manage aChristian | 


boarding-house, or man and wife.” 
Chure h 7 ines. 
If she is wise 


boarding-house. 


she will choose 


the 


“The Note of the Supremen Council on the | 


sinking of the German fleet reflects pretty 
well the general feeling here.” 

Provincial Paper. 
No doubt the Council are supermen, 
but why not spell it properly ? 


* Here and there the uniform of a Rifleman, 
the light blue of the Air Force, khaki service 
dress or the darker lue of the bArmy Medical 
Service struck a distinctive note.” 

Daily Paper. 
We protest against this libel upon a 
corps noted for its intelligence. 

“The seventh section deals with responsi- 
bilities and punishment and provides for the 
trial of the ex-Emperor Wilson.” 

Shanghai Times. 
China seems to be labouring under a 
misapprehension, which may account 
for ber withdrawal from the Peace 
Conference. 
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PENSIONEERING. 

Suxce [ became the unwilling recipi- 
ent of a stray portion of a Teutonic 
obus, some two years ago, I have ac- 
quired the board habit, developed along 
strictly medical lines. Therefore | was 
not unduly surprised the other day to 
receive a neatly typed but illegibly 
signed missive summoning me to one 
of those orgies which seem to form so 
integral a part of my official life. 

This document, however, departed 
from its customary form in so far as it 
hinted that a period was about to be 
put to my term of service, and that, if 
| could show myself to be suitably de- 
crepit, a pension might be arranged. 

liad this invitation found me still in 
the state of disrepair from which I was 
suffering some eighteen months earlier 
all would have been well, But Time 
the Healer, assisted by professional 
masseurs, has done his work so etfectu- 
ally that my step, which was at one 
time unsteady to the verge of syncopa- 
tion, is now as firm as an army cook's 
souffilé, 

It was in @ penurious spirit, there- 
fore, that I decided to ride to London 
rather than pay the first-class fare for 
a third-class train service. Accordingly, 
on the cessation of my labours of that 
day, I set out on my two-and-three- 
quarters h.p. (hen power) motor-bicyele 
to ride to London. Whether it was 
the fierceness of the sun or the fiery 
temperament of my mount I know not, 
but hardly had I traversed four miles | 
ere she gave a heart-rending sob and 
ceased, 

Of her exact ailment I am unaware, 
but L am informed by those instructed 
in such matters that she had “seized”; 
what she had seized I could not deter- 
mine, buf certainly it was not the bit 
| between her teeth. However, what- 
ever may have been the cause, the 
effect was that I had to furnish the 
means of locomotion for myself, for my 
so-called mount and for some hundred- 
weight of baggage over another four 
miles, back to the starting-point of my 
endeavour, in an atmosphere so close as 
to be almost adjacent. 

Between the anecdote and my text 
the connection may not at first be 
evident, but all will be clear when I ex- 
plain that by the end I had recovered 
my long-lost limp. 

[ eventually reached my destination 
by train and punctually the next morn- 
ing reported as instructed. After I had 
waited about an hour in the ante-room 
and read all the files marked “ Secret 
aud Contidential” whieh littered the 
table therein, the master ef the eere- 
monies arrived. He took, I think, a» 





instinetive dislike to me, and, having 





presented me with a hectographed form, 
on which my name was mis-spelt in 
one of the many ways that a life of 
three years in the army has accustomed 
me to recognise at sight, instructed me 
to report forthwith to a certain military 
hospital the other side of London, men- 
tioning at the same time that, unless 
careful treatment was meted out to it, 
the door had a tendency to slam on 
closing. 

Nothing daunted and with a well-de- 
veloped limp I proceeded as instructed 
to the hospital. There I found the larger 
part of the British Army assembled on 
a similar mission. After an hour's wait 
[ was provided with some forms to fill 
in, for the edification of the Medical 
Officer. Amongst other questions was 
the following: * What in your opinion 
was the cause of your disablement ?”’ 

I gave it as my opinion that a Ger- 
man high velocity shell fired with malice 
aforethought was the cause, adding a 
footnote to the effect that I was not 
bigoted, however, but prepared to be 
convinced on suitable evidence that it 
might have been the doctors who 
operated, or rather exeavated, after the 
event. 

After another wait of three or four 
hours, during which the rest of the 
British Army arrived, I was ushered 
into the presence of the Medical Officer, 
He promptly gave me another form 
to fill in, to show his authority, and 
then asked, “‘ Whereabouts were you 
wounded ?” 

“ Left thigh, Sir. 

“Then let me hear your heart 

As he did so a look of ineffable gloom 
spread over his face, but he continued 
brightly, “ Do your shin bones hurt?” 

On my denial of this soft impeach- 
ment his face fell as low as a bank holi 
day barometer, but still he carried on. 

“Do you limp ? ” he asked. 

This of course was what I had been 
waiting for. I showed him the limp. 
A smile lit up his countenance and, 
hastily seizing a buff slip, he inscribed 
the mystic formula C,11 thereon, adding 
as an afterthought the word “ two 
in brackets, possibly to guard against 
forgery on my part; but sinee he omitted 
to place my name on the document and 
even to sign it, the precaution seemed 
to me superfluous. 

This talisman he ordered me to bear 
forthwith to yet another office. I did 
so, and the officer, on his return from 
lunch, said that of course the certifi- 
cate was null and void, but that he was 
delighted to see me and that in all 
probability the M.O. would eventually 
forward him an official document, on 
the receipt of which I should be de- 
mobilised and reesive much money as 


& pension. 








Nowmy pointis this. Had my bieyele 
not ‘seized ” (some object unknown) I 
should have had no limp and conse 
quently no pension, (1 know that the 
income-tax will probably have to be 
raised another shilling to pay for it, but 
even then I hope to be the gainer). Of 
course my right to the pension is un- 
questionable, but still I think the publie 
should know how I came by it. 





TRANSPORT. 


I ve had te move divisions over Flan- 
ders, 
With horses, limbers, guns and Lord 
knows what, 
Stern brigadiers, divisional commanders 
And all the blessed lot. 


Whole stacks of grub on “ active opera- 


tions ”’ 
By lorry to the ration-duwmps I've 
sent, 
And learnt by heart in all its conjuga- 
tions 


The magie verb “ indent. 


I hoped that, once demobb’'d, I'd ever- 
more shun 
The tasks [’d known as A.A.Q.M.G,, 
But Fate's reserved one “ unexpended 
portion ”’ 
Of labour still for me. 


For back again to England, home and 
beauty 
(My scarlet tabs and cap-band all 
gone West), 
I’m learning how domestic transport 
duty 
Makes child's play of the rest. 


I’d rather cope with Thomas A and 
his kit, 
Arrange for troops (tho’ times were 
out of joint), 
lo reach with forage, bully-beet and 
biscuit 
The “concentration point ”’ 


' 


Than move (it needs a real adiminis- 
trator) 
One better-half with bags and trunks 
for three, 
One son and heir and one peranbulator, 
From London to the sea. 





“On April 27th . . . the wife of - ofa 
son, Assistant Superintendent of Surveys, 
Ceylon, 2nd Lieut., R.F.A.”—Ceylon Paper. 
The little pluralist ! 

‘Rather more than fourteen-and-a-half 
years ago we were thrilled by the cleverness 
and intensity of a young Russian Jewess ia 
Eugen Tschirikoft’s ‘ The Chosen People.’ She 
came to London unheralded by N’clama.” 

Daily News. 
Tt was very encouraging to find that 
without the aid of this famous Zulu 
impresario she won due recognition. 
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| sight of it was like that of a friendly face ; interesting als cs) 
| 
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Vistress (to charlady, wiw has been given @ licket for Ranelagh) Wint, Mus. Brows, AND HOW DID You ENJOY It? 

Charlady. “On, Mc, tv was fixe! Bur, Lor, Tae presses! | WORE MY BROWN VELVETEEN SKIRT AND WHITE SILK BLOUSI 
AN ME BLUE HAT WITH GRAPES IN, AN i ross B SILK COAT WHAT ] BOUGHT PROM MY SISTER LAST YEAR FOR A SOVERRBION AND 
| WASN'T IN IT.” 


lremedy, of course, is obvious, and I trust that the write 
OUR BOOKING-OFFICE, PTE ke 2s : 
By Mr, P No REE vill soon see her way to a fourth volume that shall include 
(by Mr, Punch's Stay of Learned Clerks. _ |the released photographs and tell us how reward came to 
_I was delighted to greet yet a third of those lappy little | the watchers on the hill-top. Meantime (I had almost 
hill-top books in which Minprep ALvRiIcn so engagingly | forgotten to tell you) the title, significant enough, of the 
details for us her experiences, pleasant and otherwise, as | present instalment is The Peak of the Load (Coxstam.r). 
an American householder behind the Western front. The} « When found make a note of.” 


to find upon the cover a charming drawing of the he use The only prejudiced thingin Mr. Krerrna’s little book 


and garden (showing, as the history books say, “eab-|on Holshevism (Hopper) is the lurid picture on the wrapper 
bages cultivated at period”), about which | now share pera bs a tarantula with the head of Lenny (or is it Trorsky ?) 
the author so many genial memories. Incidentally, a pit ty|for a body. This is an error of judgment, as the value of 
that this admirable illustration has been confined t | the hook is its sobriety and tolerance, and it would be most 


precarious existence of a paper wrapper ; it is in every way | profitably read, not by the conservative-minded, but rathe 
deserving of reproduction within covers, particularly since,| by the wrong- headed stalwarts of the extreme Left, wh: 
as a note informs us, the censorship regulations have held | have, lam afraid, rather cold-shouldered our author beeause 
up the photographs that were to have figu ed there. As| he couldn’t prophesy smooth things about the Bolshevest 
for the writing, that is as brave and humorously observ-|régime. Mr. Kewurve is a trade- unionist who has lived as 
ant as ever; ‘though, even for this courageous and witty a workman in Russia sinee just before the beginning of the 
lady, the hopes-deferred of ‘17 and the trials of early '18| War, and was actually, before his escape, employed in the 
were obviously not without their effect. The record stops, | Education Office of the Bolshevist Government. He testi 


when, though thelight was hourly growing, no one yet knew! a creed to free humanity, in fact it is the most damnable 
how near we were to the full sunrise of vietory The | tyranny, using naked terroriam and complete suppression 





ae a ———— 


to my disappointment, in August of last year, at a time! fies that, whatever be the idealistic basis of Bolshevism as | 





3 

i 
i 
; 
: 


shes 8 Hay 


| and putting its detailed 


| happen to belong to the Red Army are at present living ; 


tion. Mr, Cuarnes G. D, Ronerts, putting together care- 
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h as the only means of continuing in power, 
ministration in the hands of axe- 
grinding and axe-wielding scoundrels of the very worst 
type. Mr. Krerina hoped that his fellow-workmen in 
England might be glad to listen to his first-hand account 
of the misery in which Russian working men who do not 


of free s 


but he has found an England divided into two camps or 
schools of prejudice, one holding that a Bolshevist can do 
and mean no right (and that every malcontent is a Bol- 
shevist); the other that a greedy capitalism has frankly 
invented the legend of the Red pore Not much of an 
audience for a man who has a short truthful story to tell 
for what it may be worth. 

Messrs, ArcuipaLp Hurp and H. H. Basnrorp claim 
that Sons of Admiralty (ConstaBLe) is the “first attempt 
to give innarrative form a reasonably complete and con- 
secutive history of the naval war.” Furthermore they 








and is inclined to ery with A-ya, when by chance somethi 

does run away from and not towards us, how delightful it 
is for once to be hunter instead of hunted. So portentous 
are the author's dinosaurs and mammoths and sabre-toothg 
that one feels they could easily brush aside the centuries to 
emerge from the arena of his pages and attack us innocent 
spectators. Think, for just one instance, of a dicky-bird 
twelve feet high and with the head of a crocodile, w alking 
delicately, intent on gobbling up mankind—it did, in fact 
gobble up Mawg, and that, as it happened, most oppor- 
tunely. The special point about the book is that, though 
we have in a way known it all before, this world of the 
fossils, yet in the form of a story, even though the plot is 


of the simplest, it has a new and strange fascination. A 


really jolly tale—of its sort—but who's for the simple life? 
The invasion of Welsh fiction continues unabated, though 
I have yet to find among the invaders one whose work 


reveals any conspicuous affection for the land of his fathers. 





have tried to show that 
the “spirit of admiralty” 
has never shone with 


iy 
greater splendour in our Z A. . i 
race than during the last 
few years, Temperate 
enthusiasms, combined 


with knowledge and 
sound judgment of naval 
affairs, are obviously 
needed for such a task 
as this, and the fact that 
the authors have been 
successful in their at- 
tempt is due partly, at 
any rate, to their refusal 
to gloat over our vie- 
tories or to shy away 
from the one or two in- 
cidents over which we 
had no reason to rejoice. 
Except on what must be 
called the political side 
I cannot say that those 
who are already primed iiblinstahiesinibin 
with specialists’ accounts of various phases of the Wa: 

will derive much fresh information from this book, but 

nevertheless it is absorbingly interesting and can be com 

mended freely as a glorious record of our Navy's part in 

the War. One may not always be able to subscribe to 
the authors’ opinions about either men or matters, but in 

avoiding anything in the nature of sensational disclosures | 
they have shown an admirable reticence and have handled | 


Lay Af 
Editor, “Our READERS HAVE 

Miss Turost.x. 

SINCE 1914." 


A Lor OF INK 








As a frontispiece to In the Morning of Time (Hutcuinson) 
there is a drawing of the progenitor of all the villains of 
melodrama carrying off in true kinema style the first-known 
distressful herome. He is called Mawg and she A-ya, and 
they lived in the epoch of cave-dwellings and flint-headed 
spears, of easy manners and no irksome complex civilisa- 


ful notes from a bad dream and a good museum, bas written 
® yarn which, even without the note which the publishers 
thoughtfully enclosed for the benefit of the reviewer, I should 
have had no difficulty in recognising as one “ that depicts 
the perils which surrounded our remote forefathers.” This 
is even an under-statement, for in fact so amazingly are the 
perils set forth that one has hardly a moment's respite all 


H| gotiaa | 
iy | 





LOS! 





the way through from the most fascinating apprehensions, 


A Ore eee m tecmrtoae " 
. 











Here, for example, is 
Mr. Extis Luioyp giving 
us, in Scarlet Nest (Hop- 
DER AND SrTovuGHrTon), 
what one might call a 
romance of the Welsh 
kailyard. Chiefly it con- 
cerns the infatuation of 
a young (little ?) minister 
for an alleged oporatic 
singer, who fascinates 
him to the undoing of 
his ministry and the 
seandal of the elders. 
There is also a local far- 
mer-squire, a rival suitor, 
whose emotion con- 
strains him to ride vio- 
lently about on an un- 
|tamable mountain pony 
called Megan, and event- 
ually to shoot Nes? (the 
improbable name of the 
enchantress) in mistake 
for her lover. It is about 
I very willingly admit the 


THEIR TASTE FOR WAR-VERSF 
AS FLOWED UNDER FLEET Street 





her that scepticism assails me. 


probability that Mr. Luoyp knows more about the home-lile | 


of South Wales than I do; inthis spirit I aceept en bloc his 
elders, squires, ministers and other native products. But I 
am driven to ask myself if he is perhaps a thought less 
trustworthy on the habits of London opera singers. Would 


they, for example, even in the off season and on holiday, | 


give al fresco recitals on the harp, or attend chapel in cos- 
tumes of “scarlet velvet’’? I all leaves me with the 
impression that, in neglecting to send a photographer to 
Cwm Herlod, illustrated journalism missed the chance of 
a lifetime. a 





An Imaginary Dublin Dialogue. 


Said Lord Frencu, “ Is it really true, Dr. Waisn avick, 
Phat you 're seriously thinking of turning a Bolshevik?” 


Said the pious Archbishop, “ Go ‘long wid ye, FRENCH av ick, | 


Sure I never was more than a moderate Menshevik.” 


“ The loss to the State on the working of the railways to-day he (Sir 
E. Geddes} estimated at £60,000,000—which includes the guarantee 
of the net receipts of 19s, 8d. to the shareholders. ”"— Times. 
Considering that the shareholders were originally promised 
all they got in 1913, the Government might have sprung 
another ninepence and made it even money. 
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CHARIVARIA. 


Up to the time of going to Press the 
date of the German Peace Celebrations 
had not been fixed. 


* 


| 
| 
| 


A Mexican who arrived in London on | 


July 19th inquired the reason of all the 
commotion He informed that 
Peace was being celebrated ; but in spite 


was 


of the repeated efforts of several sym- | 


pathisers no one could make him un 
derstand what Peace really meant 


Workmen in many parts of England | 


insisted on working on Peace Day, says 
item. Feeling, no doubt, that 
they needed a little change, like the 


a hews 


rest of us, 
oo 

Many dogs seem puzzled by the fact 

that, althoug 

] 


heen declare they stillhave 


h Peace has his 
r muzzles j 


‘ 


to wear the 
(Juite a sensation was 


1 


recently caused at a well- 
. - 


snown East Coast resort by 
uncement that ub ~ 
teetotaler claims to have} * 


sea-serpent 


™ @ alat Was aroused 
in Liberal quarters last week 
when the news went round 
that Mi \SQUITH had been 
presented to KinG ALBER 
o he be Tints 


CTeALes needa just now 1 - ; = 
inshine and plenty of if 
it i expected that Sir Kreic GEDDES 
will be asked to give the 
en est attention na cons if 
From recent statements by S | 
WARD CARSON We gather that pe 
s00n rave in Ireland 
Evers boy must be trained for the 
next war, savs Sir Dovuanuas Hav \ 
simple training manual, containing s 
elementary words of command as | 
ward, my Provision ul Government! 
“To arms, the Volunteers ! Peris| 
the Plunketts'! etc., 18, We nderstand 


already in preparation 


Our only enemy remains the British 


Empire,” Count Westarr recently 
assured the Pan German party That's 
what we hope to remain ; but it would 
be idle to pretend that we are unim 
pressed by the possibility of becoming 


the Irish-American Empire 


. D.} a 
‘IT saw my] ekingese dog bi 
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berries off the bush yesterday and eat 
t Surely this is very unusual?” 
writes a correspondent of The Daily 
Mail. There would only be one re- 
corded instance of it if he was our 


darling doggie 


hem 


The leading lady in a West-end play 
recently had a dispute with the man- 
i in consequence was im- 
However it is 
highly gratifying to learn that several 
young ladies in the cast stepped forward 
and offered to take her part. 

* 


agement an 


mediately dismissed. 


> 
Now that the War is over it appears 
it a certain music-hall comedian, hav- 
ing no further use for the same, would 
» dispose of the well-known Mess 
up-otamian joke, only been used a few 


tl isand times 


noying in view of the fact that the 
woman had purchased another needle 
in the meantime. , 

" 

The danger of premature burial is 
not great, declares a Sunday con- 
temporary. Our view is that what 
with Peace celebrations and Jazz music 
it has never been less. 


4 
Joseph ——, who was knocked down 
by a motor-car, says a weekly paper, 
is not out of danger yet. He is still 
in the hands of the doctors. We rather 
fancy we have heard that one before. 
x * 
ry > . , * , . . 
rhe British Empire Union indicates 
that the enemy in our midst, in order 
to trade, is already adopting the name 
of Smith. It would be interesting to 





know which Mr. Smith’s name is being 








+LOOMVILLE 


CREEK. 


N eI WATER HAS MADE THE INHAI 
‘ I) HEAD HAROLD I8 REDUCED TO 
} 
\ y reaches us from Norfolk | 
( Six-t nts old twins 
whi were so much alike that the poor 
bathing them the other 
x i one ol them twice, 
other one was left in the 
Da I I arly drowned. 
Preside CaRRANZA has begun con- 
f he property of British Com- 
pa n Mexico. Itis not yet known 
eth é relying for moral support 
on Mr. Swu.tie or the Lrish-American 
vote 
Des« iy by the police asathoroughly 
DAG CASE + DOV Was released by the 


magistrate because he had 


1 pleasant little face. It appears that 


unother aspect of the case was not 
dealt with as it should have been. 

A gramophone needle which entered 
the arm of a Chicago woman some 


years ago has just emerged from her 


This, of course, is most an- 


u sed , 


According to the news- 
papers profiteering is g 
on as badly as ever. Some 
merchants do not seem to 
realise that there isn’t a war 
on now. ~ 


ong 


The safe containing four 
hundred pounds that 
lost from Oswestry station 
platform has been found in 
the Vyrnwy river empty. 
The significance of the dis- 
covery is admitted by the 
police in charge of the case. 


was 


For various offences 
against the 
Petrograd tailor has been 
sentenced to a total of sixty- 
ex- 


SITANTS 680 
FIGHTING 


Jolshevists a 





two years’ imprisonment It is 
will be a lesson to 


pected that this 


hin, — 

The Dar yj Elapvress points out that 
the Amir AMINULLAH is anxious for 
peace. some hewspapers can never 


keep a secret, 


In a recent breach-o! promise case it 
was stated that the defendant, a farmer, 
after with his 
fiancée for twenty-four years on one 
pretext or another informed her that 
he did not propose to proceed further 
with the matter. To less 
mercurial temperament the danger of 
not adding “for the present’ would 
have been manifest. 


postponing marriage 


one of a 


During the inquest in London on a 
man supposed to have been found 
idrowned the man himself entered the 
lroom. It is not yet known whether 
'this constitutes “contempt of court” 


ior not. 




















— 
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INSPIRATION. 


I rirst met the Serbian major in the 
spring of 1918 in the Chapel of the 
Arena, Padua, studying through x wane 
glasses Grorro's impressions of a busy 
day in Hell. We went and had some 
wonderful coffee-rums together in a 
little resort off the Piazza Garibaldi. 

I met him again iw the late spring of 
1919 in the Zoo at Cologne, quizzing 
» moth eaten yak through a tortoise- 
rimmed monoele, We went and had some 
iced beer together under the chestnut- 
trees by the Rbine-side and talked of 
many things. 

All about us(it was Sunday) obese and 
perspiring Teutons gargled their liquor 
and hiecoughed Pros'ts and Mahiserts 
to one another, the ladies’ paper-under- 
clothing rustling whenever they moved. 
My Serbian shivered. “Oech! hoch! 
woch! ‘The language of horses ’—and 
that is a libel on a noble animal,” he 
quoted. “Pas jotie—heim?  Allons- 
nous.” We strolled down the riverside 
towards the Hohenzollern Bridge. A 
white paddle-steamer labelled “ Hinden- 
burg’ flapped past us down-stream, 
laden to the guards with cheering 
British Tomumies, en route for home and 
demobilisation. A smart Hun police- 
inan saluted as punctiliously, Outside 
# tall house the folds of a great Union 
Jack stirred lazily in the evening breeze. 
Signs of the times. 

“ First the Romans, then the Franks, 
then the Austrians, then the French 
again, then the Prussians,and now you,” 
the Serb commented, nodding his head 
towards the flag. “ Well, I wish you 
could do something that none of the 
other masters have done, and that is to 
dilute the jargon. Listen to it all about 
us. Oh, dreadful! Reminds me of one 
of your Channel steamers.” 

Then suddenly we saw her. She was 
threading through the moving crowd 
before us, accompanied by a sky-blue 
officer. She was petite, she was pretty, 
she was smart, she was plainly not 
indigenous. The Serb nudged me with 
lis elbow. “ French, from the Liaison,” 
he whispered, “ Listen—follow.” And 
follow we did, like a couple of the 
most brazen vieur suivewrs, round the 
Bahnhof, across the Dom Platz, half- 
way up the Hohestrasse, drawn by the 
music of that little woman's voice, the 
purl of her laughter and the play of her 
fluttering hands. At the corner of the 
Ring the couple turned into a restaurant 
and we turned back. 

“ Whew!” whistled the Serb. “ What 
a relief! Like a lark singing in a 
parrot-house. She tinkled and rippled 
like a baby brook, didn’t she? I'l! 
wager she was amusing, too. Did you 
note how that fortunate devil had his 


head bent down to eatch every word ? 
How his shoulders shook—hein ? ”’ 

“Oh, yes,” said I. “Yes, they can 
be very charming, Frenchwomen.” 

He nodded. “Charming! Thereare 
none like them. I will tell you of a 
little episode if you like. It was in the 
early days of te War, just after our 
disaster. My battery was wiped out 
and they gave me a species of a job in 
Paris-——diplomatic work. - 

“Qne morning [ was mooning in the 
Bois, wondering what there was left in 
life for a gunner without guns, when | 
saw a lady walking in front of me with 
two children anda nurse. A lady d'un 
certain dge, vous savez; but ob, my friend, 
with what ankles! Alb my life | had 
kept my eyes about me, but never be 
fore had | seen such a perfect pair. 
They were 

He made a gesture in the air as 
though to describe some Hogarthian 
line of consummate beauty, failed and 
kissed his fingers piously. 

“ Like that?” I suggested. 

“ Like that,” said he. “ Exquisite.” 

“For half-an-hour I followed them, 
worshipping. Presently she came to a 
gate and lifted the latch, and | realized 
that in a moment those wonderful 
ankles would disappear and | showhd 
never see them again. I called up all 
my courage, stepped forward and 
saluted. 

“* Madame,’ said I, ‘ will you be very 
gracious to an old soldier who has not 
known much good fortune of late?’ 

“She bowed, smiling kindly —every- 
body, I think, was sorry for us in those 
days—and said she would do anything 
in her powe! 

“* Madame,’ said I, ‘ you have the 
most perlect pair of ankles in the wide 
world. They are beyond belief. They 
are the most beautiful things I ever saw 
Immortal sonnets have been written 
for far, far less. To-morrow I leave 
Paris, go back to my people, and I shall 
not see you again. But I have here in 
my pocket a little camera. Could you, 
would you, will you permit me to take 
a tiny souvenir of your so exquisite 
ankles to sustain me through the hard 
time that is coming?’ 

“She blushed, she bit her lip, she 
hesitated, she dimpled, then she backed 
into the gatew ay and lifted her skirts 
slowly jusqu'aurs genour.” He patted 
his chest. “I have the photograph 
here in my case. It has been a great 
source of inspiration to me these last 
years.” He turned and tapped his long 
fingers on my shoulder. “ But is there 
any other woman on earth but a 
Frenchwoman who could have carried 
it off with such grace, such dignity ? 
Tell me that, my friend.” ' 





“Is there any other man on earth 


but yourself who would have had the 
frigid impudence to ask it? Tell me 
that,” said }. 
He ehuekled and lit a cigarette. 
PATLANDER, 








DUNSLEY GLEN. 
Tuere is no road to Dunsley Glen, 
[ should not know the way again 
Because the fairies took me there, 
Down by a little rocky stair- 
A little stair all twists and turns, 
Half hidden by the spreading ferns. 


High overhead the trees were green, 
With little bits of blue between, 

So high that they could see, I ‘n sure, 
Beyond the wood, beyond the moor, 
The water many niles away 

Mistily shining in the bay. 


Deep im the glen a streamlet cool 

Ran down into @ magie pool 

With mossy caverns all about 

Where fairies fluttered in and out; 
Their sparkling wings and golden hair 
Made dancing twinkles here and there. 


I stood and watched them af their play 
Until I dared no longer stay ; 

I knew that I might seek and seek 
On every day of every week 

Ere I should find the place again 
There is no road to Dunsley Glen. 











, | 
R. F. ig 
The ‘‘ Dernier Cri’ at Lord's. 

“Tea tables were crowded after H.ton ‘ de- 
clared,’ but the pretty frocks of the previous | 
day were absent, although most of the wearers | 
were present.”—- Daily Mail, 

: 

“ Export of gods from Switzerland to be 
allowed by the Department of Public Mconomy | 
as from to-morrow.” — Provincial Pup ! / 
Will Holland follow this example and 
export the ex-ALn-HiGHest ? 

‘As the Mayor and his followers entered the 
church, the choir and congregation sang the 
morning in his gold chain, cocked hat and 
National Anthem.”—Surrey Times. 

This must have been one of the un- 
settled mornings we have had lately. 

From an article by “A Lady In| 
struetor ” :— 

“An expert woman-driver is quite, if nob 
more, as dependable than most men.” 

Motoring ] arper. 

Sut a little reckless, occasionally, m 
matters of syntax. : 

From a testimonial :— 

“Please send me a tin of ——, as these; 
beastly cockrowhes have appeared agar. 


drove them away for twelve months. If 
is excellent, and so far as my experience g0e%, 
harmless to dumb animals.” 








It is the incessant chattering of these 





creatures after lights are out that has} 
always annoyed us most. | 


—— 
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Earnest Citizen (loth to leave his subject). “ AND, MARK YOU, THE J 
WILL CONCEDE A SINGLE POINT. THEY WILL HAVE THEIR POUND OF FLESH—-NO ‘GIVE AND TAKE. 
, ' » ’ | 
Earnest Golfer. “Ou, yes—quite. Bur I REALLY MUST ASK YOU TO HOLE OUT THIS ONE.” 








THE STANDARD SHIP. 


| 
| 
Iv you ever sailed on board the Polyhymnia | 
You'd have noticed in her Captain and her crew 
An affection for their craft, whom they worshipped fore | 
and aft, 
That was quite incomprebensible to you. 
She'd a character as strong as any human, 
She was wet and hard to handle in a sea, 
Hut her charm was in the way that she spoke to them | 
all day, 
Just as easily as you can speak to me. 


You'd not have understood the Polyhymnia, 
Except perhaps a sentence now and then, 
But her fancies and her tales, in the doldrums or the gales, 
Were like picture-books to simple sailor men ; 
Then they sent her off to cross the North Atlantic, 
But she never told the story of the trip, 
For she struck a floating mine well below her water line | 
And her crew were sent to man a standard ship! 


A standard ship! Poseidon and his Court 
Made holiday to mock what time they saw 

A ship that was no ship; for, though her lines 
Were rigidly correct, she had no soul, 

But only such a life as springs half-dead 

From Government Departments, and she told 
No legends, such as deep may tell to deep: 

As when and why the coral insect learned 

To be the architect of lonely isles 

Set for the harbouring of weary craft, 

Nor what shall happen when the starfish shine. 


| 











(Juny 23, 1919, 


——~——e 





— ; 
Purl . 
Sep ee | 


REAL TROUBLE WITH REGARD TO LABOUR IS THAT NEITHER PARTY 





Not she, indeed, but droned unceasingly 
Statistics of the shipyard whence she came 
Correct, as ever, to the second place 

Of dreary decimals, and these she would 

“ Submit for their concurrence” to the crew, 
Who grew morose, then thin, and, staring out 
From her bluff bows, saw madness in the seas 
And raved at her; and then just in the nick 
The pitying waves washed up another mine, 
Whereat the crew, half-witted and unmanned, 
Drave her thereon and took them to their rafts. 


Now they're gone to sea again in the Euterpe, 
Who's as fanciful and wayward as you please, 
With the family complaint of a searcity of paint | 
And a tendency to wallow in the seas. 
She's the sister of their dear old Polyhymnia 
And her magic is to comfort and condole, 
So they fatten and rejoice 
At the music in her voice, 
As is common in a ship that has a soul. 


“ Large quantities of water have inundated the countryside, but the 
Great Western Railway employees have prevented serious trouble by | 
damning the canal."—Gloucestershire Echo | 
A not uncommon expedient, but rarely so successful as on | 
this occasion. 





en | 
“To be Let, three minutes from sea. Gentleman's well Furnished 
detached House. Fight bed, three sitting rooms, good kitchens, pantry; 
bath-room (h. and c.); cloak-room ; pretty servants’ sitting-room. 
Times. 


A correspondent wishes to know whether the pretty sers ants | 


will be left in the house, or whether the tenant will have} _ 


| 
to bring some with him. 


———— 














| 
{ 
| 


| recently written to a famous firm of 


| opened up, as may be judged from the 


| tunately an adherent to the carnivorous 
| heresy, declares that he owes his robust 


| including ginger-beer. 
| be irreconcilable with that character for 
veracity which I hope and believe has 


| dinner daily, and now, at the age 
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THE PUFF. OBLIQUE. 


A DISTINGUISHED public servant has 


cigarette-makers to say that, though he 
is not much of a smoker himself, his 
friends have tried the cigarettes in ques- 
tion and like them exceedingly. By the 
adoption of this vicarious method a 
wide field of disinterested testimony is 


following examples :— 

To a Butcher.—Mr. Jeremy Sweet- 
apple, the famous Tolstoyan philan- 
thropist, writes from the Garden City, 
Letchworth : Though a convinced and 
life-long Fruitarian I am obliged in 
honesty to admit that my son-in-law, 
Sir Hercules Bludyer, who is unfor- 


health to the unvarying excellence of ~ 
the prime cuts which for many years 
you have supplied to his table.’ 

To a Wine Merchant.—Sir Parry 
Gorwick, F.R.C.P., the famous authority 
on dietetics, writes: “I need hardly 
remind you that both in my practice 
and in my public utterances I have set 
my face like a flint against indulgence 
in any form of alcoholic beverage, 
But it would 





been ascribed to me in my profession 
if I failed to place on record the re 
markable fact that one of my 
patients and friends, a nobleman who 
has attained to Cabinet rank, has for 
the last thirty years been in the habit 
of drinking champagne and port pur 
chased from your firm at luncheon and | 


( l 1e@St 





ol j 
| 


seventy-eight, has been selected to act 
as Chairman of a Commission to inquire | 
into the Nationalisation of Distilleries. | 
Only the other day his handicap at th: 


North Thanet Golf Club was reduced , ‘ 

wee or The Major ND SO YOU'RE TWELVE 

from 30 to 20. HAVE THOUGHT I . 
To a Tailor.—Lord Broke of St ney | Betty. “Ou, Major, YOU PLATTER ME!" 
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ARE you, Berry Reauiy, I suoutpn's 








Derby, I noticed a man in the same 
compartment who was so deeply en- 
grossed jin the book that he failed to 
notice his arrival at St. Albans and was 
further before he 
realised his oversight. As he did not 
belong to the bourgeois class, but was 
lounge suits are admirably cut and will | Wearing dungaree overalls, his testi- 
last with care for three weeks or even | mony was all the more remarkable.” 

a month, | To a Mind-Culture Institute.—Mr. 
_ To a Publisher.—Mr. Sieg Jameson, the great Syndicalist 
Nasalheim, the eminent pro-Bolshevist | leader, writes: ‘‘ Both by temperament 
Georgian poet, writes: “I have not/and experience I am profoundly con- 
read, and, to speak candidly, I do not | vinced of the futility of any study of 
intend to read, Mr. Heetor Buck's Glory | the past, literary or historical. But I 
of Empire. But the other day, while |am an honest man and I cannot blind 
travelling in the train from London to|myself to facts. My colleague and 


Stratford writes: “ Owing to the severity —==== 
of present-day taxation I am unable to} 
continue my custom. But in penning 
this reluctant valedictory epistle | 
feel it my duty to state that my wife's 
cousin, Sir Offley Richborough, who has 
made a large fortune in synthetic sweet 
meats, tells me that your thirty-guinea 


carried fifty miles 


mund Jim 





friend, William Blathers, who has been 
nominated for the post of Foreign 
Secretary in the first All-Labour Min- 
istry, tells me that as a result of a 
six-months’ trial of your ‘ Mnemonic 
Efficiency Course,’ he has completely 
mastered the names of all the capitals 
of Europe. Not bad this for Blathers, 
who is still known by hostile critics in 
Newcastle as ‘ Waffle-headed Wullie.’ ” 








There was an old lady of Cheltenliam 
Whose boots had a great deal of felt 
in ‘em ; 
She said, “In hot weather, 
If they were of leather, 
[ really believe I should melt in ‘e:m.” 























Gloomy Policeman. “ You '’vE HAD ENOUGH. 
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BertEeER GO HOME.” 


Reveller (far from satiated). “Suerr-vp—Pussyroor |" 








| THE NEXT BILL. 


Tue great man leaned back in his 
| chair. A thousand bell pushes sur- 
| rounded the desk. 

‘T shall,as you see,” he said, smiling, 
‘ be in communication with some of the 
| more important of my assistant-under- 
secretaries. But, as you will observe, I 
haye to be modest in my requirements. 
Indeed, [ had to show quite a stiff lip 
to the House before making it sanction 
the paltry provision now permitted— 
that is, for three thousand two hundred 





under-secretaries for Ways and Com- 





munications, and for twelve thousand 
assistant under - secretaries — though 
how a department is expected to carry 
on in this crippled way I don’t know.” 

“Still,” I suggested, “ we may con- 
gratulate you on the fact that your 
policy is winning its way?” 

The great man shook his head mourn- 
fully, doubtfully. «Things are scarcely 
as I could wish. For instance, the 
offence—gross, as I consider it—of 
making use of a steamer for a journey 
from one-coast town to another, between 
which a railway exists, is still merely 


i% misdemeanour and not, as I feel it 





(DON CHAR 








IVARI, 

| ought to be, a felony. I can only hope 
ito strengthen the Bill by subsequent 
amendment.” : 

“The Bill, then, if it takes the shape 
| you desire, will differ a good deal evey 
|from the Bill as we know it?” 

“Certainly. I demand an unspecified 
| and quite unlimited number of assistant 
secretaries. I must be able to create 
new offices if I consider it necessary to 
do so, even at the rate of hundreds a 
day, without being troubled to go to 
Parliament for permission in trivial 
matters of this kind. In the midstef 
all my work I cannot be expected te 
remember to an odd hundred how many 
employees of a certain efticient Railway 
have applied to me for jobs during the 
past twenty-four hours, and as I am 
bound, if only in the country’s inter- 
ests, to take them on as secretaries, I 
must not be trammelled by the thought 
that all the existing offices are filled.” 

“And what other powers do you 
claim?” 

‘I must have power to pay such 
lsalaries as I consider suitable. It is 
| ridiculous to suggest that the employee 
of a peculiarly remarkable Railway 
should be expected to rub along on the 

remuneration that would no doubt be 
proper in the ease of other people. _ 

| “IT want also to secure the definite 
abolition of all canals, coastal steamers 
}and roads—all of which lead simply to 
| wasteful competition with railways and 
| which in the past have made it difficult 
|for us to raise freights to the level to 
| which we feel they ought to go.” 
| “ And does your ambition 
there ?”’ I asked. 

“No,” he said, as he rose to conclude 
the interview ; “I shall not be satisfied 
until the nation as a whole realises 
that upon the railways, and ultimately 
upon the most efficient line of all, its 

happiness and prosperity depend. 


ss 
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THE HOUR OF TRIUMPH. 
To-pay my lady walks with pride; 
And who has better right than she 
To put an inch upon her stride — 
Who found a cook 'twixt lunch and 
tea? 
What though her working hours be few, 
Her wage the ransom of a king ?— 
More glory than NapoLxon knew 
Is hers who caught her on the wing. 


What matter if by Monday week 
We hear that she has “changed her 
mind” 
And gone some other place to seek, 
As is the fashion of her kind ? 
What matter if her trunk arrives 
And leaves next day—accepted style ? 
The triumph of the hour survives : 
We've owned a cook a little while. 
} W. H. O. 
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A WAR CROP. 


Wuew the litter of warfare is finally 


| cleared up, one Y.M.C.A. hut I know 


of will yield a choice crop. 
It (the crop) was raised over the 


period in whieh various minor States | 
Thus, when China| 


joined the Allies. 
came in, the manageress suggested to 
our Colonel that he and his officers 
should present the Chinese flag to her 
The Colonel approved, the flag 


hut 


was got down from London, and the| 


manageress arranged a “ Chinese even 
ing” concert. At this function the 
Colonel unfurled the flag, and our pet 


pianist played what the programme | 


declared to be the Chinese National 


| Anthem, during which we all stood at 


“attention.” 
three hearty “ banzais,’’ butremembered 


| just in time that this is the Japanese 


form of jubilant expression. A Padre 


| (ex-missionary to China) gave us forty 


| converts, 


minutes of dynasties and chances of 
whereas we would 


| preferred five minutes’ compressed in- 





i 


formation in pidgin English. The rest 
of the programme was commonplace 


and insular. If the men hoped { 


a free issue of edible birds’-nests they | 


were disappointed. 
When Siam threw off the 
bonds of neutrality the manageress in- 


chafing 


formed our Colonel that Siam had done 
so. A week later we attended a “ Siam- 


e Passenge 


1 was in favour of giving | 


have 





How MY EAR BURNs! SOMBOXE MUST BE 


























SPEAKING OF ME.” 








| eseevening.” The Colonel did the unfurl- 
jing as before. Our pianist hammered 
| the black notes and called his noise 
the Siamese National Anthem—proba- 
bly purest fiction, but we daren’t risk 
it, and stood solemnly at ‘‘attention.” 
There being no ex-missionary to Siam 
present, the Colonel made the oration, 
| and spoke about the man-power of Siam 
as affected by that nation’s preduetivity 
in twins. Then we settled down to the 
old familiar routine of “God send you 
back to me” and Corporal Jenkins’ 
| farmyard imitations. 
| When Cuba perceived on which side 
| truth and justice lay, we had a “Cuban 
evening.” We unfurled the flag, stood 
stiffly while the pianist played some- 
thing Spanishy, listened to theColonel’s 
thinly-veiled ignorance of Cubism and 
the Cubes, and smoked Havana cigars 
by way of compliment to our latest ally. 
Even Liberia’s timely bellieosity did 
not daunt the manageress, the Colonel 
or the pianist. The interior of the hut 
began to look really bright. The Lib- 
erian National Anthem sounded like 
“Chopsticks '’ syncopated, and when 
asked about it the pianist said they 
were by the same composer. 
As events moved the good work went 
| on. We grew thoroughly cosmopolitan, 
land felt that our hut was the very key- 
stone of the Allied edifice. It was a 
|blow that Patagonia failed to start. 
| We would have delighted to honour the 





bronecho rampant on a field of esparto 


grass. The pianist would probably 
have utilised that weird thing from 
“Peer Gynt.” But we had compen 
sation in Panama, and “ Peer Gynt’ 
was utilised after all. 

That is how the crop was raised 
To whom shall the harvest be given‘ 
Surely, to the League of Nations, as a 
free gift towards the equipment of 
G.H.Q., Geneva. 


OTHER TIMES, OTHER MANNERS. 
(4 weekly paper deplores the cigareti: 
habit among the young mothers of to-day.) 
A time there was, if anguish racked 
The infant soul and, incommoded 
It vocally announced the fact 








(As, reader, you yourself, you know, | 


did), 
Nor laid aside its tearful mien 
For ‘dummies ” doped with glycerine. 


The harassed neighbours far and wide 


Assumed (and rightly) that the wee | 


thing 
Who made them muse on babycide 
Was busily engaged in teething ; 
Its fretfulness was wholly due 
To tiny molars backing through. 
But now another tale ’s to tell ; 
To-day one cannot gather clearly 
In diagnosing baby’s yell 


Whether "tis due to teeth, or inerely | 


That pains assail the little pet 
Through sparks from mother’scigarette 
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A BOOK FOR ALL. 
Seny-praise, it used to be held, is 
no recommendation ; but that was be- 
fore the War. The War has altered so 
many things that it may have altered 
this too, and self-praise be the best 
recommendation of all, Mr, Punch 
hopes so, because he wants to indulge 
for the moment in the pleasure of ex- 
tolling one of his own products: he 
wishes in short to urge upon all his 
readers the merits of M:;. Punch’s 
History of the Great War (CAsSELL AND 
Co.), which one of his young men has 
been “assembling” in time for the com- 
pleted volaume—and a very handsome 
one it is—to be all ready for book- 
buyers as a Peace Day gift. 

Having read the History from cover 
' to cover Mr. Punch is able to affirm 
'with perfect impartiality and not a 
| little pride that it is very well done. 
The labour of compressing the record 
of four-and-a-half critical and crowded 
| years, when so much was happening 
simultaneously on different Fronts and 
in different countries, into a small space, 
| and preserving lucidity and movement, 
| is no inconsiderable one, and the author 
| (who attempts to conceal his identity 
under the initials “OC. L.G.,” but fails 
woefully with all those who peruse our 
half-yearly index or who have read The 
Hawarden Horace and The Life and 
Letters of Sir George Grove and the 
Diversions of @ Music Lover) is to be 
felicitated upon the skill and judgment 
with which he has carried it out. He 
has shown a fine discretion also in his 
selection of quotations, both in prose 
and verse, from the weekly issues, 
which with consistent self-effacement 
he always prefers to his own comments, 
shrewd as those can be; and these pas- 
sages, together with the profusion of 
illustrations, are numerous enough to 
give Mr. Punch the cordial feeling, 
however illusory, that he is really both 
author and artist himself, Since to bea 
good-humoured trustworthy historian 
has always been his ambition, we must 
not grudge the old gentleman his glow. 

Looking through this record, which, 
after a brief glance at the immediate 
antecedents of the Great War—culmin- 
ating in TennieL’s picture of Germania 
with her indemnity leaving France in 
1871 and being saluted with “Au 
Revoir !"—settles down in August 1914 
to a narrative that ends only with Peace 
in the summer of 1919, Mr. Punch 
finds himself almost too poignantly re- 
living those difficult, grievous, wonder- 
ful years. But with the pain is pleasure 
too: recognition of the stout-hearted 
gaiety of the raceand all its smiling com- 
posure under dark clouds. “CG. L, G.” 
indeed, when writing of those early days 





of the War, when humanity was horri- 
fied by the ferocity of the invasion of 
Belgium and the wanton slaughter of 
non-combatants, takes his readers into 
asecret. “ Let it now,” he says, “ be 
frankly owned that in the shock of this 
discovery Mr. Punch thought seriously 
of putting up his shutters. How could 
he carry on in a shattered and mourn- 
ing world? The chronicle that follows 
shows how it became possible, thanks 
to the temper of all our people in all 
parts of the Empire, above all to the 
unwavering confidence of our sailors 
and soldiers, to that ‘ wonderful spirit 
of light-heartedness, that perpetual 
sense of the ridiculous’ which, in the 
words of one of Mr. Punch’s many con- 
tributors from the front, ‘even under 
the most appalling conditions never 
seemed to desert them, and which in- 
deed seemed to flourish more freely in 
the mud and rain of the front line 
trenches than in the comparative com- 
fort of billets or cushy jobs.’” 

It was Tommy, in short, who “ gave 
Mr. Punch his cue, and his high 
example was not thrown away on those 
at home, where, when all allowance 
is made for shirkers and slackers and 
scaremongers, callous pleasure-seekers, 
faint-hearted pacifists, rebels and trait- 
ors, the great majority so bore them- 
selves as to convince Mr. Punch that 
it was not only a privilege but a duty 
to minister to mirth even at times 
when one hastened to laugh for fear of 
being obliged to weep. In this resolve 
he was fortified and encouraged, week 
after week, by the generous recognition 
of his efforts which came from all parts 
of our far-flung line.” These are indeed 
gratifying words to read and treasure, 

Regular readers of Mr. Punch’s pages 
will (like himself) find themselves back 
again in time as they proceed through 
this History, so many well-remembered 
verses, grave and gay, cartoons and 
social cuts, are here. Again we see 
the Kaiser taunting Kina ALBrrt with 
having lost all; again we see the German 
family performing its morning hate; 
again the American Eagle swooping 
from the West, and the Crown Prince 
imploring his father not to repeat the 
mistake of applying the epithet “ con- 
temptible.” Here once more is the old 
lady who had seen the Kaiser riding 
as bold as brass through the streets of 
London, and who, if she had known then 
what she knew later, would have called a 
policeman; and here again the meatless 
gentleman in the restaurant who tears 
off a coupon in order that the band may 

lay five-pennyworth of the “ Roast 
f of Old England.” 

We renew acquaintance with so many 
old friends, not least of them being the 
civilian bidden to the War Office who 








undergoes such extremes of humilia- 
tion and pride; and the North Sea 
skipper with a sore throat who, on 
being asked if he has ever gargled with 
salt water, replies that he has been tor- 
pedoed six times; and the charwoman 
who during air raids never kept still 
because she had heard that a moving 
target is harder to hit. Again we see 
the Kaiser, the doomed egoist, despair- 
ingly watching the sands running out, 
while Mr, Parrripar’s beautiful draw- 
ing of “ Peace the Sower,” which dis- 
tinguished a very recent number of the 
paper, stands as frontispiece. 

Kverything, you see, is here, in very 
noteworthy synthesis: the tragedy and 
the comedy inextricably mingled, as they 
must ever be, but as by more formal 
historians they are not. 

The book closes upon a note of con- 
fident hopefulness for the future. That 
a slightly over-emphasised tendency 
towards frivolity and ebullience followed 
the Armistice is conceded, but, says 
“OC, L. G.,” “when commonsense is 
found in natures that are honest and 
hearts that are clean, it may make mis- 
takes, but not for long. No, the spirit 
which won the War is not going to 
fail us at this second call. Perhaps we 
have only been waiting for the actual 
coming of Peace to settle down to our 
new and greater task. But,” he con- 
cludes, “let us never forget the debt, 
unpaid and unpayable, to our immortal 
dead and to the valiant survivors of the 
great conflict, to whom we owe free- 
dom and security and the possibility of 
a better and cleaner world.” 

In June, 1915, “C. L. G.” reminds 
us, the Germans were very angry with 
Mr. Punch and honoured him with a 
serious warning. His performances, he 
was told, were diligently noted, so that 
when the day of reckoning arrived he 
might be faithfully dealt with. Has 
not that day arrived? If so, can Mr. 
Punch have been pardoned, for he has 
heard nothing. If not, what can be 
in store for him? If any loss of nerve, 
any weakness in handling the varying 
situations that arise so punctually, 
should be noted by his readers, they 
must attribute the cause to this un- 
certainty and suspense. But he must 
not be thought of as anything but im- 
er ea 





Another Impending Apology. 
From a cinema programme :— 
“Wild Youth. 
Landmarks in the Life of the Rt. Hon. 
Lloyd George.” 
From a law report :— 
“Of his bothers-in-law three served in the 
Navy and one in the Army.” 
It looks like a case of “strained rela- 
tions.” 
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THE AMATEUR 


GARDENER v. THE PROFESSIONAL 





DANDELION. 
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‘*So YOU WANT TO BE MY SON-IN-LAW, EH—WHAT—WHAT?”’ 
**Wett—zRr—I WOULD NOT PUT IT EXACTLY THAT WAY, SIR. 
THE REALIZATION OF MY MATRIMONIAL ASPIRATIONS.’’ 
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Bur THE SITUATION YOU MENTION WOULD BE CONSEQUENT UPON 








TO THE SEA. 
(Telling it not to mind about R 34. 


) 
Keep calm, thou mighty ocean, calm, I say, 
Over the recent outcome of events ; 
Let not thy salt tears rise and sweep away 
The Sandville-super-Mare bathing-tents ; 
If any word of mine may haply save 
The Pebbleborough bandstand, hear, O wave. 


Thou art no longer all that thou hast been 
(Before the silvery sausage leaped the tide), 
The single practicable route between 
The realm of England and the realms outside ; 
Where is the ancient trust, the old-time ring ? 
Broken to bits! But cheer thou up, old thing. 


Content thee with the triumphs that remain ; 
Though all the earth were linked by keels unwet 
And Honolulu half-an-hour from Spain 
And no ships ploughed the watery swan-path, yet 
Thou hast romances still, thy shining shore 
Shall make perpetual castles as of yore. 


With huge despatches from The Daily Mail 
From continent to continent we spin, 
Contemptuous of thy green and outgrown pale; 
But who shall rob thee of thy buckets, tin, 
The slippery rocks whereon the starfish roam, 
And all the spoil of sea-weed trailing home; 








The millions who ne’er braved thy heaving breast 
And never shall, by barque nor by balloon, 
But only ask of thee a quiet rest 
Under an outspread handkerchief at noon, 
Who have not shared the stout explorer’s thrill, 
Or if they have—in sailing-boats—felt ill ; 


Who care not greatly how the trade-routes run 
So long as they have ham and eggs for tea, 
And count all kinds of ships as rather fun 
To look at, by thy silvern side, O sea, 
Or two miles off (they called it “*‘ Ocean Glimpse ’’) 
Love thee and worship thee and prod for shrimps ? 


Thou hast thine ozone and a sun that shines 
On parboiled asphalt, and thy lodgings dear, 
Whelks and innumerable fishing-lines, 
The fringes of a southward-facing pier ; 
Therefore be calm, O ocean—men may break 
Thine ancient power, these things they cannot take. 





Let not thine unavailing passions rise 
Against the prowess of our gas-filled craft, 
Whereon so few that love thee have set eyes 
And fewer still would know the fore from aft ; 
In other words, O sea, keep mild and fair 
When I go down to Winkleton-sur-Mer. 


EVvog. 








Perils of Peace-Celebration. 


“The chorus of jubilation was punctured by the reports of fire- 
works,”"—Provincial Paper. 
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DUTY DANCE. 


“WE'VE HAD A DELIGHTFUL 


YOU FROM YOUR NEXT 


NEGLECTING HER.” 


HIS 


BUT I 


THINK 


TOGETHER; 
OR SHE ’LL 


TIME 


ANY LONGER 
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Mapam Victory 


MUSTN'T KEEP 
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‘*So YOU WANT TO BE MY SON-IN-LAW, EH—WHAT—WHAT? 


‘* WELL—-ER 
THE REALIZATION OF MY MATRIMONIAL ASPIRATIONS.”’ 








TO THE SEA. 
(Telling it not to mind about I 34.) 


Keer calm, thou mighty ocean, calm, I say, 
Over the recent outcome of events ; 

Let not thy salt tears rise and sweep away 
The Sandville-super-Mare bathing-tents ; 

If any word of mine may haply save 

The Pebbleborough bandstand, hear, O wave. 


Thou art no longer all that thou hast been 
(Before the silvery sausage leaped the tide), 
The single practicable route between 
The realm of England and the realms outside ; 
Where is the ancient trust, the old-time ring ? 
Broken to bits! But cheer thou up, old thing. 


Content thee with the triumphs that remain ; 
Though all the earth were linked by keels unwet 
And Honolulu half-an-bour from Spain 
And no ships ploughed the watery swan-path, yet 
Thou hast romanees still, thy shining shore 
Shall make perpetual castles as of yore. 


With huge despatches from The Daily Mail 
From continent to continent we spin, 
Contemptuous of thy green and outgrown pale; 
But who shall rob thee of thy buckets, tin, 
The slippery rocks whereon the starfish roam, 
And all the spoil of sea-weed trailing home; 
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I WOULD NOT PUT IT EXACTLY THAT WAY, SIR. 
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BUY THE SITUATION YOU MENTION WOULD BE CONSEQUENT UPON 


The millions who ne'er braved thy heaving breast 
And never shall, by barque nor by balloon, 
But only ask of thee a quiet rest 
Under an outspread handkerchief at noon, 
Who have not shared the stout explorer’s thrill, 
Or if they have—in sailing-boats—felt ill ; 


Who care not greatly how the trade-routes run 
So long as they have ham and eggs for tea, 
And count all kinds of ships as rather fun 
To look at, by thy silvern side, O sea, 
Or two miles off (they called it “ Ocean Glimpse "’) 
Love thee and worship thee and prod for shrimps” 


Thou hast thine ozone and a sun that shines 

On parboiled asphalt, and thy lodgings dear, 
Whelks and innumerable fishing-lines, 

The fringes of a southward-facing pier ; | 
Therefore be calm, O ocean—men may break 
Thine ancient power, these things they cannot take. | 





Let not thine unavailing passions rise 
Against the prowess of our gas-filled craft, 
Whereon so few that love thee have set eyes 
And fewer still would know the fore from aft ; 
In other words, O sea, keep mild and fair 


When I go down to Winkleton-sur-Mer. E\vor. 





Perils of Peace-Celebration. 


“The chorus of jubilation was punctured by the reports of fire 
works,”"—Provincial Paper, 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Monday, July 14th.—In the opinion 
of Lord Batrour or Bburieics the 
practice of “dilution” as applied to the 
House of Lords has been carried too 
far, with the result that the blue blood 
of the peerage is now very little thicker 
than Government ale. Lord Curzon, 
himself an example of both old and 
new creations, admitted that there had 
been a considerable increase 


in the output of hereditary 
titles, but pleaded in defence 
that it had not kept pace with 
the increase in the population. 


Ahundred yearsago there was 
one peer per forty-three thou- 
sand; now the proportion was 
only one per sixty thousand, 
The adv: cates of “ equality of 
opportunity’ have here dis- 
tinct ground for complaint. 
Whyshould the infant of 1919 
have thirty per cent. less 
chance ol obtaining a coronet 
than his predecessor of 1815? 
true that, as Lord Sauis- 
uRY complained with some 
erness, comparatively few 


+ 3 
vid 


oo =e 





of the new Peers ever visit the 
House of Lords after their 
first introduction. Possibly 
| they consider that they have 
| already made suflicient sacri- 


‘ 


ices tor their country. 


| If all the Peers’ debates 
| were as lively as that of this 
} alterr yn there would be no 
| lack of attendance. Nomin- 

ally the subject under discus- 


sion was the Forestry Bill 


illy it was the que tion ol 


the merits or demerits of the 
| squirrel. That engaging little 
Ssyu . lab CNPaAPINe ilu 


| creature found stalwart de- 
Lords BucKMAs- 
TER, PHILLIMORE and Bryce, 


‘ ; 
LO the ias 
} 

i 


| fenders in 


1amed of whom its 
rsute appendages make a 
} 
special appeal; and an equally 
icompromising opponent in 
Lord Crawrorb, who, while 
yielding to none in his admir- 
ation of its delightful acrobatics, in- 


sisted that its destructive qualities 
would be fatal in a Government forest. 
A division was taken, and the “ Anti- 
q, + 


T \ 
. MmajOrivy. 


juirrels ’ had it by a narrow jority 

Most of us would, I think, be puzzled 
to give a list of all the Ministers who 
have sat in the War Cabinet since 
December, 1916. Thanks to a blunt 
inquiry by Colonel Ausrey Herpert 
we now know that the present ** Big 
Five” are the Prie Minister, Lord 
Curzon, Mr. Barnes, Mr. CHamMBeEr- 
LAIN and Mr. Bonar Law. 





It was | 
| pleasing to hear from the last-named |in the price of coal was conducted in an|found the position of liaison oflicer 
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that he and his colleagues had been 
discussing for two hours that morning 
| the question of high prices, with parti- 
cular reference to boots and clothing. 
I should like to have heard Lord Curzon 
‘and Mr. Barnes swapping sartorial 
; remit 





|THE ExcnEeQuer discussing where the 
shoe pinches, and why. 

| A renewed attempt to elicit from Mr. 
i Bonar Law the Government's inten- 


I RED HAND” IN UNEARTHING HIS LONG- 
LOST HATCHET. 


ltions regarding Ireland was unsuccess- 
ful. He would say no more than that 
| we do not wish to attempt anything 
without some chance of success ” 
a very hopeful utterance in view of Sir 
Epwarp Carson’s Twelfth of July 
fulmination in Belfast. As to that, he 
promised that the Government would 
administer the law impartially; but 
when Mr. Devury asked specifically 
what steps would be taken to bring the 
Ulster leader to book the impartial 
| Law was judiciously silent. 

The debate on the p oposed increase 


—not 


1iscences, and the CHANCELLOR OF | 











' 
appropriate atmosphere of gloom. Sir | 
AUCKLAND GEppEsS—Jean qui pleure, as | 
Lord R. Ceci called him in contradis- | 
tinction to the more cheerful Eric— 
grew more and more melancholy as he 
pictured the disastrous prospects in 
store for us unless the coal-miners 
worked more and played less. But he 
was careful to say that they were not 
aloneto blame; andthis gave Mr. Brace, 
to whom the miners had wisely en- 
trusted their case, a chance to 
exhibit his sweet reasonable- 
ness. If the Government 
would hold their hand, he 
said, he and his friends would 
do their utmost to get the out- 
put increased, The Govern- 
ment, having gained their 
main object and startled the 
country into a realization of 
its parlous state, accepted the 
offer ; and for the moment all 
was peace. 

Tuesday, July 15th.—Lord 
MacDonneE.Lt invited the 
Lords to insist that the Gov- 
ernment should declare their 
[rish policy “forthwith.” His 
own idea is that they should 


hark back to the abortive 
scheme of the Convention, 
and disregard the talk of 


“Dominion status,’’ which he 
thought had greatly injured 
the Irish cause. Lord SHan- 
pon, ex-Lord Chancellor of 
Ireland, took the same line, 
but with equal avoidance of 
exact definition. ‘Something 
in the form of a subsidiary 
Parliament,” with control 
over such economic questions 
as were peculiar to lreland, 
was his prescription. The 
Lorp CHANCELLOR Was in an 
Sp kes- 
man at the moment for a Gov- 
ernment pledged to provide a | 
scheme ol self-gover nment for 
Ireland, he is also a member 
of the Ulster Volunteers and 
liable to be called up for ser- 
vice at the whim of his im- 
perious Commander-in-Chief. The most 
accomplished “Galloper ” would find it 


awkward position. 


difficult to ride simultaneously two 
horses that insisted on going in dia- 
metrically opposite directions. / I orth- 


with” is a disagreeable word in such 
circumstances; ‘‘at an early date” he 
suggested would make the motion more 
acceptable; and eventually compromise 
was reached on“ before the end of this 
which, with this heavy obli- 
gation hanging on to it, is in danger of 
being decidedly elongated. 

Sir Artuur STEEL-Marrcanp, having | 


session “ 



















































TSE PIED 





CE RPMS ELLIOT EGO OEE LIRBET IL IIE LOR OE EN 









STATE ar 


nln ss reared! 


A mm renee ae atin 


Reb A ea lens la ON 


PE BATH, Basten ow oN 





94 PUNC 














between the Foreign Office and_ 
Board of Trade more prolific of kicks 
than halfpence, has been suceeeded by 
Sir Hamar Greenwoop, who is expected 
to prove more pachydermatous. | His 
truly British manner of tackling in his 
first reply the pronunciation of the 
“Commission Internationale de Ravi- 
taillement” greatly impressed the House. 

An intimation by Mr.Caurcnm that 
the Army of Occupation in Mesopotamia 
would be reduced and native levies 
employed in its place lured Mr Mac 
Veacu into an inquiry as to whether a 
similar statement could be made re- 
garding the Army of Occupation in 








But the War Secretary was prepared. 
“No, Sir,” he rapped out; ‘nor the 
extent to which it is possible to trust 
the native levies.” A very palpable hit. 
Sir F. Hane, whose favourite sport 
is mare’s-nesting, asked the representa- 
tive of the Sarrrinc ConTROLLER why 
a certain cargo of wood-pulp had not 
been brought home by the Aquitania. 
Colonel Lestiz Witson replied that 
exhaustive inquiries had revealed no 
trace of the alleged cargo and distinctly 
suggested that the hon. Member had 
evolved it out of his own head. 





The pertinacity of Mr. G. Locxer- 
Lampson, in endeavouring to induce 
the CHANCELLOR OF THE EXCHEQUER 
to remove the anomaly by which hus- 
band and wife are regarded as a single 
taxable entity, has met with some re- 
ward. Mr. CHampertars, while still 


| declining to anticipate the report of the 


Income Tax Commission, agreed to in 
crease the abatement in respect of a 
wife from twenty-five to fifty pounds. 
A slight restraint on matrimony has 
thus been removed and thousands of 
existing husbands will find their spouses 
all the dearer for being a little less 
expensive. 

The CaanceLior or THE EXcHEQuER 
was unable to give the figures of the 
Victory Loan, but took the opportunity 
of thanking those who had helped to 
float it, ““whether on the earth or in 
the air.” This must not be taken, of 
course, as a confession that he has heen 
engaged in “ kite-flying.” 

Wednesday, July 16th.—At the in- 
stance of Lord Brassrythe Peers talked 
at large about Nationalization without 
reaching any definite conclusion, poss- 
ibly because nobody provided a clear 
definition on the subject. Lord Asx- 
WITH, as an old Civil Servant, said that 
if it meant putting the coal-mines under 
a bureaucracy he should oppose it root 
and branch, Lord Haupanr thought 
the subject should be investigated -- 
which rather discounted his previous 
praise of Mr. Justice Sankey’s conduct 





of the Coal Commission. Lord Minner 








the | said he had an open mind on the subject, | and the ArroRNEY-GENERAL explained 


another country “not so far away. | 
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and immediately afterwards observed how much he would have liked to do 
that there was an “ irresistible’ trend so, but that the right hon. culprit, taking 
of opinion in its favour. Lord Sanis-|}an unfair advantage of his knowledge 
BURY, as one might expect, considered | of the law, had been careful to keep on 
an open mind a very dangerous thing to | the windy side of it, 
have about you. d hursday, July 17th.—-The modest 
The Commons heard with satisfaction | total of the Victory Loan rather startled 
that the Government had decided to|the House of Commons, which had 
abolish the censorship at midnight on | been led by the Press to expect at least | 
July 23rd, but could not quite under-|twice as much. The CHancerror or} 
stand why, having come to a decis- | THE ExcHrqueEr, however. seemed quite 
ion, they should take a week to carry! pleased with the result. As a very 
lit out. Mr. H. W. Forster said that | large proportion of the 708 millions 
it “ obviously ” required some time to| subscribed is ‘* New money,’ he will at 
all events have enough to cover the 
ep | anticipated deficit on this Year's Budget. 
Cz What if the holders of a thousand 
| ws ge millions of short-dated scurities have 
obstinately refused to accept “con- 
version”? At any rate the War is 
over and he has enough to go on with. 
| \s Omar says in FirzGerao's first 
| version ‘ - 
Ah, take the Cash in hand, and waive the | 





| 
| 
j 
| 
| 
| 





test 


Oh, the brave Music of a distant drum!” 








PEACE TRAGEDIES. 


|'Tumre was an old man of King’s Lynn 
Who used to play tunes on his chin 
So he joined a Jazz-band, 
jut went back to the land 


When his jaw-bone caved suddenly in. 





| There Was ua young man from St, Kitts 
Who went to a ball at the Blitz; 

But his style was so curious, 

Exotie and furious 
That most of his partners had fits. 








Stands Scotland where it Did? | 


t is announced from Tobermory that the} 
\dmiralty are busy compiling a regi ster of the } 
places suitable for the establishment of naval j 
bases in Ireland, and with this idea in view! 
Campbeltown, Tobermory, and I.och-na-Keal | 





ave her sited.”—Daily Payer. } 

MODERATE SUCCESS OF THE Ex.|"* . a ee 
CHEQUER MANDARIN IN HIS LATEST a ea _— 
KITE-FLYING ACTIVITIES. “The Devil’s Own. 


“Letters must be enclosed in another en} 
execute the necessary arrangements. | velope addressed to The Registry, Law Society's | 
It would be too abrupt, I suppose, to| Hell, Bell Yard, W.C.2.” 
send all the censors a telegram, “‘ Cen Law Society's Registry. | 
sorship abolished.” Some of them may | np ae 
. y ‘7 - ae | 
have weak hearts. | bkrom areport of the Bisley meeting: | 
Mr, Cuampersarn firmly resisted a! . “The Bass provided the main interest of | 

. ie ~ he . , 2 TT oe 

proposal to raise the income-tax limit |“ morning.” — Times. 

to £250, but at the same time made! Ve shouldn’t wonder. 





a further extension of the children’s | . td 
allowance, which will have the same | “10st. 
effect in the case of every father who| 


| Apply Fire Station.” 


No. 3, Cardigan Terrace, Victoria A) enue. 

has even three arrows in his quiver. 1 Guernsey Evening Pat 
It is a pity that Sir Epwarp Carson | Very careless, with houses so seanee 

was not in his place to-night. for he| °° 

would have heard a lot of nice things | There was a young man of Rangoon 

about himself and his recent speeches. | Who composed an orchestral Typhoon; 

Mr. Ciyngs pressed the Government | But it isn’t the noise 

to prosecute him, as they had done] That the expert enjoys, 

humbler advocates of “ direct action,” | It's the absolute absence of tune. 


a a Pee ik & 3 ———— 
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| littlest church of them all, 


| my little church to the ripe ruddy-brown | 
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THE cpgeanenriglbate PEACE CELEBRATIONS. 


é Vayor yp BAe... A r ( 
DRILL Now,” 

UPS AND DOWNS. 
\s soon as I saw it I stroked my 


and decided to be married 


tnere at once. 


pat +} 
nouUstaAcne 


long ago about the 


little lost Down chu i) 


but at U heart of 


the 
and the most 


the 


there is surely 


p Waltham, in 
he South Downs, 


ost—till 1 fownd it. 
So small it is one could 


yf 


rassea 


barn the other side of the long-g 
churchyard. The sun and the 


of hundreds of years have 


storms 


veathered 


of the old shepherd's face—the old shep 
herd up there on the hill-side with his 


flock. But the timbered toy tower still 
brandishes its weathercock gallantly 
aloft, defying the centuries. 

Insic le there are, 1 think, pews 
The congregation must sealael of the 
dwellers in those two long farm a 


that guard it like a cor iple of big lazy 
sheep-dogs at watch over a pet lamb. 
And it is in this little church that 
I am going to be married. 
No room there for your great con- 
course of elaborately 


| tailored people, of whom about all one 





| Venice 
Mr. Kiprana had, of course, told me} 


buck two} 
of 10 quite comfortably into the great | 


millinered and} 


om * of ‘LL RIGHT, YOUNG MAN. You CAN GO H WITH YOUR 
nows is that they have reluctantly | there, we two in the dusk, watching the 
resented you with those seventeen cut jye ‘iow moon—our boneymoon—com 

glass rose-bowls, those nine muflineers, | ing up out of the far sea . . 

the terrible inevitable water-colours of Then and only then shall we descend 


to our cottage and cut the wedding-cake 


No need any usher to question | with— 
the handful of friends that come tomy} But here the old rhyme mterrupts 
iwedding as to whether they are for| me 


Bride or Bridegroom ? How shall you cut it without a kurt 


How shall you marry without 


till he longs | 


to change the formula to “* Oranges or | a wife 


Lemons ? 


and in desperation to follow! Yes, I knew I had forgotten some 
| this up with— * ithing. I have found the little church 1} 
“Flere 1es a chopper to chop off your head!” | am to be married in, but 1 have not yet 


| found a bride 


There w iT bridesmaids 2 ° , 
he ill be no bridesmaids, Ah weil, the philosophers tell us that 


no pant 


ing’ Gowagers, No Liss. : ’ . 
5. © ° ; . | if we can’t have all we like we must like 
She and I will stand facing the tiny 

yl . '” all we have. 
altar, and the sunlight will stream down 


, - And [ like this day-dream of mine. 
on us through the narrow pointed win 


We shall hear the south-west | 
breeze rustling the grasses outside. A | 
big bumble-bee will suddenly 
ing past the porch 








dows. , : 
wie “County SURVEYOR’S ResIGNatTion 
he Seeretarv said if they decided on 
superannuation be would be entitled t 
two sixtee nths ot ais salary 
Mr. 0’ ‘I move that we don’t a ept 
| his resignation until he resigns.’ ” 
Trish 
the | | If the Secretary's calculation is correct 
1d over our heads the larks | *. 
“ % ly won't be long. 


We | that sure 


iving 


go boom- thirt 


| 
heat 


Afterwards, side by side we two will 
climb on to the smooth-green, thymy 
hill tops, 
will raise a triumphal arch of song. 


Paper. 





shall look down on the broad many- “ Wanted, two sisters, friends, or otherwise 
coloured world spread beneath our | for entire work of small private house ; fan Lily 
fect like the new life that awaits | of twoladies ; Church of England ; abstainers.” 
us Daily Paper. 
And when the last lark of all has sung | We are sorry for the two ladies if the 


sleep we shall still be | sisters are otherwise. 


the Downs 
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THE DIPLOMATS. 
ul. 

My pear Henry,—The other morn- 
ing I awoke from my sleep and, after 
due consideration, stepped out of my 
bed. Undecided what to do next I 
went to my dressing-table and had a 
good look round. I was still doing this 
with great thoroughness, when my 
attention was attracted to my last 
night’s handkerchief. Its whole atti- 
tude was, to say the least, suspicious. 
To be frank, it had tied itself into a knot. 
Now, if I know anything about my 
handkerchief, it would not do that with- 
out some reason. The matter clearly 
required looking into; in order to look 
into it the more deliberately I hurried 
back to bed. 





suppose it was because | approached 
the affair in this careless frame of mind 
that my handkerchief got tied into a 
knot, and so did I. If you ask me, I 
think these old English ladies are just 
a shade too charming. 

I omit the earlier passages of the con- 
versation, in which at the time I was 
given cause to suppose that I acquitted 
myself with great brilliance. I come at 
once to the point, to which she came by 
easy stages. She was about to return 
to England; she had a native maid; 
the native maid was about to come to 
England also. Her passport 
was in order and ready for the journey. 
Good. About the maid's passport there 
was difficulty and delay. (A-ha?) I 
should readily understand the para- 
mount importance of the old lady and her 


Good, 
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The only other noteworthy conversa- 
tion I could recall was my remark to 
myself as the ladies left us: ‘ Charles, 
this is an error which you will regret.” 

That was the problem which in my 
opinion justified my staying in bed that 
morning even longer than I generally 
do after the final decision to get up has 
been taken. 

When an official has before him ex 
plicit instructions not to do a certain 
thing in certain circumstances until the 
authorities at home have concurred, and 
when he has also before him an explicit 
knot in his handkerchief obliging him 
to do the thing anyway and at onee, 
what happens next? I consulted all 
the Secretaries, odd and even numbers, 
the Counsellor’s typist, and, best autho- 





rity of all, the Chancellery servant, but 





The main facts ap- 
peared upon investiga- 
tion to be the follow- 
ing. A diplomatic of- 
ficial of a foreign power, 
desiring to bring his 
country and mine closer 
together or hoping to 
expedite the peace or 
intending to lure me 
into the declaration of 
another war, had asked 
me to dinner. In dip- 
lomacy it is more 
blessed to receive than 
to give. I accepted the 
invitation. All the evi- 
dence, as I looked about 
my room, proved that 
the dinner- party had 
taken place the previous 
evening and I had been 
at it. This accounted 
for the behaviour of 








Baby Elephant (working his way through the Bun queue). 
CLOSING-TIME CAN SAVE ME 


FROM DISASTER.” 


there was no precedent. 
Either I had to per- 
suade the authorities, 
which was impossible, 
owing to their being so 
far away, or | had to 
dissuade the old lady, 
which was equally im- 
possible, owing to her 


being so near. Bill, 
my soldier colleague, 


having heard the facts, 
ruled that this was un- 
doubtedly a case of the 
irresistible force ad- 


vancing to meet the 
immovable body, and 


that I wasthe unfortun- 
ate in between. | told 
him it was no use talk- 
ing like that at an in- 
ternational crisis, and 
so he got thinking. 

If Bill, the new dip- 


“NOTHING BUT 








everything, except of my handkerchief. 
Carrying my inquiry further, I elicited 
the circumstances in which the latter 
had compromised itself, 

By some oversight, no doubt, my 
hostess had allotted to me as partner a 
lady who was neither the wife, the 
daughter nor even the sister of a First- 
class Ambassador. She was, to be exact, 
merely the mother of the wife of a Third 
Secretary, and that an English one. 
That wasn't good enough, was it? I 
mean, you can’t frame secret treaties 
with Third Secretaries’ wives’ mothers, 
can you? And between one Englishman 
and another, no secret treaty should be 
necessary ... However, there were 


, compensations. She was just as charm- 


ing as only old English ladies can be, 
and [ welcomed a little holiday from 
the awful strain of having to be so care- 
ful what one says, and the still more 
awful strain of having to say it in one 
of those dreadful languages they will 


persist in using on the Continent. I 





maid travelling together and doing it at | lomat, failed to evolve a brilliarit 


once? Of course | understood ; the art- 
ful old thing had postponed this question 
until I was sufficiently fed to understand 
anything she might care to suggest. So 
much for her side of the case. 

As for mine, it was my function in 
those days to sign the passports of old 
English ladies offhand, but to hold 
up the passports of native maids long 
enough to permit of an interchange 
of amenities, by mail, between His 
Majesty’s representatives abroad and 
His Majesty's representatives (all of 
them) at home. I now found myself 
publicly referred to as the most com- 
petent and least red-tape man of my 
time, and at the same time faced with 
the alternative either of confessing that 
in reality T had no scope at all, or of 
saying simply and grandly, “ You leave 
that to me,” and hoping to goodness 
that she would do no such thing. 

I chose the latter alternative, and 
she took me at my word. 





|tion, Bill, the old soldier, at any rat 


solu- 
te 
discovered the quietest way out. He 
sat down to our typewriter, to stamp 
out some draft despatches. (If type- 
writing machines could be made more 
like horses—easier, I mean, to handle— 
Bill would be very grateful and affairs 
would develop more rapidly ; but that 
is by the way.) 


between the thuds, “as in active oppo- 
sition either to the lady or the autho- 
rities ? You should give in quietly to 
both.” 

I saw no sense in that. 

“Give the maid her passport right 
away,’ he went on. 

* But what about the next act; the 
great scene between me and the authori- 
ties ?”’ 

“One is bound to make a mistake 
sometimes,” said Bill, ‘and some mis- 
takes are made by mistake, and some 





are not.” Thereupon he handed me 





“Why regard yourself,” he said | 
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New Butcher Boy (to noble lord s 
New Butcher Boy. “Wert 


\ ] 


the two draft despatches he had knocked 


out of tl e typewriter. 

The first one bore that day’s date and | 
Was an unprovoked announcement from | 
me that | had that day had the honout 


to give Mile. Angéle Thingummy, the 


maid, her passport in the usual course 
The ‘ond one left the date blank and 
ran: “| have the honour to acknow- 


ledve receipt of your despatch, dated 
blank and numbered blank, calling atten 
tion to the fact that no passport should 
have been granted to Mile. Angéle Thing 
without previous compliance 
with your instructions, numbered blank, 
blank, blank and blank. The error is 
Yours, CHARLES, 


umimy 


regretted,’ 








More Pussy-foot ! 

‘And now here is perhaps the most remark- 
able fact of all. Mr. Johnson has been silently 
at work here for no less than five months, 
H irdly a soul outside of temperance circles 


; Knows that he has silently addressed 107 meet 


ings of carefully selected business men and 
others in this country.”—-Daily Mail. 


“Mr. H— — took 
Bailie ——’s remarks, as they were absolut 
uncalled for. He would not sit there and 
stand it.”— Scots Paper. 


strong exception to 
! 





ing his park). “Be you Lorp Rusntron?” Lord R. “Ys, Bor.” 
Ss YI I 
: . Shepherd's Bush has an Arcadian 
WHO’S WHO? 


SANDWICHED in my mind between 
great thoughts on reconstruction seve- 


ral perplexities jostle one another, all| 


provoked by study of Suburban time- 
tables. 

lam particul rly concerned at pre- 
sent to learn more about several dead- 


l}and-gone worthies of the Metropolis. 


ihad a pond. 


For instance, there's Ponder. How 
few people one meets who can tell one 
anything about Ponder, except that he 
had an end. And if one should say to 


these persons, “ Yes, know, but which 
end?” they would be hard put to it to 
answer. 


Can it be that Ponder’s End is really 
indicative of Did Mr. 
Ponder wake one morning (in Newgate) 
to the sound of St. Sepulchre’s bells 
a-tolling? And did he then ride in a 
vehicle along Holborn and Oxford Street 
(with one stoppage for refreshment) on 
his way to a dance upon nothing, hard 
by where the Marble Arch now stands ? 
Even the Underground does not en- 
lighten us on this point, 

Then there is Ball, who apparently 
The rest would appear to 


a warning ? 


sound. Did the bush belong toa gentle- 
man named Shepherd, or does the word 
| Shepherd merely refer to the office of 
the sheep herd who kept his flock from 
straying on the tram-lines? Go to 
Shepherd’s Bush and see if you can 
spot the bush. You will beable to see 
the music-hall and picture-palace with 
the naked eye, but even a microscope 
would fail to disclose for you the where- 
abouts of the bush. 

Who was Palmer? Some callow 
youth who was so verdant that the 
fact had to be perpetuated in the name 
Palmer’sGreen? And what particular 
Parson was it who also affected the 
same hue? 

And then Walham? And Golder? 
Why is the World's End at Chelsea? 
Who Hammered Smith ? 

[Enough,— Ep. } 





“ Wanted.—A thoroughly reliable Head 
Servant that can manage Bungalow, cook 
when required, and wind up the other 
servants.”—Indian Paper, 
1A correspondent suggests that the in- 
tention of the advertiser would have 


|been more completely realised if the 





There was, of course, still the alterna-| be silence. Earl's Court, Baron’s Court! words “put the” had been inserted 


tive of “ taking it lying down.” 


—what Earl and which Baron? 


before the words “ wind up.” 
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OUR PEACE NUMBER. 

We have began to have our Peace 
we have really, They had a meeting 
| about it in the Sixth Form room, and 
unanimously decided by six votes to 
four to bring out the Peace Number of 
the School Magazine, and it’s out 
to-day. 

We are all expected to get a copy, or 
what is the good of having a war? 

There is some poetry in it about “ And 
shall the dastard foe come over here? 
No, no!” It is very good poetry. Fatty 
wrote it. Fatty is very good at poetry 
and things like that. He does it with- 
out having to think at all, so he says; 
he gets something which he cannot 
help, I forget what it is, but he gets it, 
and then he has to write poetry, and it 
passes off till next time. Jimmy says 
he had a rabbit like that once, only it 
wasn’t poetry; it was eating its hutch, 








| on the wood. 


and Jimmy cured it by putting mustard 
Rabbits don’t like mus- 
tard, Jimmy says, because it keeps 
surprising them when they forget it’s 
there—you know. Fatty also wrote ¢ 
splendid piece about the battle of the 
Dodger Bank; it ends up with “ And 
ten thousand German sailors bit the 
dust, and more than that we trust, and 
more than that we trust.” It takes up 


nearly a whole column, so you can tell | 


it is pretty good. 

My name is in the Magazine—really, 
I mean. Tt says, “T. Smith did not 
bat.” You see our second eleven played 


| the Parents, like we used to do before 
| the War. 


| in the match. 





I was sorry for old Jones minimus 
It doesn’t say anything 
about it in the Magazine, because we 
decided to keep it quiet, but Jones 
minimus’s father came in with one pad 
on, and it was on the wrong leg. But 
Jimmy got Jones minimus out of it all 
right. Jimmysaid that Jones minimus’s 
father was right-handed but left-legged, 
and it was a sign of a good cricketer : 
and besides Netson did the same at 
Trafalgar, only it was a telescope. 

You would never guess who was the 
last Old Boy to win a war medal. [It 


| was Brown major's brother. You would | 
never think they would have had Brown | 


| major’s brother in the War at all, not 
if if was ever so, but it only shows. 

| Taylor minor says that Brown major’ s 
brother wasn't even inthe secondcleven, 

| and one day he was asked in class 
where Junius Cassar put his army in 


winter-time, and he actually said that| 
_ ee . . ad . 
Cmsar put them into the Accusative | 


and Infinitive. Taylor minor says any 
silly ass knows it should have 


Ablative Absolute. 


But Jimmy wasn’t a bit surprised, 
Jimmy says Brown major's brother 


\ 


been the | Whose language was ruddy 


| could hold his breath for three minutes 
l without going red in the face, and it 
tana because he was double-jointed. 
| He could make the joints of his fingers 
erack any time you liked. 

Then there is all about the entertain- 
ment we gave for the Blinded Soldiers’ 
Fund. Fatty got it up, as a surprise. 
We acted a play called Julius Cesar. 
Some of the péople had seen it before, 
but they laughed just the same. 
all about Brudus and Cassius, and first 


Cesar gets stabbed, and he doesn’t like 
it, and says, “Et tu, Brute” in Latin, 
just like that; and he had red ink for 
the blood. 

Fatty arranged it. Fatty knows all 
about SHAKSPEARE ; you see he is doing 
him for an exam. at the end of the term, 
that’s why. He says he is called the 
Bird of Avon, and he tells you in the 
notes he put at the end of the book 
what he means, so that you can answe1 
any questions they are likely to set you 
on him. 

Jimmy was in the play; he was 
like acrowd. Jimmy was very good at 
it, ahd did it in his stomach 
surprised. 


and one day « 
him matron to 
have his temperature taken ; 


and sent him to the 
he never 
guessed it was only SHAKSPEARE 

Old Fatty played the part of Mark 
Antony; he was very good at it, but 
the people missed the best because they 
did not give Fatty an encore after the 
speech about ‘‘ Friends, Romans, eoun- 
trymen, lend me your ears; | come.” 
You see, that was where Fatty had 
arranged for the play to end, and if 
they had given him an encore he was 
going to give them an imitation of 
CHARLIE CHAPLIN 

But at the end of the play, instead 
of saying “‘ Eneore!”’ they all laughed, 
so you can tell they enjoyed it. Be- 
sides, we made twenty pounds for the 
blinded soldiers. 





Oh, but there’s lots and lots more in 
the Magazine. One of our Old 





won the V.C., and he was asked to 
write about it, but all he said was, 
I sc ‘ «| 
}“*Glad to hear you had a whole holi- | 
jday; wish I was back again. Good old 


|school! Play the game, you fellows: 


jand, instead of signing his name with | 


| V.C. after it or Esq. or any title like 
a 

j that, he just put “ Jumbo. 

It’s all in the Magazine—it is really. 











Chere was a young tender of mules 


is gules: 
as gules; 


O ironical Fate! 
At an earlier date 
| He had taken three Firsts in his 


} 
she 


ools. 


CHARIVA RI. 


It is| 


he.wouldn’t and then he did, and so} 


third citizen, and had to make a noise} 


you d be | 
He used to practise in the | 
playground when no one was looking, | 
yne of the masters heard | 


Bovs | 
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A FIDDLER. 
A FIDDLER, a fiddler, 
With sears upon his arms 
And golden wound-stripes on his sleeve, 
Who wanders by the farms. 


His fiddle bow was newer when 

He had it out in France, 
| And played to please the fighting men 
} And make the children dance— 





| A soldier, a soldier, 
| I knew it by his glance. 


| A friend I had here yesterday 
| Was blinded in the war; 
| He came to hear the fiddler play 
Who leaned against the door, 
| The fiddler, the fiddler 
| Who gave him one tune mo 
| The fiddler had a soldier's smile 
| (And trod a soldier's pace), 
With just a touch of gipsy guil 
} And wheedling gipsy grace. 
|O soldier, O gipsy, 
I] saw tears upon your face. 


e 


e 


| A fiddler, a fiddler 

Who wandered here by cha 

With golden stripes upon his sleeve, 
Who fought for us in Franet 








Latest Matrimonial News. 

| <Aecording to Bulletin Russe (Lau- 
}sanne, May L5th) “a bachelor living at 
| Smolensk, who could not get rid of his 
, cook, in view of the law that prohibits 
| dismissai of employees, married her and 
|divoreed her, after which he was en- 
ititled to turn her out.” Mr. 
jtrusts that the publication of this im 
| teresting piece of news will not suggest 
'the corollary to any British husband 
}and tempt him to divorce his wife and 


__ 





Punch | 


| marry his cook in order to induce the | 
| latter to remain. 

| | 
; “Tt have been asked if women are not spend: | 
| ing too much on clothes. Of course there & | 


| one here and there, as there always is, but a8 | 
| for women generally I say * No.’ Take the 
majority, they really cannot get sufficient & 
cover them decently. 
Lard, for example, has gone up from 7d. 4 


Ib. to Is. 104., and even dripping that you | 


ould get for 6d. is now 1s. 10d. 
We are glad to know the real cause 0! 
ithe present fashion. 


Commercial Candour. 
In a shop-window in Cologne :— 


* TARIFE 

| Coffee . ° ~ © ° . 40 } f. 

Genuine Coffee . 60 pf.” 

| “Cormnruiax Samuina Cive.—The firs 

| race for the Cleveland Challenge Cup t 
place on Tuesday evening ina very ! ‘ht wind. 


The boats kept close together throughout and 

passed the finishing line within a few weeks af 

one another,”—Jsle of Wight Observer. 

It must have been a very light wind 
| indeed. 


Daily Paper. | 


| 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 
(By Mr. Punch's Stag 

Iv 1 have any grudge against 
The Memorial Biography of Dr. 
vhich bas just been issued unde 
is that they have deliberately abstained from telling us 
unything about his domestic life beyond the bare statement 
“in every relationship of family existence he was ex 
I should like to have learned 
wonderful old lady, “ the Mother o 


"of Learned Clerks.) 

the distinguished editors of 
(+. Grace (CONSTABLE), 
“x the auspices of the M.C.C., 


the Graces,” who helped 


medico than a single anecdote illustrative rather of his 
humour than But no doubt Lords 
and so instructed their co-editor, Sir Home Gorpon, on 
whom has fallen the chief burden of the compilation. 
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iin the field, before increasing weight impaired his mobility, 
| it is recorded that he once caught a man at square-leg off 
| one of his famous “ donkey-drops,”” whereupon the retiring 


| 
| 
i 


| 
| 
| 
| 
















batsman remarked, ‘“‘ The next thing that man will do will 
he to wicket-keep to bis own bowling.” 


lam obliged to Miss Anne TorHam for c illing her book 
The Beginning and the End (Mewrosr), because it males 
me hope that perhaps she and I are in agreement as to 
finding the beginning and the end of her novel very different 
There are plenty of novels which begin well and 
to teach them the game and to the end of a long life was} plenty which end well, and a few others rare and precious. 
an appreciative but keenly discriminating critie of their} Miss Anne Toruam’s book falls for me into the first 
work as a village! category, and her picture of Anne Arbuthnot living on the 
uns (unlike the 


ifarm with Aunt Sarak and Uncle John 3B 





; aunt am 


J 





j uncle that usually adopt you in fiction, they were 

Hawke and Harris considered that “ the play's the thing,” | neither ogres nor fairy god-parents), attending the Misses 

Perkins’ select academy, and learning to play “ The Merry | 
He| Peasant’ and draw woolly pictures of impossible cottages, | 
might, perbaps, have curbed with advantage his passion | affords an insight into the nurture of the young female of | 
Batting and bowling feats, however mar-|the lower middle class towards the end of last century, | 
vellous, tend, when reduced to figures, to become a little | which must prove gratifying to all interested in the young | 
Happily they are relieved by plenty of char-| female of any elass to-day. 
acteristic stories, few of them new, but none the worse for 
that, contributed by a multitude of cricketers who played 
with Grace in his prime. As an example of his keenness 














From his first appearance, 
however, I resented the intrusion of the wicked Roddy, and 
with good cause, as I found later, 
have found something else to do with bright, brave humor- 


I wish her creator coul 
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OUR PEACE NUMBER. 
We have begun to have our Peace 











| in the match. 


| major's brother in the War at all, not “Glad to he ar you had a whole holi- | 
| day 


we have really. They had a meeting 
about it in the Sixth Form room, and 
unanimously decided by six votes to 


| four to bring out the Peace Number of 


the School Magazine, and it’s out 
to-day, 

We are all expected to get a copy, or 
what is the good of having a war? 

There is some poetry in it about “ And 
shall the dastard foe come over here? 
No, no!” It is very good poetry. Fatty 
wrote it. Fatty is very good at poetry 
and things like that. He does it with- 
out having to think at all, so he says; 
he gets something which he cannot 
help, I forget what it is, but he gets it, 
and then he has to write poetry, and it 
passes off till next time. Jimmy says 
he had a rabbit like that once, only it 
wasn’t poetry ; it was eating its hutch, 
and Jimmy cured it by putting mustard 
on the wood. Rabbits don’t like mus- 
tard, Jimmy says, because it keeps 
surprising them when they forget it’s 
there—you know. Fatty also wrote a 
splendid piece about the battle of the 
Dodger Bank; it ends up with “ And 
ten thousand German sailors bit the 
dust, and more than that we trust, and 
more than that we trust.” It takes up 
nearly a whole column, so you can tell 
it is pretty good. 

My name is in the Magazine—really, 
I mean. It says, “T. Smith did not 
hat.” You see our second eleven played 
the Parents, like we used to do before 
the War. 

I was sorry for old Jones minimus 
It doesn’t say anything 
about it in the Magazine, because we 
decided to keep it quiet, but Jones 
minimus’s father came in with one pad 
on, and if was on the wrong leg. But 
Jimmy got Jones minimus out of it all 
right. Jimmysaid that Jones minimus’s 
father was right-handed but left-legged, 
and if was a sign of a good cricketer; 
and besides Netson did the same at 
Trafalgar, only it was a telescope. 

You would never guess who was the 
last Old Boy to win a war medal. It 
was Brown major’s brother. You would 


could hold his breath for three minutes 
without going red in the face, and it 
was because he was double-jointed. 
He could make the joints of his fingers 
erack any time you liked. 

Then there is all about the entertain- 
ment we gave for the Blinded Soldiers’ 
Fund. Fatty got it up, as a surprise. 
We acted a play called Julius Cesar. 
Some of the people had seen it before, 
but they laughed just the same. It is 
all about Brutus and Cassius, and first 
he wouldn't and then he did, and so 
Cesar gets stabbed, and he doesn’t like 
it, and says, “Ht tu, Brute” in Latin, 
just like that: and he had red ink for 
the blood. 

Fatty arranged it. 
about SHAKSPEARE ; 
him for an exam. at the end of the term, 
that’s why. 
Bird of Avon, and he tells you in the 
notes he put at the end of the book 


Fatty knows all 


what he means, so that you can answer | 


any questions they are likely to set you 
on him. 

Jimmy was in the play; he 
third citizen, and kad to make a noise 
like a crowd. Jimmy was very good at 
it, ahd did it in his stomach ; 
He used to pract 


Wits 


ise in the 
pla erol ] hey ne : ] king 

ri ys ound when no one Was Looking, 
and one day one of 
him t 


surprised. 


the masters heard 
and sent him to the matron to 
have his temperature taken; he never 
guessed it was only SHAKSPEARE 

Old Fatty played the part of Mark 
Antony ; he was very good at it, but 
the people missed the best because they 
did not give Fatty an encore after the 
speech about ‘‘ Friends, Romans, coun- 
trymen, lend me your ears; I come.’ 


You see, that was where Fatty had} 


arranged for the play to end, and if 
they had given him an encore he was 
going to give them an imitation of 
CHARLIE CHAPLIN 


But at the end of the play, instead | 


of saying ‘‘ Encore!” they all laughed, 
80 you can tell they enjoyed it. Be- 
sides, we made twenty pounds for the 
blinded soldiers. 


Oh, but there’s lots and lots more in 








iwon the V.C 
| 


the Magazine. One of our Old Bovs 


, and he was asked to 


never think they would have had Brown | Write about it, but all he said was, 


| 1f 16 was ever so, but it only shows. 


“ 
Taylor minor says that Brown major’s | School ! 


brother wasn't even inthe secondeley en, 


« , . a &. , , . } 
and one day he was asked in elass| V.C. after it or Esq. or any title like| 


where Junius Casar put his army in 
winter-time, and he actually said that 
en . = 

Cassar put them into the Accusative 


| and Infinitive. Taylor minor says any 





silly ass knows it should have been the 
Ablative Absolute. 


But Jimmy wasn't a bit surprised, 


Jimmy says Brown major’s brother 
Sosenesncens _ 1 


» 


wish I was baek again. Good old 
Play the game, you fellows ; 
jand, instead of signing his name with 


| that, he just put “ Jumbo.” 


| It’s all in the Magazine—it is really, 
| . 
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i Whose 


8 a young tender of mules 
language was ruddy as gules; 
O ironical Fate! 

At an earlier date 


| He had taken three Firsts in his Sehools. 


you see he 1s doing | 


He says he is called the | 


you 'd be} 











A FIDDLER. 


A FIDDLER, a fiddler, 
With sears upon his arms 

And golden wound-stripes on his sleeve, 
Who wanders by the farms, 


His fiddle bow was newer when 
He had it out in France, 

And played to please the fighting men 
And make the children dance— 

A soldier, a soldier, 
I knew it by his glance. 


A friend I had here yesterday 
Was blinded in the war ; 

He came to hear the fiddler play, 
Who leaned against the door, 

The fiddler, the fiddler 
Who gave him one tune more. 


The fiddler had a soldier's smile 
(And trod a soldier's pace) 

| With just a touch of gipsy guile 

| And wheedling gipsy grace. 





r 


|O soldier, O gipsy, 

I saw tears upon your face. 

| A fiddler, a fiddler 

\W ho wandered here by eh Lice 

With golden stripes upon his sleeve, 
Who fought for us in France 








Latest Matrimonial News. 
According to Bulletin Russe (Lau- 
sanne, May 15th) “a bachelor living at 
Smolensk, who could not get rid of his 
cook, in view of the law that prolubits 
dismissai of employees, married her and 





| divorced her, after which he was en- 
|titled to turn her out.” Mr. Puneh}| 
| trusts that the publication of this in| 


.| teresting piece of news will not suggest 


|the corollary to any British husband 
}and tempt him to divorce his wife and 


! : ° , 
| marry his cook in order to induce the 


| latter to remain, 


} 
| 

| ‘T have been asked if women are n t spend 
| ing too much on clothes. Of course there i 


one here and there, as there always is, bub a8 | 
for women generally I say ‘No.’ Take the 
majority, they really cannot get sufficient @ 


cover them decently. 
vd: 
Lard, for example, has gone up from id. a 


| Ib. to ls. 10d., and even dripping that you | 


Daily Paper. 
| We are glad to know the real cause of 
| the present fashion. 


| could get for 6d. is now Is. 10d.’ 


Commercial Candour. 
In a shop-window in Cologne :— 
“ TARIFI 


| 


Coffee . fore wy 4) pl. 
Genuine Coffee. . 60 pf. 
“CORINTHIAN SAILING CLUB.— The first 


race for the Cleveland Challenge Cup took 
place on Tuesday evening in avery light wind. 
rhe boats kept close together through vat and 
passed the finishing line within a few weeks af 
one another.”—Jsle of Wight Observe? ; 
It must have been a very light wind 
j indeed. 











| prowess ; 
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Dear Old Lady. “ 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks.) 
Iv 1 have any grudge against the distinguished editors of 
The Memorial Biography of Dr. W. G. Grace (ConsTABLe), 

which has just been issued under the auspices of the M.C.C., | 

it is that they have deliberately abstained from telling us 
anything about his domestic life beyond the bare statement 


that “in every relationship of family existence he was ex- 
emplary.” I should like to have lea ned more of that 
wonderful old lady, “ the Mother of the Graces,” who helped 


to teach them the game and to the end of a long life was 
an appreciative but keenly discriminating critic of their 
more, too, of “W. G.’s” work as a village! 
medico than a single anecdote illustrative rather of his} 
humour than of his humanity. But no doubt Lords 
Hawke and Harris considered that “ the play's the thing,” 
and so instructed their co-editor, Sir Homm Gorpon, on 
whom has fallen the chief burden of the compilation. He 
might, perhaps, have curbed with advantage his passion 
for statistics. Batting and bowling feats, however mar- 





wearisome. Happily they are relieved by plenty of char- 
acteristic stories, few of them new, but none the worse for | 
that, contributed by a multitude of cricketers who played 
with Grace in his prime. As an example of his keenness 





ADLY 


rHis YEAI DaYLiauT 


LT IT MYSELF 

in the field, before increasing weight impaired his mobility, 
it is recorded that he once caught a man at square-leg off 
one of his famous “ donkey-drops,” whereupon the retiring 
batsman remarked, ‘‘ The next thing that man will do will 
he to wicket-keep to his own bowling.” 

I am obliged to Miss Anne Tornam for calling her book 
The Beginning and the End (Me.rosr), because it makes 
me hope that perhaps she and I are in agreement as to 
finding the beginning and the end of her novel very different 
things. There are plenty of novels which begin well and 
plenty which end well, and a few others rare and precious. 
Miss Anne Toruam’s book falls for first 
category, and her picture of Anne Arbuthnot living on the 
farm with Aunt Sarah and Uncle John Binns (unlike the 
aunt and uncle that usually adopt you in fiction, they were 
neither ogres nor fairy god-parents), attending the Misses 
Perkins’ select academy, and learning to play ‘ 


me into the 


The Merry | 


Peasant’ and draw woolly pictures of impossible cottages, | 


affords an insight into the nurture of the young female of 


the lower middle class towards the end of last century, | 
vellous, tend, when reduced to figures, to become a little | which must prove gratifying to all interested in the young | 


female of any elass to-day. From his first appearance, 
however, I resented the intrusion of the wicked Heddy, and 
with good cause, as I found later. I wish her creator could 
have found something else to do with bright, brave humor- 
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ous little Anne. It is not that I regret her subsequent 

marriage to a famous surgeon, who I am assured is every- 
thing that is charming and whose only emotion on hearing 
| her story seemed to be hatred of her betrayer ; or that Tam 

not satisfied to leave Roddy ultimately married to a plain 

shrew and vainly longing for Anne’s love and the com- 
| panionship of their little son; but because, when Anne 
became a fashionable painter and began to mix in high 
‘society, the delightful real-life atmosphere of the first 
chapters was shut out. My vote is all for the beginning 
this time, and, as it is the sort of beginning which takes up 
half the book, only the reader who doesn’t agree with me 
| will have any cause for complaint. ao 


450 Miles to Freedom (Buackwoop) is as thrilling a 


~ 


story of triumph over difficulties as the War has brought 
my way. It relates the adventures of eight British officers 
while escaping from the hands of the Turks, and the 
scarcely less exciting preparations which had to be made! 





| 


with greater calmness than I was prepared to expect... . 
I congratulate Mrs. Norris on the new twist she has con- 
trived to give to her murder mystery, which baffled me 
completely and will, I hope, equally baffle you. By the 
way, counsel for young Josselyn’s defence might have made 
the point that murderers are not in the habit (as far as my 
experience goes) of dropping their smoking revolvers into 
their victims’ waste-paper baskets. 


Mr. Barry Pain is entitled to claim that The Problem 
Club (Cottans) provides at least a solution of the difficulty 
of finding a new theme for humour, even if, as here, the 
ingenuity of the device is more conspicuous than the re- 
sulting fun. His plan is to suppose a select club, apparently 
of the idle rich, since abundant leisure seems postulated 
for the members, and set them each month some test of 
ingenuity to be rewarded by a handsome pool. Let me 
hasten to remove for you the apprehension roused in my 
own mind by the ambiguous title. Here is no question of 








| before their formidable ay 
| journey was attempted. It 
| is a tale well told and worth 
| telling, and my only grum- 
| ble against the authors, 
| Captain M. A. B. Jounsron, 
| R.G.A., and Captain K. D. 
Yearsiey, R.E., is that 
they produced some con- 
| fusion in my mind by the 
‘nicknames they gave to 
themselves and four of their 
companions in flight. This, 
however, is an unimportant 
detail in a story of great and 
moving adventure. Starting 
from Yozgad on August 7th, 
1918, these sportsmen ar- 
rived, “eight thin and weary 
ragamuftins,” on British soil 
in Cyprus on September 
13th. Times and again dur- “7 — 
ing this dash for liberty their 
| chance of success seemed to 
| sink to zero; lack of water 





“*ENERY, TO THINK YOU AN’ ME W 





PEACE! 


—ja herring - and - a- half or 
three - sides -of-a-field; the 
problems involved are of the 
more human type, exemp- 
lified by such tasks as steal- 
ing pocket - handkerchiefs, 
establishing a false alibi, or 
making a woman ignorant 
of the plot say, “* You ought 
to have been a_ giraffe.” 
You will not need to be 
told that each of the trials 
finds Mr. Barry Pain with 
some fantastic tale of diffi- 
culties overcome by the con- 
testing members; person- 
ally, however, I think it was 
a wise rule that enjoined 
that the club should meet 
only once a month; taken 
in bulk the record is apt to 
become monotonous. I may 
add, again as my own opin- 
as ONCE IX THE Lapour Corrs!” |!08) that nothing in the 

_________'club’s activities became it 


if 


MMM 
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was, perhaps, the most terrible difficulty which they had to 

fight against, but perils of all kinds surrounded them by day 

and by night. My hat goes off to the whole eight of them, and 
in particular to their leader, Commander A. D. Cocurann, 
D.S.0. « Providence,” the authors write on the concluding 
| page of this fine book, “ was manifest in our escape, and we 

see in 1t an answer to prayer.” In these materialistic days 
| I quote this statement with a certain quiet satisfaction. 


I found Mrs. Norris's new novel, Josselyn'’s Wife 

_ (Murray), interesting in the sense that all reasonably 
faithful pictures of contemporary American society, with 
+no special reference to war conditions, are to friendly 
students of the very progressive descendants of the Pilgrim 

| Fathers. It is an honest competent piece of work, avoiding 
| (perhaps) distinction on the one hand as it avoids banality 
| and ultra-sensationalism on the other, though it does pro- 
vide a very determined vampire and something like a 
murder. Poor Ellen Latimer, a nice thing. becomes Mrs 
| Gibbs Josselyn, Gibbs being born a rich man's son and 
developing into a successful painter. His father marries a 
second time, and in due course Josselyn junior falls under 
the spell of his young stepmother’s beauty, a spell cast 
with the most deliberate premeditation. The author and 
the characters generally seemed to me to take this situation 


| 
| 
| 





| like the giraffe intrigue, indicated above; from this admirable 
|opening it seemed to me that the humour declined as the 
|months progressed. What would Eliza, that eminently 
| practical lady, have said to such a waste of time? Only 
/one person can solve that problem; and I wish he would. 


NOBLE GIFTS FROM NORMANDY. 

Two noble gifts from Normandy have blessed our Island race: 

The first was good Kina W11AM, full of gallantry and grace; 

Conqustor was a proper man, we throve beneath his 
banners ; 

He gave us sounder laws and wider view—and better 
manners ; 

But, though it’s not in history, unless I’m much mistook, 

He brought to us a fairer boon than even Domesday Book. 


Long plenteous years the joy of it within our lives we bore, 

Long Lenten years we missed it through the late unholy 
War; 

We made the best of things, no doubt, and, leal to our 
controllers, 

We champed their soapy substitute between our outraged 
molars ; 

But hail we now the happy day of Peace beyond compare 

That brings thee to our board again, delicious Camembert! 
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CHARIVARIA. 


“ Ropert,” the new hippopotamus, 
has arrived at the Zoo from Holland. 
The report that, through a misunder- 
standing, he had been removed under 
escort to the Tower, is denied. 

*x * 


a 





It is believed that the most philo- 
sophical remark made in any Peace 
crowd was the remonstrance in London 
to animpatient spectator: “’Ere, we've | 
ted five years for Peace: Carn’t you 
five minutes for the 


wai 
wait another | 
blooming procession ?” 
* * 
“T suppose,” said another Londoner | 
in the crowd—this time a little girl- 
thoughtfully, “they won't take the flags 


| down until the Peace is over.” 


! . 
known Hampshire 


| marred by one unlucky 
| mistake, 
| that the prize for the 





ok 


‘ 
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Although quiteanum- 
ber of babies born on 
July 19th have been 
christened “ Pax Victor- 
ius,” no definite action 
has yet been decided 
upon by the BS 3.P.C.C. 

It was very unfor- 
tunate that the Peace 
Day procession splen- 
didly organised by the 
inhabitants of a well- 


town should have been 
It appears 


most original costume 


was awarded to a non- 


THE 
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to relieve the tension between the 
United States and Mexico, President 
CarRRANZA, who was thought to be dis- 
criminating against American citizens, 
having now established his bona fides 
by murdering an Englishman. 


Regarding the recent defeat of British 
forces on the borders of Afghanistan, 
there is good authority for stating that 
the Commission to ascertain whose 
fault it wasn’t will not sit, 

According to a contemporary, Lord 
CURZON OF 
Buckingham caper un noticed the o ther 
morning. Things certainly seem to be 


ing to a pretty pass in this country 


KEDLESTON passed into | 


have already intimated that they are 


ready to give him a trial. 


It is said that the first book of the 
Crown Prince will be Personalities I 
have Met. A second book might be 
Commanders I have Dodged, 

*x * 

In connection with the suggested for- 

mation of a Centre Party in this arse 





| we 1 are asked to deny the rumour tha 
beasts iEDDES family propose holliieg a a 
mass meeting shortly to discuss the 


| matter. . 
* 


i A canary aged twenty-one years died 
jin The Daily Mai l last week. 


As spirits may x used by medical 









The B Ishe vists, according to an! men as stimulants in America, it is said 
= *- ; hee | a motor cars are not 
SS SSS I now the deadly things 


— 


HAS 
118 COMES 
COUPLE OF 


BEEN MADE THAT PEARLS SHOULD 


PRICELES 


———— 


TO PASS THE WOULD-BE CLEOPATRA OF 
ss BRADBURYS IN HER WINE, 
5S > Not 


—— —s 
SSSSSS=__ 


= SS | they used to be in the 
: : SSS | eyes of the pedestrian. 


*At the British Scien 





tific Products Exhibi- 
tion,’ says a contem 
porary, ‘an oven 18 
being shown in which 
nothing can get burned. 

It ought to be called 

— |the‘ King Alfred.’” We 
have one like that, but 

= we shall continue to 
= | call it the “ Robert 


| Sunillie.” , 


“Among recent addi- 





2s | tions to the Zoo,” says 
TAKE THE PLACE | The Field, “are two 
THE FUTURE | Somaliland cheetahs.” 


to be. confused with 





competitor wearing a OF MONEY. IF TI 
EL, “qe WILL DISSOLVE A 
standard suit. * hasnt 

‘‘Odd,” says a correspondent, “that 
during the War sailors had the job of 


getting the mines out of the water, and 
at now they 
the water out 


have been ordered to 


of the mines.” 


x 
— 
; . . 
Since the announcement by a well- 
1 . 4 1 
known circus-proprietor that all his 
clowns have been doing war-work for 
the last four years, more than two 
hundred correspondents have written 
to say that they know in which de- 


partment of the War Office tl ey have 
been empl yed, Curiou 


however, each mentions a dilfere 
aepartment * * 
* 

* An ex-Minister of the late Bavaria 


Cabinet,” says a news item, ‘‘ now lives 
t 


by selling newspapers.” It is thought 
that if he had mastered the news} Aper 
7 siness first he might now be selling 


Ministers. 
x 


abinet 


Latest developn ent s ha 


ve gone 





evening paper, have won a pronounced 
success at Serekrakovskaya. No such 


success could be ours. 


A sciet tific jou 
the next glacial « poe} 
320 yeal S. 
demobilisation 


he scheme wl 


h will be upon usin 
Soldiers awaiting 
are now anxious that 
ereby they are to return 


about » 


their greatcoats and receive a sovereign 
si I lished. 

The la information about the 
Sloug! Mo tor r Depot i that the officials 
are quite convinced that it was a great 


success as a failure 


» best way, Ww . are told, to choose 
one’s nds is by the m« 
born in. It would be 
know if this is how The 


Mr. CaurcHILE. 


interesting to 


The Crown PRINCE, if appears, 
quite ready to commence some ne 
} The Allies 


work if he can get a start. 


mints out that | 


nth they were | 


Morning Post | 


iS OTeVi- 


the British cheetah (Profit 
ponderator), ® commoner animal, 


| A Kingston Hill man has perfected a 
device by which the housemaid with- 
lout leaving the kitchen can tell who is 
at the front-door. The old-fashioned 
method of sending Holdfast to fetch a 
piece of the visitor's trousers for identi- 
fication never worker 1 quite smoothly. 
* 


| Since the recent announcement tliat 
fish can hear, several clergymen 
n up angling and have taken up 
instead 


h ive 
| give 


golf 








‘‘T understand that party rit, party in- 
terest, party organisation must in these very 
erious times be definitely subordinated to 

| national spirit, national interests, and 

A Crazy anv Sevatip Party Game."’ 

Mr. Churciill’s Speech, according to the 


‘ Manchest 


r Guardian.” 
s | Our conte 
|loud and prolonged cheers wh 
| have greeted such a pronouncement, 











mporary omits to record the | 
+h must 
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A CASE OF PRE-WAR WHISKY. 


I rmst met Blenkinsop in the Spring 
of 1916. We were sitting down outside 
Salonika slaying mosquitoes and wait- 
ing until either we or the Bulgars 
received sufficient reinforcements to 
justify a genuine offensive. 

Blenkinsop arrived in command of 
a mixed party composed of A.3.C., 
Sappers, an aeronautic unit, and a 
draft of two hundred mules. As he 
came out witha brand-new commission 
| to a line battalion there was no reason- 
able ground to suppose that his tempor- 
ary command was a suitable one. It 
invaded the camp after the manner of 
a travelling cireus, and Blenkinsop just 
blew into the Mess and left his various 
dependants to settle themselves. He 


| seemed to be particularly fed up with 


them—especially the mules. 

In those days Blenkinsop was not 
a person of striking individuality; his 
outstanding characteristic was his 
toneless acquiescence. He was the 
most plastic, colourless and innocuous 
Second-Lieutenant on the Army List. 
Yet he concealed the germ of greatness. 

He may have been with us a month 
or two months—his personality was 
too hazy to attach itself to time—before 
he emerged from his obscurity. We 
had been singing our unanimous hymn 
of hate about war-whisky. It was a 
periodical affair and served youth as 
a safety-valve for accumulative restric 
tion. When we had said of the Goy- 
ernment what Lady Macbeth said about 
the spot, and all had spoken, the thin 
small voice of Blenkinsop was heard. 

“JT have at home,” it said, “a case 
of pre-war whisky.” 

At the word whisky there was a roar 
of mingled astonishment, disbelief and 
ecstasy which submerged Blenkinsop as 
the surf engulphs the feeble swimmer. 

From that moment dates Bleukinsop’s 

first step upon the ladder of preferment. 
The Colonel inquired about him, and 
the Seeond-in-Command, who was a 
connoisseur of whiskies, spoke to him 
quite frequently, The saying went 
through the camp? “ Have you heard 
that one of the Body Snatchers has 
got a case of pre-war whisky?” 
, Blenkinsop became a welcome guest 
of many Messes and always he was 
pointed out as the man who possessed 
a large quantity of pre-war whisky. 
His popularity reached such heights 
that, when at length he was appointed 
to the Brigadier’s personal Staff, we, 
viz. the entire Mess of the Body 
Snatchers, heaved a profound and 
thankful sigh of relief. We felt we 
had been carrying too much weight. 

I did not see Blenkinsop again until 
the Autumn of 1917. Our battalion 








\ 


had been moved across to Italy, where, 
in the early days of our visit, we throve 
comfortably in a small Piedmontese 
village. An admirable liaison oflicer, 
one Captain Rignolletti Guidotti, in- 
itiated us into the ways of the land. 
He spoke beautiful English, informed 
ua where all the best scraps were likely 
to take place, and was wiser than many 
Generals; also he saw that we were 
provided against all want. He steered 
our Mess President through the diffi- 
culties which encompass the stranger 
in a strange country; he showed him 
the futility of setting his hopes upon 
roast sirloin in a goat and chicken 
district; and put him in the way of 
obtaining the rough, red wine which 
comes from the South. Dearly we 
loved our Guidotti, who adorned our 
Mess in a blue-and-silver uniform which 
carried us back to the high romances 
of the Kingdom of Illyria. 

Then one day the old evil of the 
Northmen broke out in us and we 
treated him to the saga of the whisky 
cravers. He listened to our lamenta- 
tions with the patience of a skilful nurse 
humouring her unpractical charges. 

“ Ver’ sorry, my old beano,” he said 


sympathetically to the Major; “ all) 


the whiskee have travelled West. Last 
week your General got feed up with 
the wine of Marsala and damn him 
profoundly, and be’old, of the Staff 
only Blinkersops have at home some 
prehistoric bottles ... I regret, old 
beano, it is such a putrid egg.” 

Two days later the General came 
over to have a look at us. Accom- 
panying him, red tabbed and immacu- 
late with a piece of ribbon on his chest, 
rode Blenkinsop. He had broadened 
out and was less reticent than of old. 
He told us a good deal about the home 
strategy and ate an excellentlunch. Of 
the General I can only remember one 
incident. Towards the end of lunch | 
overheard him whisper hoarsely to the 
Colonel, “ You'll hardly believe it, but 
there's a fella on my Staff who's gota 
cellariul of pre-war whisky.” 

A few months later Blenkinsop’s 
fame had spread to France and he was 
appropriated by another General who 
at the moment was too valuable to be 
denied. 

_ Last week I was lunching at my Club 
in Piccadilly. I had not been seated 
long before my attention was drawn to 
two people entering the dining-room. 
One I recognised at once as the General 
of a famous Division ; the other was, at 
the first glance, a stranger. It was only 
when I had made allowances for a heavy 
moustache and a dignified and con 
vincing personality that I knew him to 
be Blenkinsop. The man lunching 











with me looked across at them. 
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“You see that fellow with General 
Blank,” he said; “‘ well, he owns a lar 
distillery—in Scotland, I think,” 

After lunch I detached Blenkin 
discreetly from his General. “Look 
here,” I said firmly, “ I understand that 
you have a lake or a loch, or a litre or 
some other liquid measure, of the stuff 
which in the good old days Jeames 
used to produce nightly about 10 pip 
emma.” Blenkinsop attempted to shy, 
but I hung firmly on to his red 
“ Well,” I continued, “I have for three 
long years subsisted on the Graves wine 
of Macedonia, the rough, red wine of 
Capri, 1917 vintage, and, at rare inter- 
vals, a diluted mixture of H,O and 
methylated spirit. 1 am a desperate 
man and nothing but the key of your 
cellar will placate me. If you refused 
shall—I shall publish an authentic 
account of your arrival at Salonika in 
1916, illustrated with snapshots of 
your command from my own camera.” 

Blenkinsop turned pale and glanced 
furtively at his General. 

“It’s all a dreadful mistake,” he 
whispered hoarsely; “1 did have @ case 
of pre-war whisky—but it was only the 
case. My sister kept ber rabbits in it, 
and the sight of the hutch was so 
exasperating to our Scotch gardener 
that he joined up rather than endureits 
proximity. I did try to explain the 
joke,” he added apologetically, “but 
nobody would listen to me.” 





PASSIBUS QUIS. 

[Noting the newspaper discussion as t 
whether Mr. Liuoryp Grorax is inclining— 
im the French phrase—-to tho right or the lefé, 
a correspondent hazards a guess at his possible 
attatude.} 

I sex a Coalition cleft 

And paths dividing right and left; 

In the waste watches of the night 

I ponder if the left is right; 

If not, I might be soon bereft 

Of followers in going left, 

Whereas if left is right 1 might 

Be doing wrong in going right. 

To steal a march—an honest theft— 

I see my chance upon the left, 

And dimly, as by second sight, 

Opponents “left” upon the right. 

Yet right is so entwined with left, 

Like weaver's warp with weaver's well, | 

That if I rudely cut the right 

What's left is in a parlous plight. | 
| 
| 





O horrid choice! One course is left, 
Whilst “ centres" banquet CHURCHILE: | 


chef'd— | 
To have a soldier's heart for fight 
And march ahead—left, right—left, | 
right, 








The Grand Manner. 

“Only a small sum—£233,000,000—is Te | 
quired to meet the deficit on the Budget.” 
Daily Telegrapa- 
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THE PROFITEER’S FRIENDS. 
Joun Bute. “THESE THINGS ARE MUCH TOO DEAR.” 
Mas. Joun Bunn. “AND WE CAN EASILY DO WITHOUT THEM.” 
Born Toerruge. “LET'S GO IN AND BUY THEM,” 
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IN HYDE PARK. 


Small Reveller (reassured as he catches sight of Bottom the Weaver). “Hr! 'Eneert! Come pack. 'Tarn’? Saakspeare: 17'S A CIRCUS, 








THE POINT OF VIEW. 

Ir is astonishing how quickly a bad 
habit can fasten on a man; and there 
is no virus that spreads so rapidly as 
that of avarice. 

But 1 was going to tell you about my 
friend Luker, whom I found yesterday 
frowning at a newspaper with an article 
in it forecasting the Bank Holiday fes- 


“In my opinion,” he said snap- 
pishly, “this water-pageant is quite 
unnecessary. 

“But why?” Lasked. “ Surely it is 
a good thing to use a day of rejoicing 
like that for patriotic purposes. Why 
should there be no more Peace cele- 
brations ?” 

“I didn’t say that,” he replied. “ What 
I object to is the river notion, If that's 
all they can do, it’s time we got to 
| work. We'veall played long enough.” 
“ But Bank Holidays are Bank Holi- 
days,” Lurged. “ You can’t make peo- 
| ple work then. It’s not in the British 
character,” 


| “We've just had a Bank Holiday,” 


| tomfoolery. 





so soon. It’s criminally unsettling.|comfort. People don't live by the river 


And particularly so with this kind of|so there are no windows to let.” 
aa ~. “You're worried about the absence} 

“You can't apply such a term to this| of windows ?” I suggested. _ of 
river pageant,” I said. “It will be} “OfcourseIam,” he replied. “Don't | 
unique, | you want people to be happy and com-| 
‘I don’t hold with river pageants,” | fortable ?—-or are you, like every one 
he replied, else, merely selfish ? Personally I like 
“ Not with the Kina and the Roy al | people to be happy. That's why I 
Barge?” I exclaimed. “It ought to| maintain,” he continued, “ that rivet 
be wonderful. I think it’s one of the| processions are wrong. Besides, you 
most interesting things that has been| know what kind of language bargees) 
arranged for ever so long. We do so| use.” 
little with our river, and here’s an op-| ‘ Not Royal bargees,” I said. 
portunity at last, and everyone is rising | All bargees,” he affirmed. ‘“ No,pro 
to it splendidly.” ; lessions should be on foot, and they} 
“I don’t like river processions,” he | should go where there are windows and | 
repeated. | chairs. That's only common sense} 
“TI hope some one will paint it,” I} Processions are intended to be seem, 
went on. “Like a Canaletto. Or|and to be seen under decent conditions. | 
that great Constable of a river féte| Now look at the procession on Peace 
from Waterloo Bridge.” |Day. That was a sound idea—it passed 
“I don’t care about river fétes,” he | through the streets, between houses, | 
said. and every house had windows ent 
“But why? You must have some|seats. That was all right. W hat I 
real reason,” I said. hold is that, instead of having this rivet 


“Well,” he replied, “ how are people | nonsense in boats and barges, it would 


| 


| 





| 









he said. “ Ridiculous to have another 


to see them? Only from the bridges} be far better to repeat the Peace Day 
and the banks. All packed tight. Nolprocession. Lots of people never sa¥ 
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; < 7 ! 
it. I heard of thousands who were} 
disappointed, poor things! But 
You ‘re just as selfish as} 


what j 
i alto 9 

ao you Care { 
everyone else.” 


‘I’m afraid the project ’s gone too} 

far to be altered now,’ I said. “ But} 

| there’s something in what you say. | 
And of course the East End and the 

City and Bloomsbury might have a/} 


chance this time.” 
“Oh!” he said quickly, “ I wouldn't 


change the route. That would be 
ibsurd. After they ’ve learnt the way, 
too. No, the same Progession, the} 


sume route, but different people. That's | 
how I look at it. And really 
face lit up philanthropically 

| don’t ses why it shouldn't be repeated 
ugain and again until everyone has 


hy 
iis 
‘ 


really 


een it,” | 
‘“ But what about the dislocation of 
ndustry and trade by these public] 
lidays?”’ I asked ‘I thought you} 
deplored that.” 
“Only when they are given to non-| 
sensical and practically private river | 
shows, heexplained. ‘For a fine, stimu 
lating, educative land pageant, such as 
we had on Peace Day, I would set side | 
iny number of days. 
Tt passed by you house, didn't 1t | 
[ inquired. : 
“Yes, of course it did,” he said.] 
Richt past if We had one of the | 
bes spots on the whole route.” 
And you enjoyed it, of course ? [| 
sked. 
Me? Oh, I didn't see it. I let my 
dows, as any sensible man v uld. 
Just about paid 1 rent 


ny 








BIRD-LORE 
V.—TueE Coc; 


Ine kindly eock is the fairies’ friend, 

lle warns them when their revels mu 
end; 

He never iorgets to give the word, 

lor the cock is a th roughly punctu ul 
bird. 

And sinee he grieves that he never e 
tly, 7 


Like all the other birds, up in the sky, 
Che fairies put him now and again 
High on a chureh for a weather-vane. 


Little for sun or for rain he cares; 


He turns about with the prou lest airs, 
And chuckles with joy as the clouds C 
past 








To think he is up in the sk la 
Rn. I 

Recent Athletic ‘‘ Record.”’ 
Gr. Parker, 79th Batt R.F.A 


who held the 
WORLD'S CHAMPIONSHIP 
For Continuous Sword Swinging from 
1913 to 1918.”’ 
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| in due course. 





CH 





FEMININE AMENITIES. 
You’ 


“ Do TAKE MY SEAT, RE 


EVER 


”" 


SO MUCH OLDER THAN I Am 








THE LIGHTS THAT FAILED. 

Mr. Punch has received the following 
pathetic communication :- 

“The Ministry of Munitions made 
it known through the medium of the 
Press that it had a special consignment 
of Dover Patrol flares, suitable for cele- 
brations on Peace night, price ten shil- 
lings each. Joyfully I sent two pounds 
for four flares six days before Peace Day. 
Foolish people say the Government is 

in its methods. By 
of post I received an acknow- 


unbusinesslike 
return 


|ledgment of my money, with the assur- 


ince that the flares would be despatched 
Great were my prepara- 
tions and numerous my guests to see 
the unique display. Alas, no flares 
wrived. Nevertheless the Government's 
icknowledgment by return of post was 


| 
ment that the flares were on the way ? 





stringently rationed for gas.’ 


a document worth showing, and most 
of the guests considered the evening 
well spent in beholding it. 

“On the Tuesday after the Peace Cele 
bration a letter arrived bearing thestamp 
of the Ministry of Munitions. Great 
excitement. Could it be an announce- 

») 
No, it was simply another receipt. 
Again dashed hopes. 

Yet the fault is largely my own, for 
I find that in ordering the flares I was 
not sufficiently explicit. I asked for 
them to be sent for the Peace Celebra- 
tion; I omitted to say which Peace 
Celebration—-whether the one to com- 
memorate the end of the Great War, 
or another in a few years’ time. The 
flares when they arrive will however be 
useful as an illuminant if we are to be 


Say 
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THE ADMIRABLE JENKINSON. 


Poldunk’s does not claim to rank 
amongst the aristocracy of restaurants. 
Its prices are on a seale that allows no 
margin for music, superfluous cutlery 
or ornamental printing. What the man- 
agement save on the laundry bills the 
patrons receive in the quantity, if not 
the quality, of pudding. Therefore the 
presence of Jenkinson as waiter was in 
the nature of an incongruity. 

[t speaks much for the sterling worth 


| of Jenkinson that he did not descend to 


the level of Poldunk’s. In a measure 
he raised it to his. By his mere hand- 
ling of it a metal eruet would be trans- 
formed into the semblance of a piece of 


to utilize my talents properly during 
active operations, but now he would} 
like me to undertake the waiting in the | 


B.H.Q. mess. 


it had been done by my predecessors 





| precious silver plate, and oleaginous 
| Irish stew served by him became an 


| Epicurean delicacy. 


| possessed 


| me unequal to the duties. 


| 


referred to me in very complimentary 
terms when recommending me for the 
Military Medal for ‘aving successfully 
participated in—ahem-—a ‘stunt. 

“ And were you wounded ?”’ 

“| did have the misfortune once, Sir, 
to stop a blighty ’un (an Army expres- 
sion, I may say), but [ did not sustain 
any permanent incapacitation thereby. 
It was after the Armistice, Sir, that 
the seeds of my trouble were laid. The} 
Hadjutant sent for me one day an’| 
remarked that it ‘ad been impossible | 





“ Speaking professionally, I must say | 


LONDON CHARIVARL. 


cident passed off. 
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“They laughed again, and the in- 
But somehow the 
remark seemed to stick in my memory. 

«“ Well, Sir, I was eventually demo- 
bilised, an’ the Duchess very generously 
reinstated me with an hincreased honor- 
arium., She resumed her celebrated 
garden-parties, of which you may ‘ave 
read in the hillustrated journals, and 
one day I ’appened to be serving tea to 
the Dowager Lady Orpington and the 
Bishop of St. Guffs when that chance 
remark of the Hadjutant’s came into 
my ‘ead, Simultaneous a cold shiver 
ran down my spine. What would 
‘appen supposing I sneezed? Let alone 
the probability of damage to the 
Duchess’s choice Crown Derby, a sneeze 
on my part in the vortex, so to speak, 


in a deplorable manner, although I'of such an aristocratic assemblage 





De- 
ferential yet dignified, he 
the thought- 
reading instinct which is 
the hall-mark of the born 
waiter. 

“Jenkinson,” said | one 
day, * what were you be- 
fore you came here?” 

Sefore the War, Sir,” 
he replied in modulated 
“and for a brief 
period after, L ‘ad the hon- 
our to be in the service of 
the Duchess of Port Lock- 
ington as first footman.”’ 

‘ But why ?” Leom 
menced, trying to bridge 
in imagination the im- 
mense gulf between the 
Duchess and Poldunk’s. 

[resigned the appoint- 
ment, Sir, of my own voli- 


tones, 





“I’M SURPRISED THAT YOU 
GIVING HIM CIGARETTES.” 
“HvUsH—NOT 80 LOUD. 





Ir’S MY OFFICE BOY.” 





tion,’’ he replied hastily, as though fear- 
ful lest I should have the temerity to 
criticise a duchess. ‘“ On finding, Sir, 
the strain of the War ‘ad rendered 
The sweet 
to-day is tapioca, Sir, with jam.” 

The idea of Jenkinson being unequal 
to anything on earth was so grotesque 


that 


| that | reopened the subject on his return. 





“The story, Sir, is somewhat lengthy,” 
he said in answer to my inquiry. 
‘When war broke out I saw numerous 
references on the walls to a certain 
style of ‘eadgear, inviting those who 
it would fit to wear it. Judging that 
it approximated to my size I ventured 
to request the Duchess to dispense 
with my services for a short time, until 
the social situation was again stabil- 
ized, so to speak. This she was graci- 
ously pleased to do, an’ I enlisted into 
a very respectable battalion. I have 
every reason to believe, Sir, that I 
carried hout my duties as a soldier to 
the satisfaction of my commanding 
officer; in fact on one occasion he 





am free to admit that conditions were | 
sometimes a bit difficult. ‘Owever, 1} 
was able to heffect certain improve- 
ments, so much so that one evening 
the C.O. invited the Brigade Staff to 
dinner, with the hobject, as the Had 
jutant phrased it, ‘of showing the 
rouge-embroidered nabobs at Brigade 
that the old batt. knew something of 
the art of taking nourishment decently.’ 

“ As the evening advanced I 'appened 
to be serving sixteen or seventeen drinks 
from a tray with one hand whilst ad- 
mixing the necessary soda with the 
other (really quite easy, Sir, when you 
have learned the knack), when the 
Hadjutant —a gallant soldier, Sir, 
though sometimes given to levity- 
suddenly remarked, ‘Jenkinson, what 
would happen now if you were foreed 
to sneeze?’ 

“They all laughed, but I just an- 
swered, ‘Sir, the possibility of sneez- 
ing on my part whilst performing my 
duties is so remote that I confess I 
‘aven’t given it any consideration.’ 





SHOULD ENCOURAGE 8Q YOUNG A BOY BY 


| would be little short of a 
scandal. Then my nose, 
__ | Sir, began totickle,asymp 

-—= |tom I had never noticed 

L, ¥ | previously, an’ I passed 
a? | the remainder of the after- 

=) / | noon in a fever of happre- 
™® (hensivity. From this time 


the garden. parties, because 
I could see my career was 
threatened by @ momen- 
tary lapse. At last I could 
stand it no longer, and | 


presented myself before 
the Duchess. 
“« Your Grace,’ said I, 


‘feeling unequal to my 
duties [ request permission 
to ’and in my resignation.’ 

«¢ But, Jenkinson,’ said 
she, ‘I am perfectly satis- 
fied with you.’ 

“ Still, much against my will and to 
her great surprise, I left her, Sir, an’ 
entered the service of Poldunk’s.” 

“ But why Poldunk’s?” I asked. 

“ Well, Sir, you'll excuse me saying 
it,” replied Jenkinson, “but I am 
morally certain I shall sneeze sooner or 
later in the course of my duties, an’ it 
struck me such a’calamity would be con 
sidered less of a faua pas at Poldunk’s 
than at some other places. An’ now, 
Sir, seeing that your coffee ‘as got cold, 
permit me to replace it.” 

The problem of Jenkinson occupied 
my thoughts to such an extent that, 
next day, between the courses, | made 
certain dispositions on my emptied 
plate with the contents of a white 
packet. Having done this I awaited 
his coming. 

“TI hope, Sir,” said he, taking the 
plate, “that you enjoyed the hash- 
ash-ach-choo! !”’ 

It had come, the impending calamity, 
the long-delayed stroke! Curiously 
enough no one seemed to notice it, 


tt 








# | bonward I began to dread 
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Lady (off for the holidays). “1 2HINK WE'VE GOT EVERYTHING Now,” 


Cabby. “Seems A 











| but Jenkinson, exhibiting a discom- 


ti 


| hebullition in future. 


posure that I am sure he had never 
shown before in his life, rashed from 
the room, 1 waited, expectant and 
anxious. 

Ile was baek in a 
apologetic but again perfectly self-pos- 
sessed, and there was something of an 
air of subdued elation on his immobile 
features. ” 

“Sir,” he began, “I owe 
housand apologies. Knowing the cir- 
cumstances I trust you will forgive 
But,” he continued, “ I feel that, | 
‘aving got that sneeze out of my system, | 
I ‘ave broken the spell, so to speak. | 
feel a man again, and confident that I | 
shall not be troubled with a similaa 
Such being the | 
Sir, to-morrow I return to the 


lew minutes, 


you a 


me. 


case, 


| ‘ 
| Duchess, 


| late you!” 


“ Jenkinson,” said I, “I congratu- | 

And emerging from the restaurant I} 
carefully emptied the remaining con- | 
tents of the white packet in the gutter. 
The rehabilitation of a Jenkinson had 
been procured eheaply at the expense 
of an ounce of menthol snuff. 





PITY, SOME’OW, TO LEAVE THE WINDER-BOXES BEHIND, DON'T rr?” 
bc Bislilara co ke Si | Strange skins from Akbar's store I 
\NOTHER SONG OF SIMLA. 


(See “ Songs of Semla” int recent num 
bers of * Puneh.’”’) 
Ow Simla’s green and pleasant heights, 
Instead of messy fields of gore, 
I spent a year of rare delights, 
Thanks to a freakish chance of war; 
A very welcome change indeed 


From chasing Turks and shedding | 


} leed 


And slaying by the seore. 
ry 5 J 


What fragrant memories to my brain 
The poet's dulcet warbling brings 
Of that serene and choice domain 


Where common men may live as} 


kings ! 
For L have worked at A.H.Q.; 
I’ve watched the Jakko monkeys, too; 
And oh, a lot of things. 


Those hungry Generals, lunching well, 
I too was privileged to see; 

And Mrs. Hauksbee’s brilliant spell 
Has lighted, I admit, on me; 

Still of Peviti's teas I dream, 

Which made of life a joy supreme, 
(nd all for one rupee. 


| bought, 
| Sold, he bewailed, at losses vast ; 
I know the ancient sinner thought 
‘A fool! My erore approaches fast!” 





| Kim's haunts I knew, and, wandering | 


far 
Through by-ways of the dim Bazaar, 
| Much curious gear amassed. 


The foothills’ headlong plainsward 
plunge; 

| The far Himalayas’ mighty wall ; 

| Prospect, Elysium, Boileaugan) ; 

| Mashobra, Fagu, Wildflower Hall; 
|Chadwick’s impetuous, long cascades ; 
iThe Glen's cool depths and silent 
glades— 

| JI loved them one and all, 





|For war and martial ways I feel 
A hatred which can never cease, 
‘et, though to-day (demobbed) with 
zeal 
I praise the gods for my release, 
‘ll bless the Army all my life 


A year of Simla peace. 
ONE OF THE 
Puncn BriGande. 





| 

F | 
Which gave me, in the midst of strife, 

| 


i 
' 
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| THE SANDS OF PLEASURE. 


Lapies first, so we will start with 
Jenny. Jenny is only nine, but she has 
| been to the seaside before and knows 
_ all about it. She wears the fashionable 
| costume de plage, which consists of a 
| white linen hat, a jersey and an over- 
crowded pair of bathing-drawers, into 
which not only Jenny, but the rest of 
her wardrobe, has had to fit itself. Two 
| slim brown legs emerge to bear the 
| burden, and one feels that if she fell 
over she would have to stay there until 
somebody picked her up. 

She is holding Richard Henry by the 
hand. Richard Henry is four, and this 
is the first time he has seen the sea. 
Jenny is showing it tohim. Privately 
he thinks that it has been over-rated. 
There was a good deal of talk about it 
in his suburb, particularly from Jenny, 
who had been there before, and naturally 
one expected something rather—well, 
rather more like what they had been 
saying it was like. However, perhaps 
is would be as well to keep in with 
Jenny and not to let her see that he is 
disappointed, so every time she says, 
“Isn't the sea lovely?” he echoes, 
“ Lovely,” and now and then he adds 
(just to humour her), “ Is ‘at the sea?” 
/and then she has the chance to say 
| again, “Yes, that’s the sea, darling. 
| Isn't it lovely?” It is obvious that she 
| is proud of it. Apparently she put it 
| there. Anyway it seemed to be hers. 
Jenny has brought Father and 
| Mother as well as Richard Henry. 
| There they are, over there. When she 
came before she had to leave them be- 
hind, much to their disappointment. 
Father was saying, “‘ Form fours, left,” 
before going off to France again, and 
| Mother was buying wool to make him 
some more socks. It was a great relief 
to them to know that they were being 
taken this time and that they would 
have Jenny to tell them all about it. 

Vather is lying in a deck - chair, 
smoking his pipe. There has been an 
interesting discussion this afternoon 
as to whether he is a coward or not, 
Father thought he wasn’t, but Mother 
wasn’t quite so sure, Jenny said that 
of course ho couldn't really be, because 
the Kina gave him a medal for not 
being one, but Mother explained that 
it was only a medal hoe had over and 
Father happened to be passing by the 
window. 

“I don’t seo what this has to do 
with it,” said Father, “I simply prefer 
bathing in the morning.” 

“Oo, you said this morning you pre- 
ferred bathing in the afternoon,” says 
Jenny like a flash, 

“1 know; but since then I've had 
time to think it over, and I see that I 





| 





was hasty. The morning is the best | 
time.” . 

“I’m afraid he is a coward,” said 
Mother sadly, wondering why she had 
married him. 

“The whole point is, why did Jenny 
bring me here?” 

“To enjoy yourself,” said Jenny 
romptly. 

’ “ Well, I am,” said Father, closing 
his eyes. 

But we do not feel so sure that 
Mother is enjoying herself. She has 
just read in the paper about a mine 
that floated ashore and exploded. No- 
body was near at the time, but sup- 
posing one of the children had been 
playing with it. 

“ Which one?” said Father lazily. 

“Jenny.” 

“Then we should have lost Jenny.” 

This being so, Jenny promises 
solemnly not to play with any mine 
that comes ashore, nor to let Richard 
Henry play with it, nor to allow it to 
play with Richard Henry, nor 

“I suppose I may just point it out 
to him and say, ‘ Look, that’s a mine’?” 
says Jenny wistfully. If she can’t do 
this it doesn’t seem to be much use 
coming to the seaside at all. 

“TI don't think there would be any 
harm in that,” says Father. “ But 
don’t engage it in conversation.” 

“Thank you very much,” says Jenny, 
and she and Richard Henry go off 
together. 

Mother watches them 
Father closes his eyes. 

“Now,” says Jenny eagerly, “I’m 
going to show you a darling little crab, 
Won't that be lovely?” 

Richard Henry, having been deceived, 
as he feels, about the sea, is not too 
hopeful about that crab. However, he 
asks politely, “‘ What’s a crab?” 

“You'll see directly, darling,” says 
Jenny; and he has to be content with 
that. 

* Crab,” he murmurs to himself. 

Suddenly an idea occurs to him. He 
lets go of Jenny’s hand and trots up 
to an old gentleman with white 
whiskers, 

“ Going to see a crab,” he announces. 

“Going to see a crab, are you, my 
little man?” says the old gentleman 
kindly. 

“Going to see a crab,”’ says Richard 
Henry, determined to keep up his end 
of the conversation. 

“Well, I never! So you’re going to 
see a crab?” says the old gentleman, 
doing his best with it. 

Richard Henry nods two or three 
times. “Going to see a crab,” he says 
firmly. ; 

Luckily Jenny comes up and rescues 





anxiously. 





| time, 





him, otherwise they would still be at 





it. ‘Come along, darling, and see the 
crab,” she says, picking up his hand; 
and Richard Henry looks triumphantly 
at the old gentleman. There you are, 
Perhaps he will believe him ancther 


Jenny has evidently made an ar- 
rangement with a particular crab for 
this afternoon. It is to be hoped that 
the appointment will be kept, for she 
has hurried Richard Henry past all 
sorts of wonderful things which he 
wanted to stop with for a little. But 
the thought of this wonderful crab, 
which Jennie thinks so much of, forbids 
protest. Quite right not to keep it 
waiting. What will it be like? Will 
it be bigger than the sea? 

We have reached the rendezvous. 
We see now that we need not have been 
in such a hurry. 

“There!” says Jenny excitedly, 
“Isn't he a darling little crab? Ho's 
asleep.” (That's why we need not have 
hurried.) 

tichard Henry says nothing. He 
can't think of the words for what he is 
feeling. What he wants to say is that 
Jenny has let him down again. They 
passed a lot of these funny little things 
on their way here, but Jenny wouldn't 
stop because she was going to show 
him a Cras, a great, big, enormous 
darling little Cras—which might have 
been anything—and now it’s only just 
this. No wonder the old gentleman 
didn’t believe him. 

Swindled—that’s the word he wants. 
However, he can’t think of it for the 
moment, so he tries something else. 

“ Darling little crab,” he says. 

Then they leave the dead crab there 
and hurry back. 

“What shall I show you now?” 
says Jenny. A. A. M. 





“Mr. G. H. Roberts said he was advised by 
his financial advisers that the British sover- 
eign, now worth 4 dollars in America, might 
shortly depreciate to only four dollars, which 
would mean the addition ef 20 per cent. on 
any article we had to buy in the American 
markets.”—Provincial Paper. 

We should advise Mr. Roperts to 
change his financial advisers. 


“ Sea and cloud, the ships on the water and 
the ship in the air, all blended together in one 
Fata Morgiana, It produced a sensation of 
actual physical giddiness. It didn’t seem to 
matter if one stood on one’s head or one’s 
heels.” —Observer. 

As the Forty Thieves said about the 
oil—you get it in the neck, anyhow. 





“The restoration of the 2-cent postal rate 
on first-class matter on July1 will not entirely 
solve the problem of the cost of loving.” 

American Paper. 
It will, however, encourage its epis- 
tolary expression. 





—— 
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ONE TOUCH OF-—— 




















“COME ON, THEN-—'JT ME, AN’ I'L 


YER WOT FOR.” 


“Ypres? Was you at YPRES? 
Course I was. I WAS THERE 
BLOW Mr, sO was I.” 











L GIVE He “COME ON AGAIN AN’ L’LL GIVE YER Wot 


I GAVE OLD Frtrz av Yrres.” 














“WASN'T ARF A’OT SHOV JUST BY SHRAP- “ MIND YER, SHRAPNEL CORNER WOs ‘OT 


IN 152” NEL CORNER, EH?” ENOUGH, BUT GIVE MB HELL FIRE CORNER 
“Nor ‘arr. DOrs YER REMEMBER ’OW ANY DAY. Saw A Brass Ha? THERE ONCE ; 
FRITZ USED TER .PLONK THE PRISON AN’ GOT THE BREEZY: UP ORFUL, ’B *AD.” 
THE ASYLT™UM”? 
a - ———— ee 

















1 
AY YPRES? 


Yus? WELL, IT wos 


OLE FRITZ PUT ONE CLEAN FROO TH 
HOUSE.” 

“Yus, ’E COPPED ONE OF MY 
THERE, GOT A WELT ON TH 
MESELF.” 





HOES YER REMEMBER THE MENIN GAT! 


SEEMS STRANGE TO BE AT PBACE AGAIN, “ {| REMEMBER ONE DAY AS I WOS PASSIN’ 


THERI DON'T IT? THE CLoTH HALL TER GIT ME FAG IS8vl 

E coo “Yus—WapriInG HIGH STREET 1S A BI! YUS, LET'S Tk¥Y THE ‘ Rose AND CROWN,’ 
QUIETER THAN THE MENIN GATE.” IT’S QUIETER IN THERE—AS I WAS BAY 

MULES “FUNNY THING—I HAD A MULE NA IN 

TAT I OST MP. JACK-KNIFE 


POOHED THERE TOO I 


5S WELI 
































So fp adie 


is 





110 PUN NCH, OR 











Pant ih 
e =. 


“Mr. SiImpsoN, WHERE ARE YOU GOING?” 


Mr. Simp ison. “* HusH—sH—sH—sBH ! 


I’M DESERTING.” 


THE LONDON ¢ OH ARIV ARI. 





Fierce and quick-eared disciplinarian (fo officer, with train to catch, attempting to leave ho 
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spital five minutes before the permitted time). 








A SAINT OF CORNWALL. 


| pon’t know who Saint Mawes was, but he surely can’t | 
have been 

4 ey . 5 . ‘ - 1 2Y 

A stiff old stone gazebo on a carved cathedral screen, 

Or a holy-looking customer rigged out in blue and red 

in a sunset-coloured window with a soup-plate round his 





he ad. 

He must have been a skipper who had sailed the salt seas 
round 

Or at least as many of ’em as in his time had been found), 

And sung his song and kissed his girl and had his share | 
of fun, . f 

Till he took and got religion, when his sailing days were |, 
done. le 

He must have had a ruddy face, a grey beard neatly | 
trimmed, 

And eyes, deep-set in crows’-feet, neither age nor use had | 
dimmed, 


\nd he'd lean there on the jetty with his glass up to his § 
minister over ten vears, not less 
eye 7 


And look across the Carrick Roads and watch the shi ips go by, 
\nd yarn with his old cronies of the ships he used to know, 


And chaps he used to sail with many and many a year ago, AF a 


In the West of England tin boats on the Tyre and Sidon | 
run, 


Before he got religion or his sailing days were done. 


| . 

la “Sir David, his tanned face set with a determined grimuness, his hat 
| 

| 


Where the wind’s ery and the gulls’ ery would be near him 
night and day, 

And the noises of the an ichorage 
And they'd leave him 
harbour smells, 
And to count the passing watches by the striking of the 

bells, 

And to listen to the sailormen a-singing in the sun, 
A good old master-mariner whose sailing days are done. 
minnie at eae C.F. S. 


come to him where he lay. 
there a dleinine! for to smell the 





Cricket Extraordinary—The Knight’s Move. 
“Soon afier the luncheon interval Mr. Knight was missed by 
Hearne in the deep field off a ball from Parkin, but a moment later 
held a catch in the 





Same p sition.” Times. 
One does not know which to admire more—Mr. KNIGHT of 
chivalry or his mobility. 


— j 


From a report of the Wesleyan Conference :— 

“It was suggested that the stipend for a married minist ten 
ears and under should not be less than £200 a year, for a imarried 
than £220,”—Daily Paper. 

But is it wise to encourage such very early marriages 
jamong the clergy? 


ed over 


‘Admiral Beatty, on foot, headed the contingent, cay 


the right eye in the. familiar way.”—Observer. 


ghtly drawn towards the left eve, marched along.” 


Weekly Dispatch. 














And when he came at last to die they ‘d lay him down to! | It is the difficulty of getting these important details correct 


rest : jthat is going to give the historians of the War so many 
On a green and grassy foreland sloping gently to the West, | headaches. 
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THE SOLUTION. 


| Mr. Luoyp Grorcr. “* DIRECT ACTION’? BY JOVE, THAT’S AN IDEA!” 
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“ 





| treaty was “roses, roses all the way.” 


| Bonar Law for his “ tact, courtesy and 
\ 


| classic phrases in which he laid down 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT, 





THE DREAM THAT (APPARENTLY) WON'T COME TRUE, 
PEOPLE IN THIS COUNTRY WANT NO RomaN TRIUMPH.” 
THE EX-KAISER MAY VERY LIKELY NOT BB HELD rn Lonpon.” 


Sir Donatp Macrean. “TH 


Lord Curzon, “THE TRI 


Monday, July 21st.—For a time the 
debate in the Commons on the Peace 
Sir Donatp Mac.ean paid compliments 
to everybody—to the Prime MINISTER 
for his “indomitable optimism,”’ to Mr. 


ability,” and to Mr. Asquira for the} 
Britain’s aims in the War—aims which 


have now been accomplished, Almost 
his only criticism was directed to the 





| proposal to try the mx-Katser in Lon- 


| don. 





‘The people in this country,” he 
said, ‘‘ want no Roman triumph.” 

The chief note of dissent came from | 
Mr. Devuiry, who complained that Ire- 
land had been left out of the general 
settlement. He was told that Ulster 
was the obstacle. Well, were there no | 
Ulsters in the countries that the Prime | 
Minister had been helping to partition ? | 

Mr. Linoyp GrorGr had no satisfac- | 
tion to give the Nationalists. If self-| 
determination was to be the test, it} 
must apply to Ulster as well as to Ire- | 
land. <As for the rx-Karser, it was 
right to try him and nowhere would 
he get a fairer trial than in England. 
There was no reason to suppose that 
any of the neutral countries wished to 
be the scene of the prosecution. Their 
motto, I gathered, would. be, “ No rub- 
bish may be shot here.” 

Captain Wepawoop Benn wanted | 
to know why, if the cost of living was | 
so high, the Government did not remove 
the embargo from such imports as mops | 


and flat-irons, cotton-duck and boot- | 


protectors, saccharine and (of course) | 
cocoa. Sir AucKLAND GeEppes in his 
best professorial manner delivered a| 
little lecture on the theory of foreign | 


AL OF 


exchanges, the gist of which was that, 
unless we imported less and exported 
more, we were heading straight for 
bankruptcy. 

It is a pity that Sir Joun Ress’ sug- 
gestion that the cinemas should be em- 
ployed to disseminate sound views of 
political economy among the working- 
classes did not receive encouragement. 
A film illustrating the fable of “The 
Belly and the Members” might be ad- 


| vantageously displayed just now in the 


Yorkshire coal-field, where the miners 
have yet to learn that they cannot 
strike without hurting themselves. 
The Forestry Bill sent the Lords on 
another excursion into natural history. 
This time it was the hare and not the 
squirrel that came in for condemnation. 
Ina meadow the hare may or may not be 
a timorous beastie, but in a plantation, 
to judge from Lord Crawrorp’s account 
of its ravages, it becomes a ramping 
and a roaring lion. “The hare with 
many friends” is a misdescription, so 
far as the Lords are concerned, for not 


'a voice was raised against Lord BiEp- 
|ISLOn’s proposal to class it with the 


vermin that the Forestry Commissioners 
may destroy on sight. 

In moving the second reading of 
the Ways and Communications Bill, 
Lord Lyrron displayed a praiseworthy 
zeal. But in order to throw up the 
brightness of the future need he have 
painted the past quite so black? To 
say that our distributing system had 
only escaped a disaster similar to that 
of Russia “by the very narrowest 
margin” is surely unjustified, even if 
the noble Lord has been travelling by 
the Underground during the rush 


hours. 





Lord Buckmaster boldly declared that 
nationalisation would be a curse to the 
very people who were clamouring for it. 
He also furnished a new definition of 
pessimists—* persons who would mort- 
gage the future without knowing how 
the debt was going to be redeemed,” 
The special merit of this is that it ap- 
plies«with at least equal accuracy to 
optimists. 

Tuesday, July 22nd.—The Commons 





sat up half the night to pass the Anglo- | 


French Treaty Bill, which binds us to 


come to the assistance of our neighbour 
; 


if Germany attempts “ revanche,” and 


then went down to Southend to refresh | 


themselves with a view of the Fleet, 
Accordingly there were big gaps in 
the House this afternoon, and the 
Treasury Bench was chiefly tenanted 
by Under-Secretaries. Mr. CaurcHILL, 
however, was present to state the in- 
tentions of the Government regarding 
the troops in North Russia. They are 
all to depart by November, unless they 
belong to the Military Missions, or the 
ice sets in unusually early, or the Bol- 
shevists cannot bear to part with them. 
According to Sir A. Grirriru-Bos- 
CAWEN rabies is diminishing, but the 
muzzling-order and the restrictions on 
the movement of dogs cannot yet be 
relaxed. Major Newman's plaintive 


inquiry, “ How can a man go away if | 
aroused the | 


his dog is at home?” 
Mrvister'’s sympathy, but did not in- 
duce him to alter his decision. 
country may or may not be going to 
the dogs, but the dogs are not going 
to the country. 

A few weeks ago the Government 
were badly beaten in the Commons 
on a Women’s Enfranchisement Bill. 


The 
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| next Session. 


| that gratitude for the removal 


| walk or swim. 


| making economies and urged 
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There has been much inquiry as to 
how they would get over their defeat. 
The answer came this afternoon in the 
Sex Disqualification (Removal) Bill, 
which, aceording to the Lorp CHan- 
CELLOR, is a more generous measure 
than the other. He himself displayed 
a rather tepid enthusiasm for it, and 
Lord Bryce thought the proposal to 
allow peeresses to sit and vote inop- 
portune, in view of the Government's 
undertaking to reform the Second 
Chamber next Session. 

Wednesday, July 23rd.—Lord Cur- 
zON is too busy these days understudy- 
ing Mr. Baurour at the Foreign Office 
to put in much time in the House of 
Lords, But he paid a special visit this 
afternoon to correct Lord Brycr’s state- 


discovered. So long as he is on service 
a youngster of eighteen has a Parlia- 
mentary vote, but with demobilisation 
comes disfranchisement. Possibly the 
idea is that judgment ripens quickly in 
face of the enemy, but deteriorates 








ment. The Government had merely pro- 
mised to reform the Second _ 
Chamber some time, but not , 


If Lord Curzon imagined ZZ 


of this impending menace 7, 
would cause noble lords to be 
more tender with the Trans- 
port Bill he was disappointed. / 
Lord Monraau declared that, / 
ifthe Bill passed, the traveller 7 
who desired to escape Minis- 
terial control must either , 
Lord Drevon- ( 
vort, who has been a Con- 
troller himself, scoffed at the 
notion of a Government ever ~ 


the House “to put a knife 
into the Bill,” and cut out 
everything but the railways. 


+ a din inlaid 


under the pernicious influence of home 
life; and there may be something in it. 
Anyway one good anomaly deserves 
another. So Mr. CHAMBERLALN, anxious 
to smooth the path of the Finance Bill, 
decided that for purposes of fiscal relief 
a “child” might be any age provided 
that it was undergoing full-time educa- 
tion. Even the elderly undergraduate of 
the “ Pa’s ploughed again” type would 
be included in the definition, provided 
that he had a parent still living. 
Thursday, July 24th.—The Lords’ 
debate on the Peace Treaty turned 





Or MMe eo aL area ee Me, 


Lieut.-Commander Krywortny (who has an unhealthy craving for 
{ * 





As a sop to the critics, however, he 
observed that there was no absolute 
necessity that the trial should be held 
in London. Three weeks ago the 
House of Commons rang with cheers 
when the Priwg Minister announced 
that the capital of the Empire was to 
be the scene of this historic episode. 
Now the Lords seemed equally glad to 
hear that the venue might be changed. 
Thus quickly in our delightful climate 
does the cold fit succeed the hot. 

I am afraid that Lord Norrucuirre 
will not be pleased with Mr. Bonar 
Law, who, on being asked whether the 
Government would adopt the scheme 
for the future administration of Ireland 
which fills four columns of the Times 
to-day, was obliged to confess that he 
had not yet read it. This is almost a 
case of lése-mayesté. 

Having failed to obtain an 
answer to a question, on the 
ground that it was “ hypo- 
thetical,’’ Lord Henry Ben- 
riINCK sonorously announced 
that he would ask “a ques- 
tion which is not hypotheti- 
eal: How long will the Gov- 
ernment insist on this mis- 
government of the people of 
Ireland ?” And Mr. Law was 
«s nonplussed as the witness 
who was asked, “ Have you 
given up beating your wife? 
Yes or No?” 








From the description of a 
storm :— 

“In the town the streets are 
cluttered with debris, telephone 


Lord Mipteron said they Bolshevism). “Srick vo 17, MY BONNIP LAD; IP MAY BE NASTY BUT poles are down, the livery barn 


were setting up “a gigantic 
trust” and putting it in the 
hands of one man, who might 
at any moment leave the Ministry, as 


| so many business-imen had done already. 


lord BUCKMASTER considered that the 
Bill made Nationalisation inevitable, 
and could not understand why the Gov- 
ernment should make two bites of their 
cherry. 

Members so frequently complain of 
the eurtness of Ministerial replies that 


if was a pleasant change to find Mr. 
Honwer objecting that Dr. Macnamara 


employed “so much verbiage.” Where- 
upon “ Dr. Mac,” ever ready to oblige, 
snapped out, “The short summary of 
this answer is‘No.’” That did not 
quite end the incident. Mr. Honumr 


| had five Questions on the Paper—one in 
excess of the present-day ration. The 


Sreaker did not call the fifth, and when 
the hon. Member asked the reason, in- 
stantly hoisted him with his own petard 
“Too much verbiage!" he said. 

An unsuspected flaw in the Repre- 
sentation of the People Act has been 


I?’S NOURISHING. 
The Russian Romulus. “ALL THY 
WERE BROUGHT UP ON SOMETHING BETTER.” 


BAME YOt LOOK 


chiefly on the proposed trial of the rx- 
Kaiser. The critics of the proposal 
were not quite at one. Lord Bryce 
thought a trial was superfluous, seeing 
that the Allies—the judges-designate 
had already decided that there had 
hardly been a greater crime committed 
in history; Lord Buckaster, after an 
argument full of what Mr. AseurrH 
would call “juridical niceties,” ex- 
pressed the opinion that there was 
“nothing to try,” and that the trial, if 
held, would quite possibly result in an 
acquittal. 

Inconsistency is eatching. Lord 
Curzon, in defending the trial, said in 
one breath that there was no danger 
of turning the criminal into a hero — 
Wituram Honenzoniern was not of 
the stuff of which heroes could be made: 
and in the next that he could not be 
left quietly in Holland because it was 
“as a hero” that the military party in 





Germany still regarded him. 








is # wreck, and the Church of 
England was turned upsidedown.” 

Canadian Paper. 
Just as if it had been a 
breeze in Convocation. 


AS IF YOl 


* Persons Wantep.—Good Young Lady, 

with experience, as Sales Hand.” 
Liverpool Pape - 

Surely the advertiser does not mean 
to suggest that any young lady could 
be bad. ott 

Irom a book-catalogue :— 

“ Davis (H. W.) England under the Mormons 
and Angevins, 8vo, cloth, 8s.” 
Students of the reign of Henry VIII. 
should make a note of this. 


Can you tell me why 

A nation that’s dry 
Can better descry 

Than you or | 

On how many toes 

A Pussyfoot goes ? 

A nation that’s dry 
Has reason to pause 
And consider the elause 
In its Pussyfoot laws. 
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Enthusiast. “I teu. you THE 
MORE THAN THE OLD ‘ Rocker,’” 


DEVELOPMENT OF TH! 











16, CHARING CROSS. 
Waive all around fit tributes are awarded 
From grateful heart and unreluctant tongue, 
I take it ill you should go unrecorded, 
Unhonoured and unsung. 


\nd since henceforth (like Willie) we shall niiss you, 
Honour, I pray, in token of our thanks, 
This draught my humble Muse has deign’d to issue 
Drawn on Parnassus’ banks. 


In days ere yet we gained our first commission 

Your classic names were all too rarely heard, 

But these five years have altered the position— 
You ‘re now a household word. 


lor when at duty’s call we went to seek : 

New sphere of life by land or sea or ait 

In Mespot, Flanders, France or Salonica, 
You kept us in your care. 


And at your hands the sportsman and the rotter 
Would equally receive allowance due ; 
When nations shook and thrones began to totter, 
You kept our balance true. 


No end of books (a plague on all that write ‘em ! ) 
We’ve been constrained to scan with little zest ; 
Not so with yours—-there each absorbing item 
Was charged with interest. 





OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 








LOCOMOTIVE 18 SIMPLY WONDERFUL. 
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Wuy, THAT ENGINE-DRIVER WEIGHS 











| And so I thought, as no one else has said it, 
I'd try, old pals, to pen a humble line 
To say how much we put down to your credit 
(You might put more to mine! ) 


Of your polite attentions this account is 
1 trust not seriously overdrawn ; 
Our gratitude ’s no lively sense of bounties 
In days that yet shall dawn, 


For now through you, alas! no further tin comes ; 
The best of friends must say good-bye, and so 
For all you added (monthly) to our incomes 
Here's to you, Cox anp Co.! 


Our Candid Advertisers. 


“£10,000 will buy attractive moderate-sived Country House, 1 
plete with every modern inconvenience.”—Daily Paper, 





rom an agricultural review : 


painphlet.”-—-Canadian Paper. 


The pamphlet is notoriously its most congenial soil. 





“To-day, if he (Mr. Churchill) died with a few friends and thes 
had a little conversation on politics afterwards, it was suggested that 
he was endeavouring to form a new party by swallowing up all the 
old.”—Provincial Paper. 

From later information, however, it is evident that the War 
Secretary has no intention of permanently allying himself 
with the cold shades of Opposition. 








« That appetising vegetable the opinion also cocupies a place in this | 
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DIVINE DISQUIET. 
(By our Medical Expert.) 

Tur value of excitement as a potent 
stimulus to energy and national eflici- 
ency has been emphasized by Mr. 
GALLICHAN in a courageous and forcible 
article in The Daily Mail, Coming from 
a paper so notoriously addicted to stead- 
fastness and calm, and at a time when 
the nation is suffering from an excess 

| of sanity, the appeal gains enormously 
in impressiveness and urgency. As the 
writer reminds us, “‘we are wont to 
forget that over-repression is as harm- 
ful as unrestrained indulgence. Many 
| persons require frequent excitement for 
| a spur to activity, as a tonic, and also 
as a sedative. Neither men nor animals 
can live healthily without excitement.” 


in the bed of a delicate guest, or the 
dexterous disposition of a platoon of 
alarum clocks in her room, may work 
wonders. 

But perhaps the worst of all the ob- 
stacles in the way of improvement is 
the deadening tradition of the “ well- 
behaved child””—of the maxims that 
“Jittle children should be seen and not 
heard,” and so on, Modern pedagogy 
realises, on the contrary, that in the 
nursery, as in the concert-room, the first 
aim should be the establishment of the 
dominion of din and the annihilation of 
the monstrous doctrine which finds its 
supreme expression in the odious ¢al- 
umny of “ Fidgety Phil.” It is one of 
the greatest tragedies of the world that 
this noble pioneer in the art of self- 





realisation and emancipated table-man- 





Horatio, GARVIN and Maxsz, 
Have grown quite unbearably tame : 
No longer alternately burning 
And freezing with scoops and with scares, 
Men read The D.M. without turning 
The shortest of hairs. 


But we who are sick of emotions 
Too stale to inflame or convulse 
We crave for more poisonous potions 
To heighten and fever our pulse ; 
We need something fresh to excite us, 
Some new and implacable pest 
Come down, O belovéd Saint Virus 
And rid us of rest. 





THE DECADENCE OF ROBERT. 


Ir it had been a Cockney sparrow 
that had done this thing I could have 
borne it, for doubtless by this time they 
are all more or less perverted. But 
that it should have been Robert— 





He tells us that “an 
alarm of fire will ban- 
ish an acute tooth- 
ache,” but omits to 
mention the parallel 
case of the complete 
success with which 
a patient suffering 
from a severe attack of 
hiccups cured himself 
for ever by setting his 
night-shirf on fire. 
He also relates the 
an invalid mother, 
who was so invigor- 
ated by the sudden 
death of her daughter 
hat she was suddenly 
transformed into a 
hardworking house- 
wife. But if there is 
any fault to find with 


“T THOUGHT 
STARE ’ARD.” 





I saw THE KING IN ‘IS CARRIAGE, BUT I 








Gh , | Peace. 
eS “Go to the country, 
; my dear lady,” said 
that hard and unsym- 
¥ an “he. pathetic man. “ For- 
get the town and its 
heated ball - rooms. 
Oy” Iwpowy-g | Lie on your back and 
? watch the ruminative 
ry cows and the peace- 

DIDN'T LIKE TO 


Robert, my own fami- 
liar friend... 

ee My nerves had be- 
come flabby. Partly, 
—as I like to believe 
—through the storm 
and stress of the days 
of War; partly—ac- 
cording to my doctor 
—as a result of the 
still stormier and 
more stressful days of 


And don’t 
think 


ful birds. 
dance, don’t 








this admirable and most timely article, 
it is in the absence of specific sugges- 
tions tocounteract our national lethargy 
and sweep away the last vestiges of the 
Puritan tradition which still hampers 
our indulgence in an unrestrained joie 
For example, Mr. GALLICHAN 
| says nothing of the imperative need of 

the revival of high-spirited practical 

joking, one of the most helpful aids to 

that unfortunate class of people who, 
| in his own words, are “ insufticiently 
| stimulated by excitement.” The old 
methods were, however, crude and in- 
effective. Now that we have the benefi- 
cent resources of applied science at our 
command, the stimulus is capable of 
limitless reinforeement. Still much can 
be done with the simplest apparatus. 
A ean of boiling water, if carefully 
| poised on the top of a slightly opened 

door, though not as potent as an ex- 

plosive bomb, may still exert a most 

salutary influence on a nervous subject. 
| Even the secreting of a number of mice 


ade vivre, 





ners should have been held up to exe- 
cration, instead of being made the sub- 
ject of unqualified panegyric. Assuredly 
the poets of the past have much to 
answer for by their persistent dispar- 
agement of vivacity, restlessness and 
quick - silverishness, and their corre- 
sponding exaltation of repose, stolidity 
and calm. Thank Heaven, no one now 
dares to extol Castles of Indolence or 
“mild-eyed melancholy lotus-eaters”’ ! 
The educative effect of the Jazz, in ges- 
ture and music, has been an incalculable 
boon. Yet much remains to be done 
before we can expect to reap the full 
benefit of applied excitement. We wel- 
come therefore as an incentive to re- 
doubled effort the divine discontent of 
an anonymous Georgian singer, who 
has lent a fresh lustre to the outworn 
metre of a forgotten Victorian in “The 
Jim-Jammiad,” from which we quote 
the two last stanzas :— 
The apostles of mental ataxy 
Who once lent a hand in the gam 





about dancing. Forget it.’’ 

I did. I lay on my back and I 
watched ruminative cows. I also 
watched the peaceful birds, and in so 
doing made the acquaintance of Robert. 

Robert is to me a small brown object 
that wears a red waistcoat and a green 
moustache of dangling caterpillars. I 
am to Robert a kind of Y.R.C.A. ( Young 
Robins’ Christian Association), which 
supplies shelter and food in unlimited 
quantities at infinitesimal cost. 

Our mode of procedure is as follows: 
Robert appears on the ledge of my 
window, within a foot of my pillow, his 
head on one side, his beak containing 
two caterpillars, a big white grub and 
a small brown moth. To this insigni- 
ficant collection he purposes to add @ 
little bread or, if possible, cake. 

[ keep a small pyramid of pilules 
made from these intoxicating sub- 
stances by my bed. I stretch out my 
hand, and Robert backs hastily to the 
end of the window-sill. I place the 
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Projiteer. “WHAT ARE YOU DOIN’ WITH THAT D i“ 
Profileer. “THern’? YOU GO—DEMEANIN’ Y 
pilule on-the ledge, and he returi 
tucks it with precision into an un-| Ol its p 


occupied corner of his beak, and dis-| Robert considered it and me for an 


with a soft seurry over the} instantin| 
lendrons. Asa bird Robert may|his head meditatively and then—ap- 


appears s one 


rooao 


Mitts ° '4- ee ee 


Mrs. P. “ WirtsG "IS TWEETY LITTLE NOS! 
seLF! Wuy pon’? YER SEND FOR ONE O° THE KENNEL-MAIDS? 


a ° | 
sided fashion, lowered 





” 


| with a tempting morsel in the centre | brought the breath of town to my very 


The hideous truth can no 
| longer be concealed, 
tobert has learned to JAzz. 


; Windows, 





have his faults; as a husband | am | parently went mad. Headvancedthree| «The Chancellor of the Exchequer acknow- 
nvinced he is doing more than his| steps, he retreated four. He proceeded | ledges the receipt of £ conscience money on 

bit. ito do a chassé sideways and wave| ®ccount of income-tax.”—Provincial Paper. 
It was all very idyllic. I lay on my|his right leg in the air, then did the | It is presumed that a profiteer, stricken 

back and gazed at a patch of blue sky| same with his left. He hopped forward | with remorse, has sent the CHANCELLOR 


with a branch of vellow laburnum | to t an inch of my hand and 
cross it, and fed th ut peaceful bird, |} StL tagvered back again. He ex- 
and thoughts of the great city with its| tended his wings and jumped into the 


) 
mad glad ballrooms drifted ever further| air. He advanced with a wild dive, 
away. retreated with a wilder, spun rapidly 
And then this morning Robert spoiled | t rice round, wavered back to his 
|original position and finally stopped, 
g me with ruffled feathers and 
sion of the most utter imbe- 


1b all. 
Ile appeared, as is his custom, as soon | regardin 
as the nurse had planted the breakfast | ar 
Kiven to} ceili 
nec I sank back on my } illows, the toast 
something distraught about him. His|dropped from my palsied hand, and 
beak was, for a wonder, empty. He | that destroyer of my 
opened it and squeaked, then backed | tranquillity hopped up sedately to eat 
as usual to the end of the sill. jit. 1 regarded him with dully horrified 
Hastily I wriggled from beneath the | eyes. 
tray, grabbed at the toast-rack and | He has spoiled my breakfast ; he has 
stretched my hand out of the window|ruined my country peace. He has 


tray firmly across my chest. 
my sleep-dimmed eyes there seemed | 


small brown 





a blank cheque. 


From an Irish time-table :— 
“Tramws Sernvice—St 
From Cork. A.M. 
Cork (Albert-st.)d. . . 11°0 
* This train if filled will leave Cork before 
11 a.m.” 
Who dares to say that Ireland is behind 
the times ? 


NDAYS. 


“Mr. Lloyd George will preside at a dinner 
at the House of Commons yesterday to Sir 
Henry Wilson, Chief of the Imperial Staff.” 

Scotch Paper. 
It has often been remarked with what 
intelligence the modern journalist anti- 
cipates things that have already hap- 


pened. 
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THE CIVILISING OF CENTRAL AFRICA. 


Here am I in M’Banga. Scots myself 
| was attracted by the name, but my 


mission (from Government) is not to 


| the wild tribes of Aberdeen but to the 


heart of Mid-Africa. 

On the termination of hostilities the 
King, Umbongi, offered his services to 
fight the Germans, Turks, Austrians, 


5 


Sinn Feiners, and their allies, and at 


| all hazards to get a share in any distri- 
| bution of President Wiison's Fourteen 


Points. Such was the purport of his 
letter in the Sebanga language. He 


| did not seem to grasp the international 
| situation, and in fact mixed up the Sinn 
| Feiners with the Abyssinians, who are 


| quite civilised. 


The Fourteen Points 
he apparently regarded as edibles. A 


| postscript, to his letter stated with em- 


phasis that he would take something on 
account, and that he would like the 
otherGreat Powers toappoint him man- 
datory toalloutlying cattle. I was sent 


| to talk things over with the King. 


Regarding my mission as one for 
promoting civilisation, I translated the 
Laws of Golf into Sebanga, and brought 
with me the best set of clubs seen on the 
Equator, which forms part of a bunker 
on our sixth fairway. 

M’ Banga has now given up cattle raids 


| and has taken to golf wholeheartedly, 
| the Bantulanguages lending themselves 


remarkably to this game. As I am a 
diplomat, the King has so far always 
beaten me, except upon one unfortunate 
occasion when my ball cannoned off a 


| lion into the short eighteenth hole for 


one. However, I told the King that at 
St. Andrews to strike a lion without 
shouting “ Fore!” gave one’s opponent 
the game, and everyone was content, 
except the lion, who has not yet stopped 
running 

Owing to local conditions we have 
made some permissible alterations in 
the Royal and Antient game. The King, 
who is corpulent, hates dismounting 
from his caddie too often, and bas in- 
vented a new rule by which, afterdriving 
off, we race for the ball lying in the best 
position. This innovation, borrowed 
from polo, should be weleomed by 
elderly mounted players. Heinvariably 
wins, and his victory is celebrated by 
deafening applause from the four-and- 
twenty tom-toms that precede us. 

Umbongi has great respect for St. 


| Andrews, and I have persuaded him that 


among the things never done there is 
the decapitating one’s caddie when one 
misses the ball. He now says “Tut, tut” 
instead. Another concession to the 
traditions of the headquarters of the 
Royal and Antient game is the wearing 
of clothes byall players. As I pointed 


out to our head witch-doctor, no clergy- 


man in St. Andrews would play a round 
attired solely in an old top-hat. Though 
not expressly forbidden by the rules, | 
said it was one of the things which are 
never done. : 

Civilisation is spreading rapidly in 
M’Banga. There have been no wars 
since I arrived with my Laws of Golf. 
All the assegais have been turned into 
cleeks, niblicks and corkscrews. The 
whole male population now spends its 
days on the golf links and the ladies 
attend to any necessary work. It is like 
being home in bonnie Scotland. 

I am returning shortly with the 
honorary degree of WW.D. from the 
M’Banga University, and a letter from 
King Umbongi agreeing to the Fourteen 
Points, or as many more as we like, 
provided he receives at once a Dictionary 
of the Scottish language and an unlim- 
ited supply of golf balls. He desires, 
too, a ruling from St. Andrews Univer- 
sity on the following points :— 

(1) Are large snakes, of a peculiarly 
venomous kind, to be considered hazards 
of the green ? 

(2) lu a match game all square and 
one to play and an infuriated bison on 
the eighteenth putting green, what is 
the etiquette ? 

(3) What (short of death) is the maxi 
mum penalty allowed to be inflicted 
upon a caddie with a sarcastic cough ? 








TO AN IDEAL CANDIDATE. 


(During a recent Election contest a 
Candidate completely lost his voice.) 

WHEN you, my Henry, lately wrote 
That in your quest for high renown, 

Just at the psychic hour, your throat 
Had been and let you badly down, 

It was not due to want of thought, 
Which is « virtue that I prize, 

When I withheld the sop you sought 

And failed to sympathize. 


In one with such a natural gift 

For gassing till the crack of doom, 
To find your lute reveal a rift 

Must have occasioned utter gloom. 
But in that hour of bitter need 

Did there oecur the thought to you 
That silence does at times indeed 

Assume a golden hue? 


And see! Th’ unequal contest ’s done ; 
No longer do I hear you grouse; 
For you (1 guessed you would) have won 
And potter now about the “ House.’ 
So let me with you here rejoice 
And thank Miss Fortune’s comic 
touch 
Which left the other man his voiee 
And let him “say too much.” 





The Boys of the Old Brigade. 
“50 Yards Handicap, for boys under 61 





years of age (open).”—Jrish Paper. 





—— 


MOTOR NOTES. 
By “ Hor Arr.” 

(After the manner of these things.) 

A Frew days ago I had the privilege 
of inspecting a chassis representing 
the latest production of the Moonshine 
Motor Co. : 

This attractive model, which isof 25-30 
h.p. (developing umpteen h.p. on the 
brake), while of orthodox construction, 
following sound engineering lines, never- 
theless presents several novel and dis- 
tinctive features which will specially 
appeal to the owner-driver, and I should 
not hesitate to predict that it will still 
further enhance the already deservedly 
high reputation of Moonshine Cars. 

The framework of the car is carried 
on four cireular wheels, two of which 
ave placed in front and two behind, 
equal distances separating the two pairs. 
This is a device which will add con- 
siderably to the rigidity and smooth 
running of the vehicle, especially on 
bad roads, 

The cylinders, which are of the gramo 
phonic type, are cast in groups and are 
furnished with a roughened surface, ’ 
whieh renders them very convenient 
for striking matches on. 

The valves are of the semi-upersutic 
type, operated by longitudinal ferro- 
concrete cams, working eccentrically 
with phosphor-bronze bosses, which 
are actuated by semi-elliptical canti- 
levers from the differential. The usual 
difficulty encountered in similar designs, 
of the inaccessibility of the plunger- 
gudgeons, is overcome in a very in- 
genious manner by placing these on the 
dashboard with an adjustable adapter 
of ease- hardened peroxide—a device 
which will not fail to recommend itself 
to the owner-driver. 

The lubricating system follows ortho- 
dox lines and is of the centrifugal type 
operated by means of a soda-syphon 
pump, the handle of which is conven- 
iently situated between the carburetter 
and the armature of the magneto. 

The springs are of the quasi-apo- 
plectic type and are calculated to absorb 
the shoek of any ordinary breakdown. 

The gear-box is a model of simplicity, 
and will on that account recommend 
itself to—— (No, I really mustn't say 
that again). ‘The gears being situated 
by an ingenious device outside the box 
the latter can be used for storing spare 
parts, small articles of luggage, ete., 
and will be found very useful for 
touring. 

The car is to be placed on the market 
at the extremely moderate figure of 
three thousand pounds, and the Moon- 
shine Co, anticipate being able to com- 
mence delivery of this model in the 





early Autumn of 1925. 
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Highlander. “Yu'Re FOND oO’ MUSIC, I’m THINKIN’? YE SHOULD ’s’ BEEN Wi’ Mk.ON Peace NicHT. THERE WAS SAXTEEN 0’ 


} US PIPERS IN Sanpy CAMEL'S WEE BACK PARLOUR, ALL PLAYIN’ DIFFERENT CHUNES. 





OUR BOOKING-OFFICE, 

(By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 
Merrempsycuosis alone will account for the phenomenon 
of Samuell Pepys, Junior, who has crowned his admirable 
work with a third and Last Diary oj the Great War (Lane). 
[t is rounded off by a happy dedication to Field-Marshal 
Haic and some diverting designs by Jonn Kerretwewn. 
General Pirpleton and Admiral Topper still crab our every 
stroke of strategy and tactics, Brigadier Brigstock dispenses 
his robust optimism, Mistress Pepys still buys hats, each 
less comely and more costly than the last, while her lord, 
that notable cynic, reactionary, gossip and egoist, is busy 
with the latest idle or credible war rumour, the choicest 
morsel of scandal, the tastiest recipe for food, the cut of his 
clothes, his accounts, his ailments and his putts-—and, more 
solidly, with the record of the hopes and fears of the won- 
derful but terrible years 1917 (from July) and 1918, I 


would certainly recommend intending historians to lay in 


comments and happy strokes of irony. For us others the 
luxury of relief the anguish and suspense of these past great 
days. Asa literary and dramatic lour-de 
it to be unsurpassed of its kind. 
here rather a matter of reincarnation than of parody. 


re 


Old Jeremy Ammudon thought that things on 
were going to the devil. And if you suppose that this 





reflection was provoked by anything so new-fangled as the 


these three volumes as an epitome in a brilliant shorthand | 
of the facts and moods of the War—packed with shrewd | 


book will serve as a& most enjoyable way ol recalling in a 


; , 
-force | should judge 


MAN, IT WAS GRaND!” 











German U-boat campaign you are very much mistaken, It 
was the monstrous apparition of clipper-built boats in the 
port of Salem nearly two hundred years ago that troubled 
this retired master-mariner, the most carefully-drawn of the 
figures whom Mr. Joserpn HerGresermer has grouped in 
Java Head (Heinemann). I say “carefully-drawn” because 
this is the most lasting impression I take away from Mr. 
HerGesHemeER’s book; and not because he cannot tell a 
story that thrills. There is indeed a moment when he 
brings together into one room the high-born Chinese wife 
whom Gessit Ammidon, old Jeremy's son, bas brought home; 
Neilie Vollar, the girl whom Gessit had loved before, and 
Edward Dunsack, an opium-sodden clerk; and though I 
was certain that one of the three would commit murder or 
suicide before the end of the chapter, for several breathless 
| pages I could not guess who or which it would be. Never- 
| theless it is the author's pictures of interiors, of gardens, of 
|a ship’s rig, of a Manchu lady's toilet that stay most clearly 
\in my mind; if they do not interfere with the plot they 
stand out more luminously than the characters. In any 
case Java Head is an exquisite piece of work and one that 
| will transport you from the prose of life into the regions 
of genuine romance. 





In Birds and the War (Sxerviveror) Mr. H. 8. Guap- 


As I have hinted there is | STONE has collected some very interesting evidence to show 
that in adaptability to their surroundings birds are not to 


|be beaten even by the British soldier. In the war-zone 


the seas|they persisted in singing, making love and building nests | 


|under the most appallingly discouraging conditions. The 
| idea is that they preferred the din of battle to the treacher- 
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ous quiet of peace in which they were liable to be molested 
by people who had leisure for that kind of distraction. 
Their gaiety and insouciance were often a source of com- 
fortable solace to harassed and tired soldiers; though Mr. 
GLADSTONE eites one occasion when, after terrific fighting, 
productive of heavy casualties, the bombardment had just 
ceased when a lark soared imperturbably into the sky and 
poured out its soul in a song so care-free that it called forth 
a very unusual protest from a prostrate Tommy. ‘ What 
the ‘ell ise singing about?” he asked. The book does not 
pretend to be anything more than a collection of extracts 
from various sources, but they are excellently set out. 


The outstanding feature of The Cow Puncher (Hopper 
snp SroveHron) is that all the characters in it talk like 
E.rs Waeever Witcox. But Mr. Rosert J. C. Sreap 


[ently, in a Canadian city, Clerks, munition-girls, char- 
| women—for every type the writer has a sympathetic eye, 
with, as I suggest, a suspicion of preference for those whose 
histories might be supposed to outrage convention. One 
fancies her still pleasantly thrilled by her own freedom from 
prejudice in this respect. Many of the sketches are admir- 
ably drawn (among the best an excellent study in “ Jacquot 
and Pierre” of the practical French worker, and a very 
daintily told romance of a girl in a cheap drug store); but 
inevitably the collection as a whole suffers from some mon- 
otony of effect. Fortunately the remedy, skipping-exercise, 
is within the reach of all, and should add greatly to the 
reader’s enjoyment, 


Far be it from me to demand that the characters, and 





particularly the young females, of current fiction shall bear 





cannot persuade me that they 
were doing it in Colorado at the 
time when, some score of years 
ago, one gathers, the high- 
principled but unlettered cow- 
puncher hero met the cultured 
but (to judge from the dia- 
logue) almost as unlettered 
heroine from the East, and 
the two, after an exchange of 
high - principled and wholly 
Wilcoxian sentiments, decide 
to wait for each other. While 
waiting, the hero, in partner- 
ship with the villain, develops 
into a millionaire real estate | 
man, though without aban- 
doning any of his higher prin- 
ciples—which is absurd. There 
is nothing in common between 
an American real estate man 
and Enna Waertrr Wincox 
except the ability to sell hot 
airat a handsome profit. Well, 
the heroine crops up again 
and the young affection is 
renewed. But an unfortunate 
contretemps occurs. The hero- 
ine unthinkingly begs her lover 
to give up the idea of mur- 
dering his late partner in the 
midst of his villainies. So he 





think how modern American 








ROMANCE ON THE LAND. 
oe d : Land Volunteer (normally novelette writer, to scarecrow's hat). 
rushes off and enlists (I can’t| “Au! Mayy oF Mayrarr’s LOVELIEST DAUGHTERS MAY HAVE | 
THRILLED WHEN YOU WERE DOFFED.” 


the hall-mark of reality, pro- 
vided always they are enter- 
taining. Dimpsey Dorcas Dur- 
den, the leading juvenile, if 
not the heroine, of art (Hur- 
CHINSON), is not real, but she 
amuses. Having said that and 
added that the plot, or rather 
the action, of Miss Dorota 
Friatav’s latest novel is well 
sustained, one has said about 
all in its favour that justice 
demands. The hero is a bit 
of a fool; the gilded Society 
youths and maidens a trifle 
overgilded; the villain almost 
unnecessarily vile, and the 
hero’s mother, though ever so 
darling, just a wee bit too 
pawky. But what matter 
since the book is obviously 
| written to entertain, which it 
| does, and not to hold the mir- 
} . = 

|ror up to fast Society, which 
lit doesn’t. If there is an es- 
| pecially false note it is in mak- 
| ing the quite immoral Dimpsey 
| try to elope with the villain— 
'for the sake of the sensation 
merely — after he has been 
| discovered in all his vileness 
and is departing for South 
America and oblivion. But 








authors would manage to finish their stories if it wasn't for 
the War) and dies like a hero. The heroine lives to suffer 
and regret. The villain lives, we gather, to inherit the real 
estate business, and the author lives (this is the real 
tragedy) to write more stuff of the same kind. 

_ “In talking to her I always feel that hers is a point of 
view—not, as one so often jeels in talking, especially to 
women, that what they think is simply nonsense, and not a 
point of view at all!” I daresay the italicized parenthesis 
has already given you a sufficient clue to the author of this 

| quotation from Sister Woman (Grant Ricnarps), since 
_ there can hardly exist the male writer capable of quite such 


peculiar detachment that Miss or Mrs. J. G. Sure brings 


_ the writer's shrewd, tolerant and perhaps rather insistently 
broad-minded outlook upon feminine life as it is lived, appar- 


\ 


" ______!again, what matter since by 
that time everything has turned out right for the really 
nice people in the story ? 


A VICTORY PAGEANT. 

A Kentisx horse—a stately horse of Kent, 
Pure white and bearing with a royal tread 
His badge, “ Invicta,” the procession led. 

And after him the soldier heralds went, 

In painted sacking tabards, well content 
To wear their gilded heraldry instead 





| devastating candor, It may convey also a fair idea of the 


to these little studies of her kind. There are thirty of them | 
in all, none more than a few pages long, each the result of | 


Of weary fighting kit. Next, garlanded 

The singing children came, And then we sent 

Old smiling folk in waggons. Fields of grain! 

_ Into the sacking tabards put away, 

Your ripened corn may still be stored again. 

; Heralds! you ‘ll fold your painted coats and say 

They are but pageantry. But you! our slain, 
Will trumpet out “ Invicta” every day. 


———. 
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CHARIVARIA. 


A restpent of Long Island, U.S.A., 
claims to have seen a triple-headed 
octopus of enormous size. Itis evident 
from this that prohibition is not all it 
was cracked up to be. 

* * 


sent 





A young giraffe was recently 
from Africa by a British officer as a 
present to the Kine. We have since 
heard that the look of disgust on the 
animal's face, when it was housed at the 





A man charged at Willesden told the 
magistrate that he was not a striker. 
He was put back for the state of his 
mind to be inquired into. 


* 

The dumping of German pianos into 
this country has commenced, says a 
contemporary. Perhaps Herr Expert 
thought the Allies had offered to take 
it out in notes. .» , 

ok 

The Blandford County Council are 

offering a workhouse for sale. This is 





on returning home, she was severely 
reprimanded by her parents for such 
childish conduct. 


Now that the War is over will all 
those who are going to swim the 
Channel this year please stand up and 
be counted ? rs 

A marvellous story reaches us from 
Margate. It appears that a gentleman 
visitor placed his walking-stick in the 
sand, to illustrate to a friend the exact 





Zoological Gardens instead 








of at Buckingham Palace, 





| was painful to behold. o—_ 
+ .¢ \ / 
| A young New York couple| =———— ; 
, . - 
| were recently wedded in the} ==——— f 4 / 
| air. Thisis the firstinstance| == Vy, 
|of an American marriage} S— tay : 
| beginning in this way. ll a. ma { 
Y i / . Jf 
“Chislehurst,”’saysanews| — ‘ 
item, “has decided to use| =— 
| maroons to call out the fire} = 
| brigade.” Itmay notbeany| = 


| quicker than the present 
| system of dropping them a 
posteard, but it is thought 
| that the moral effect on the 
fire will be excellent. 
* 

A destructive fire occurred 
last week at a basic slag 
| works at Middlesbrough. 

The action of the crowd in 
permitting the fire brigade 
to try to extinguish it has 
| made a distinctly unfavour- 
| able impression in mining 
circles. ‘ 


* 


The New York Shipping 
Board contemplate building 
two liners, each over a thou- 
sand feet long. Later on it 
is hoped they will build a 
liner which will bridge the 
| Atlantic. 


* 





A West End thief last | —~ 
week used gas to stupefy a lady before 
robbing her. Can this be the beginning 
of a new method of painless extraction 
by pickpockets ? 


* * 


A sad case is reported from Scotland. 
In spite of prohibition in America it 
seems that a Glasgow man has booked 
a passage to New York. He was only 
twenty-eight years of age. 


_ A premium of two thousand pounds 
| 18 asked for the lease of a flat at Albert 
Hall in a Times’ advertisement. The 
high premium is due to the fact that 
in the kitchen there is a coal fire laid 
in readiness for the winter months. 


* John. “ Ricut-o! 
Bride. “I’ve Go1 
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DOMESTIC CONFIDENCES. 


Bride (after the ceremony). “ JoHN, I'VE GOT A CONFESSION TO MAKE,” 


GO AHEAD.” 
rwO OTHER HUSBANDS ALIVE.” 





place where he lost a gold 
ring the previous year, and 
found on withdrawing it 
that the ring was not on 
the end. 


Whilst walking along the 
towing-path of the canal 
near Atherstonein Warwick- 
shire, a bargee tripped over 
a spade left there by a care- 
less allotment worker and 
narrowly escaped being 
drowned. This is supposed 
to be one of the few recorded 
instances of a spade not 
being called a spade, 


a working man 
Epwarp Jones, living near 
Chelmsford, has been mar- 
ried four times and is the 
father of sixteen children. 
This splendid effort to keep 
the good old English name 
of Jones from dying out de- 
serves the highest praise. 


It is interesting to note 
that to-day is the first anni- 
versary of the day on which 
the last empty house was 
discovered in London. 


In well-informed circles it 
is generally expected that 
as soon as a suitable word 








just the chance in these hard times for 
those desirous of setting up in business 
as & pauper. is a 

* 

We hear that Mr. Martrn, on check- 
ing his forty million yards of linen, 
found it was a yard and a half short, 
and in consequence the Government 
have decided to hold a Court of Inquiry 
on the loss. x * 

According to The Weekly Dispatch, 
3ETSEY ARNOLD, who claims to be 
one hundred and seventeen years old, 
celebrated Peace Day by dancing round 
a Verdun oak-tree planted by the Mayor 
of ABERGAVENNY. We now hear that, 





can be found to rhyme with 
* Peace,” the Port LauREATE may treat 
us to something really inspiring. 


As anticipated, the visitor who, at 
a popular South Coast resort, slipped 
over the edge of a cliff but managed to 
hang on to the overhanging branch of 
a tree until rescued, now turns out to 
be a regular traveller on the Tube 
railway during its busiest hours. 

* 


“To obtain perfect results at golf,” 
says a contemporary expert, “ the two 
hands must work as one.”” What the 
professionals preserve a profound se- 
crecy about, however, is which hand 
they should work as. 
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According to a daily paper | 
named | 
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LETTERS THAT HELP US. 
(With grateful acknowledgments to the 
papers which get this sort of thing done.) 


“Somz”’ Duck. 

Sin, —I have a black-and-tan Bombay 
runner duck. Like all of its kind it is 
of a most affectionate disposition and 

catholic taste in diet. About four weeks 
ago it laid a perfectly solid and round 
egg, with which I subsequently played 
' several rounds on the North Foreland 
links. I found it excellent for putting 
and short iron shots, but rather severe 
on my wooden clubs. You can imagine 
my feelings when the authorities of the 
| Natural History Museum at South Ken- 
sington, to whom I offered it, declined 
wy giftas an “ unverifiable specimen ”’ ! 
I should be prepared to exchange it 
for a side-ear ora small landscape by 
SARGENT. ANDREW MERRILEES. 

Gazeka Grange, Broadstairs. 

A “Granp” Canary. 

Sir,—My Canary, “ Patti,” which has 
been in the family since 1861, the year 
of the London début of the famous 
prima donna, was recently allowed out 
of its cage on my lawn, and in the space 
of about three hours ate the whole of a 
croquet-ball. No untoward results have 
| so far been noticeable, except perhaps 
a slight lack of brilliancy in the bird’s 
highest register. The really extraordin- 
ary thing is that it shows no appreciable 
inerease in bulk, GLapys Wotrr. 

Gullane, N.B. 


SuspeNDED ANIMATION IN A 
SeA-SERPENT. 

| Sir,—The shortage of the gooseberry 
| crop has been very marked this year, 
| and has been seriously felt by those 
| reptiles which habitually depend for 
| their sustenance on this nutritious fruit. 
| 1 was fortunate enough early in the 
| season to obtain a large consignment 
from Greenland for the benefit of the 
inhabitants of my aquarium, and in 
particular for a fine dwarf sea-serpent 
which I purchased a few years ago from 
a Norwegian trawler. Unfortunately, 
after long abstinence from its favourite 
diet, the creature attacked its first meal 
with such avidity that it was choked by 
a large and very hairy gooseberry, and 
in spite of all our efforts with the 
kitchen tongs never regained conscious- 
ness, but lapsed into a state of deep 
coma, in which it stillremains. Repeated 
telegrams to Sir E. Ray Lanxester for 
advice have remained so far without an 
answer, but we are expecting Sir Leo 
Cu10zz4 Money to-morrow to interview 
and stimulate the patient, and have not 


given up — 
A. Mixcu Howson, F.R.Z.S. 
Gotham Lodge, Great Grimsby. 











Sap Case or A SQUIRREL. 


Sir,—The tragedies of animal life 
are too often overlooked even in this 
humanitarian age. A squirrel which I 
had succeeded in half-taming was dis- 
covered a fortnight ago in a fainting 
condition on the terrace, having dislo- 
cated its jaw in the attempt to crack an 
ostrich egg which stood as an ornament 
on the dining-room mantelpiece. The 
jaw was put in its place by our chauffeur, 
but mumps supervened and the poor 
squirrel is now undergoing a rest cure 
in the Scilly Islands. When oppor- 
tunity arises I hope to test his capacity 
in regard to crab, lobster and hedgehogs 
au naturel. Tueopore Hooxnan. 
The Oaks, Fakenham. 


PELINE AMENITIES. 

Str,—None of your correspondents 
have so far noted the omnivorous habits 
of Manx cats. My cat “ Bradda,” 
though notdespising milk, tishand fowl, 
supplements them with tin-tacks, sand- 
paper, Swedish matches and linoleum. 
I tested herthe otherday with the works 
of Mr. Cuarues Garvicr, bound in limp 
lamb-skin ; but she drew the line. Now 
was it patriotism or eriticism which in- 
spired this grand refusal ? 

QUILLIAM QUIRK. 
Laxey Hail, Catiewater. 





THE DUPE’S DIARY. 
Monpay. 


Cau me foolish if you like. 

I have bought a motor-bike! 

Felt I couldn't do without it 

(Though I don’t know much about 
it), 

And its man who sold it me 

Said, “It’s cheap at forty-three. 

She is not exactly new, 

But that need not worry you. 

There's a rest for both the feet, 

Kick-start, foot-cluteh all complete, 

Spares and tools and lamps and 
gears — 

She will run for years and years. 

They are in this bag, you see 

(I’m afraid I’ve lost the key). 

Forty-three 's the merest song ; 

There is simply nothing wrong.” 


Well, to cut the story short, he 
Let me have the thing for forty. 


TUESDAY. 


Woe is me! She will not stir; 
Something must be wrong with her. 
1 have pushed and pulled and curst, 
Done my best and said my worst ; 
Nothing happened. Then I found 
That the wheels were far from round: 
Both the mud-guards by mistake 





Acted for the (absent) brake, 





And whene’er I touched a spoke 

It incontinently broke. 

Now the boot-boy 's working at her: 
He may find out what's the matter, 


WEDNESDAY. 


In the bag that arrant scam 

Said that I should find the lamp; 
I have forced the lock this minute, 
There's a broken spanner in it 
And a dirty bit of rag. 

That is all that’s in the bag. 


THURSDAY. 
I have got the thing to go. 
Started perfectly in low, 
And she sailed without a stop 
To the nearest motor shop. 
Both the wheels were turning 
round, 
Engine barely made a sound 
(Still, perhaps I ought to say 
It is down-hill all the way). 


Fripay. 


Oh the villain! This, in short, 
Is the garage-man’s report :— 
Bikes depend so very much 

On the thing they call a ‘ clutch,’ 
Which you have not got ; besides, 
Almost everyone who rides 

Has a belt (or chain instead) ; 
Also "-—and he shook his head— 
“It would go a tritie better 

If it had a carburetter.” 


SATURDAY. 
She bas gone! She did look neat 
When I pushed her down the street 
Very early in the morning ; 
Then, without a word of warning, 
Off she started like a shot, 
Which, my reader, J did not. 

Sunpay, 

Sunday is a day of rest, 











And I cannot don my vest, 

For my body ’s black and blue 
And my head is thumping too ; 
On my chest ’s a leaden weight 
And my back-bone’s far from | 

straight ; 

Both my knees are very sore, 
While a brace of ribs or more 
Are entangled with my liver— | 
And the bike is in the river! 





“Mr, G. H. Roberts, the Food Controller, } 
said that there appeared to be nothing invotved | 
in the mining dispute in Porkshire that might | 
not be settled amicably around a table.” 

Lancashire Daily Post 


“Mr. Roebuck went on to state the basis on i 
which the 10 per cent. of the Sankey Report 
is founded. He continued: ‘ We had other 
grounds, impregnable and incontrovertible at 
least by the coal owners of Porkshire.’” 

Manchester Guardian. 


If this conspiracy on the part of the 
Lancashire Press continues we 
there will be another War of the Roses. 
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HER NEW CHAMPION. 


“Tre Times” (to Ervin). “YOUR OLD FRIENDS SEEM TO BE NEGLECTING YOU, 
ALLOW ME TO PUT MY PEN AT YOUR SERVICE.” 
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Soldier. “ Look AT THAT SILLY BLOKE CLIMBING ABAH'T 


"ERE VOLUNTARY 
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AN’ BIN IN THE ARMY TOO!” 








EULOGY IN EXCELSIS. 
As a result of the epidemic of mutual 
congratulation which has recently been 
raging, the opening meeting of the 


| newly-formed Royal Eulogical Society 


was held on Thursday last at the 
Gigantic Hotel, Mr. Luoyp GrorcEe 


| beingin the Chair, Among other mem- 
| bers present were Mr. Bonar Law, the 


Duke of NoRtHUMBERLAND, Mr. Pem- 
BERTON Binwine, Mr. Pat Moors, Mr. 
Owen Nares, Lord Nortucuirre, the 
Editor of John Bull, Mr. James Winpe, 
several members of the Centre Party, 


| Mr. Ropert Sminum, Lord Frencu, 
| Mr. Winston Crurcnini, Mr. Henry 


Arnuey, Sir Atrrep Monp, Lord Bir- 
KENHEAD, and the GeEppes family. 
The proceedings were remarkable for 
a unique display of spontaneous adu- 
lation, the intensity of which may be 
judged from a few extracts chosen at 
random from the verbatim report, a 
copy of which is forwarded to each 
member gratis. It may be mentioned 
that one of the rules of the Society 
clearly states that no speech may 
exceed five minutes in duration; which 
accounts for the absence of Mr. J. L. 
Garvin, who felt unable to limit him- 


self to such truncated eloquence. 





Mr. Liuoyp Grorae: I have told you 


what I think of my friend, Mr. Bonar 
Law; but how can I hope adequately 
to express my feelings towards my 
other friend, Mr. Winston CHURCHILL ? 
The task is too stupendous even for me. 

Mr, Bonar Law: I have known Mr. 
Wisston Cuurcaini both as an ally 
and as an opponent, but in either rd/e 
his head was always well above water. 
He is aman you cannot down—drown ! 

Mr. Winston Cuurcnit: Words fail 
me when I attempt to express my ad- 
miration for my friends and colleagues, 
Mr. Lioyp Grorce and Mr. Bonar 
Law. However, I shall endeavour to 
do justice to their great qualities in 
their biographies, which I am hoping to 
write in due course. 

Mr. James WiLpg in a few well-chosen 
words expressed the opinion that his 
friend Mr. Pau Moore was the hardest- 
headed man he had ever met. 

Mr. Pan Moore guessed that his 
friend Mr, James WILDE was caught 
bending very seldom indeed. 

The Duke of Norruumpertanp: Re- 
cently, in another place, I had the 
privilege of studying my friend Mr. 
Roperr Saxe at close, almost stuffy, 
quarters. I found him one of the most 
charming men imaginable, endowed, 





moreover, with an unusual sense of 
delicacy and an unquenchable thirst 
for information. 

Mr. Rosert Smituie: The Duke of 
NORTHUMBERLAND is a man after my 
own heart. His intimate acquaintance 
with royalties is no doubt responsible 
for much of his affability and sunny dis- 
position. He is an oasis in an otherwise 
arid waste of dukes. 

Mr. Owen Nanes: My friend and 
fellow-worker in the sacred cause of 
Dramatic Art, Mr. Henry ALNLey, is an 
accomplished actor whose métier leans 
towards the pseudo-serious-psychic. As 
soon as he finds a part to fit him he will 
fit it like a glove, and, I am sure, speedily 
recoup himself for all the sacrifices he 
made in answer to the eall of King and 
Country. (Slow music, please—thank 
you!) I often think of him as I face 
my enthusiastic matinée audiences at 
2:30 on Thursdays and Saturdays, and 
note the queues every evening at 8°19. 

Mr. Henry Arintey: While serving my 
country on the Virginia Water Front I 
had ample leisure for reflection, thanks 
to the exigencies of my military duties, 
and I often wondered what the Lon- 
don stage would be like deprived of 
the refining influence of my friend and 











fellow - artiste, Mr. Owen Nares. 
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| was inclined to think it would resemble 





| by Mrs. Brown, that Miss Eliza Smith 
| has hitherto been in receipt of emolu- 
| . . 

| ments wholly incommensurate with the 


| desires to show himself in complete 


| cope satisfactorily with the exorbitant 
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the ball without Cinderella. At the 
same time I am convinced that Mr. 
Owen Nares would have made an ideal 
O.C. of a Divisional Concert Party or 
manager of a Y.M.C.A. Hut. 








POLITICS IN THE HOME. 

Lona experience of the delightful 
methods of economy adopted by Gov- 
ernment Departments in their dealings 
with their employees enabled me to 


demand for higher wages submitted to 
me, through my wife, by Eliza, our 
cook-general, 

All I did was to retire to the sea- 
side for the week-end and there call a 
Cabinet meeting. My wife attended 
as Home Secretary, and I presided as 
Prime Minister and First Lord of the 
Treasury. 

Asa result of our deliberations the fol- 
lowing letter was drafted: ‘“* Whereas 
it has been represented to Mr. Brown, 


volume of responsibility devolving upon 
her, and whereas Mr. Brown, after 
thorough and detailed investigation, 


accord with this view, he is pleased to 
\uthorise Mrs. Brown to cease pay- 
ments to Miss Smith in accordance 
with the scale of pay at present in force 
(viz., four pounds per mensem) on and 
iufter the 15th inst., and to substitute 
in lieu thereof, but not in addition 
thereto, payments in accordance with 
the new scale, which shall be four 
pounds seven shillings and threepence 
per mensem, as from the 15th proximo.”’ 

This done the Cabinet was reorganised 
and a meeting called. I rose as Chan 
cellor of the Exchequer to protest 
against the additional drain on the 
revenue which this scheme would seem 
toinvolve; the Home Secretary pointed 
out that the deft use of the words inst. 
and proximo in its text made of the} 





| draft a miracle of statesmanship, pro- | 
| viding, as it did, for the necessary | 


| increase to 


Miss E. Smith 


without} 


| causing the Exchequer to disgorge 80 | 
| much as a red cent more than hitherto. | 


| course—but sufficient unto the day 


The letter was accordingly despatched | 
with the approval of all Government} 
Departments. 

To-day Miss Smith’s criticisms are | 
at hand. She demands at least double | 
the increase. The Cabinet are on good 
terms with one another ; the only alter- 
ations required in the original draft 
will be :—For “ inst.” read “ult.” For 
“seven shillings and threepence "’ read 
‘sixteen shillings.” The arrangement 
will call for revision after one year, of 
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“Tie NEW MEENISTER GAVE US A GRAN’ SERMON THIS MORNIN’.” 


“OcH, AY, IT WAS AWPU’ FINE, 


BuT D' YE KEN HE Reap 1T?” 


“Reap ir! I woutpna’ 'a’ CARED IF HE’D WHUSTLED IT!" 








The House Boat’s Chance. 


“The League of Arts hopes that every house 


having a river frontage on both embankments 


ll be made gay with bunting.” 
Daily Telegraph. 


“The Government are not a three-quarter 
back trying to get their policy past the public 
goal-keeper.”—Times 
Of course if they were a centre-forward 
trying to get their service past the pub- 


lie wicket-keeper it would be different. 





Our Tactful Sailors. 

“ Lord Jellicoe walked to the fire that was 
burning in the grate, and stood with his hands 
behind his back. ‘I cannot say too much 
about the warmth of the welcome,’ he con- 
tinued.”—Australian Paper. 


*‘ Divorce is the only means by which 1} can 
obtain moderate happiness.” —Evening Paper. 
We know that marriage makes 2 into 1 
and divorce 1 into 2, but the above 
préblem cludes us. 
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THE HOLIDAY BUREAU. 


‘Tue notice caught my eye as 1 was 
taking a short cut through an un- 
familiar street: “ Holiday Bureau,” it 
ran, and then underneath in small 
letters : “ Clients’ individual needs sup- 
lied,” 

My most pressing problem just then 
was where to go for a quiet inexpensive 
| holiday. I went in. pahe 
| It was very like a railway inquiry 
oftice, but besides the usual pigeon- 
| holes there were shelves of bottles, as 
‘in a chemist’s shop. A pretty girl was 
talking eagerly to the official-in-charge. 

And the eatering must all be done 

for me,” she was insisting. “I want 





Sir,” he said; 


you fancy —iah, excuse me a moment, 
as a large golden- haired lady rustled in. 


“Oh, my dear good Sir,” she cried, | please explain. 
, I've had the time | 
I can never be grateful | 


“so clever of you! 
of my life. 
enough—a veal rest cure. 
in the sun all day long and living on 
cream, exactly what I've always longed 
todo. I had a fright though when the 
Fulkes called. I hadn't realised it was | 
so near their place; but they never) 
noticed me—so queer and refreshing, | 
you know, not to be noticed. Joo sweet 
of you to arrange it all so beautifully. 
My friends say they never saw me look- 
ing so well and want to know where 


Just lying | 





. 
to be able to get something to eat just 
| when I faney it, no regular meals, they 


| ave so upsetting to one’s plans. Then 


I’ve been! I had to come and thank 
you. Good-bye,” and she sailed out. 








| want plenty of sea-bathing 
' and games, and a jolly set of 
| people who will like the things 
| that I like; and it must be 
'cheap. Can you really man- 
‘age all that?” Her voice 
was wistful, 

Certainly, Madam, wecan 
supply the very holiday you 
| require, on the Cornish or 
| Devon coast.” 

“Cornwall! How lovely! 
| But I thought it was awfully 
| difficult to get rooms down 
| there, and isn’t food a prob- 
| lem in those out-of-the-way 
| places?” 
| “TL assure you that you will 
| have no difliculty either about 
food or accommodation ; and 
there is congenial society and 
plenty of sport, good fishing, 
swimming, bathing, flying.” 








Beach Policeman, “ CORPORATION DON'T ALLOW FISHING FROM 
THESE sTEPS, Sia.” 

Hypochondriac. “I'm Nor FISHING. 
SEA'S TEMPERATURE BEFORE DECIDING TO BATHE.” 





“Flying? Oh!” 

“ Yes, Madam, I think that our Sea- 
wull Month will exactly meet your re- 
quirements, Half-a-guinea a week, plus 
railway fare, is our charge. The travel 

| difficulty is simplified by taking no 
| luggage; you will need none. You 
| simply take this phial, monthly size; 
on arrival drink it; the change lasts for 
one calendar month; introductions go 
with the outtit,” 

“And my return ticket?” 

* In your as-you-were suit, Madam ;” 
and he bowed her out. 

“Yes, Sir, and what can I do for 
you?” 

“I want a quiet holiday,” I said, 
“lively and congenial society, but not 
noisy. I don’t want to be obliged to 
get up in the morning or to keep an 
sort of appointment. I'd like to lie in 
bed all day if I feel inclined, and per- 
haps stay up all night.” It was aston- 
ishingly easy to reveal my most secret 
longings to this sympathetic listener. 





“This lady -?" T began. 

“A rather special arrangement,” he 
answered. “We cannot always find 
vacancies. A guest in a pleasant house 
—as @ Persian cat. And now, Sir?” 

“ Oh, please attend to this lady first,” 
I answered hastily, as a thin shabbily- 
dressed figure entered, half-shyly as it 
seemed. 

“Is it possible to arrange a cheap 
holiday?” she asked timidly. 

She was obviously a lady and a very 
tired one. 

“A eheap holiday for six children,” 
she added, gaining courage. “I want 
to take them all into the country, but 
the present prices make it impossible.” 

The attendant looked sympathetic. 
“How would a month at a farm-house 


o 


y | suit a Madam?” he asked. 


‘he very thing,” she said eagerly ; 
“but it would cost so much.” 

“Not very much,” he answered: 
“children are half-price, because the 





change takes effect on them so easily. 





THE LONDON CHARIVARL 
“ We have exactly what you require, Ten shillings a week for adults and five 


“our Rabbit Fortnight. | shillings for children is our charge for 
You simply take a ticket to any locality | a farmhouse holiday. A month would 


I'm JUST TAKING THE 


| thing. 
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quite set you up,” he added. 

“16 would indeed,” she cried; “ but 
I do not understand 
how it can be done at the price.” 

‘Take the children down to any plea- 
sant farmhouse you fancy,” he said, 
busily measuring a clear amber liquid 
into a medicine bottle; “find a quiet 
field or wood close by and give them 
each a tablespoonful of this, taking 
three yourself; rest a few moments and 
then walk into the farmyard. Great 
pleasure will be shown on your arrival 
and a private house and food provided. 
The probable comment will be, ‘ A late 
clutch!’ but the hospitality will be 
none the less hearty for that.” 

“Tt will be just the thing for the chil- 
rs dren,” she said, and left the 
office with a light step. 

By this time I was so much 
interested in the other clients 
that I sat back in a corner 
watching them. 

A sapper decided on an 
Kagle Week in Scotland, and 
an airman who wanted a com 
plete change thought that a 
Mole Week-end would suit 
him down to the ground. 

Then a very stout gentle- 
man entered, with boots made 
of leather and coat-cloth made 
of wool, and a handsome gold 
chain and diamond studs. 

“T want a really comfort- 
able holiday,” he said, “ with 
a few like-minded friends, 
good food and a little gentle 
exercise,” 

“ Yes, Sir, we have the very 
We have made special arrange- 
ments with a farmer in the Shires, a 
trustworthy man; he has a well-stocked 
place and caters specially for gentle- 
men like you. You will be well housed, 
well fed and thoroughly appreciated.” 

They talked a while in low tones, 
making arrangements; but the fat gen- 
tleman seemed displeased with some- 
thing. 

“No, not very happy nomenclature,” 
admitted the official humbly, “‘ but these 
farmers are a homely race, and one must 
use terms which they understand.” 

“Still— Fat Stock!" objected the 
client. 

“Quite so, my dear Sir; but what's 
in a name? e know the valuable 
services you will render to the country 
after this well-deserved holiday. And 
I do assure you that you will be thor- 
oughly comfortable.” 

“ And now, Sir,” he said, turning to 
me in my corner as the portly gentle- 











man left the office. 
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Passenger (to indignant guard on very sk 


“I'll take the Rabbit Fortnight, 
please,” I said; “but is there not—er 

some risk?" 

“There is risk in all holidays, Sir,” 
he replied with dignity—* mountain 
eering, motoring—what you will; but 
in your case, provided that you avoid 
the vicinity of a harvest field when the 
corn is being cut, I should say that the 
risk was very slight.” 

So I settled with him for the Rabbit 
Fortnight, and on reaching home put 
the phial safely away on the top shelf 
in my dressing-room ; but at dinner the 
next evening my wife said,“ We turned 
out your dressing-room to-day, dear, 
and Ann accidentally broke that little 
blue bottle—the one without a label.’’ 

And I cannot find that street again! 











Necessary Candour. 
“Snyg Freehold Suburban Villa, £450; hot 
bath ; not overlooked.”— Worcester Times. 


There was an old man in a mine 
Who said, “ Though the world should 
repine 
And every soul 
Be left without coal 


My wages must never decline.” 
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w ratiway). “ Yes, PERHAPS YOU 'RE 
You 8&& I’v¥eB BEEN USED TO DASHING ABOUT IN A TANK.” 


THE FAIRY RING, 


I sroop inside the fairy ring, 
I kept my eyes shut fast, 

I heard the fairies dance and 
I felt them whirling past. 








RIGHT IN BAYING IT & ONT 


sing, 


Nearer and nearer still they came, 


They touched my dress, my 


They called me softly by my name; 


I heard them everywhere. 


py han 


My heart was beating loud and fast 
I neither moved nor spoke ; 
And so they went away at last, 


The tiny fairy folk. 


To-morrow IJ shall go again 
And seek the inagic place, 

I shall not be so foolish then, 
I shall not hide my face. 


But I shall stay for hours and hours 


Until the daylight ends, 


And we shall dance among the flowers 


And be the greatest friends. 


And IJ shall learn their fairy song, 


And when I come away 
I still shall hear it all night ! 
And sing it every day. 


ony 


R. F. 




















Y SLOW BY COMPARISON 


Another Impending Apology. 

“ An organ recital will be given on Tuesday 
at one o'clock by M On Wednesday 
the church will be closed until further notice 
for the repair of the organ.”-— Weekly Paper 


“Sam Weller’s father pointed out, on a 
famous occasion, that ‘ the law is a hans!’ ” 
Lloyd's Sunday News 


We live and learn. Was it perhaps 
Oliver Twist's uncle who said, “ Beware 
of widders " ? 


“The Bishop of London the other day gave 
the London Diocesan Conference a few facts 
about his income. This, he said, was how it 
worked out 

cR DR 
Income £10,000 Income-tax . . £3,000 
Supper-tax . £1,500 
Rates and taxes £2,000 


£6,500 


aid the Bishop.” 
Madras Mail. 


Then why not give up suppers ? 


Balance £3,500 


lt can’t be done, 


A conjurer hailing from York 

Inadvertently swallowed a fork. 
When they asked, “ Does it pain?" 
He replied with disdain, 

“] digest it far quicker than pork.” 
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THE GREAT CONSOLER. 


Waar is Mr. Jounson doing? Every- 
one wants to know that. I happen by 
_ great good luck to have found out. He 

is not holding soft-pedalled conferences 
with prominent business men; he is 
not trying to introduce the teetotalisator 
at fashionable race-meetings. No; he 
_is subtler even than that. He has per- 
suaded the Government to appoint a 
| secret Interdepartmental Committee, 
and you can guess how secret that 
must be. It is composed of representa- 
tives of the Board of Trade and the 
Board of Edueation, and its object is to 
revise the standard classical works of 
the English poets in such a way as to 
alter or dilute or eliminate the more 
Sacchanalian bits of them. A few stray 
minute sheets, floating down from a 
window in Whitehall, gave me the clue. 
[ picked them up and read as follows: 


“Sone or THE Barrish WorkinG Man. 
(ACX 15397/R 509.) 
“ Betwixt the A.S.E. and suchlike things 
[ sat a-toping ; for what hammer swings 
When all the wide world to the dogs is 
gone? 
So I kept on 
Filling my pewter pint-pot up with beers 
Bad as my fears.* 
Betwixt the A.S.E. and suchlike things 
I sat a-toping ; for small comfort brings 
Peace and her rainbow message from 
the sky 
With rent so high 
Betwixt the A.S.E. and suchlike things. 


‘And as I sat, over the light-blue sea 
| There came a noise of purring ; cups of 
i tea 
| Were forced into the hands of barmaids 
proud ; 
‘Twas Pussyfoot and crowd! 
| The nasal accent twanged, nor over- 
loud, 
But soft as gentle strains from Ohio: 
"Twas Pussyfoot and Co. ! 
They gained the shore, they climbed a 
tramear’s top, 
| Like to a parish outing up they pop, 
| Invoking shame with lifted hand and 
brolly 
On all things aleoholly ! 
Ah then, ah then I let my tankard 
drop, 
| And I despised my ignorance and folly, 
| As boys despise, when cricketing in 
June, 
| The roasted chestnuts of a winter- 
| moon; 
I rushed into the trolley. 
* The Board of Trade representatives wished 
| apparently to read, instead of this line, ‘Of a 
lower specific aleoholic gravity than 2%," but 
were over-ruled by the Board of Education, on 


the ground that these words did not fit the 
metre so well, 


j 


i 





“ Packed to the further end the triumph 
car 

Had kings of commerce, members of 
the Bar 

And various dons on; 

The azure streamlets floated from them 
far; 

Their hats, their coats were ebon as 

the night, 

Their gloves of pearly-white, 
And high above them all in pensive 
mood, 

Trifling an ivory tooth-pick as he stood, 
The young Ionson. 


« «Whence come ye, merry sports, and 
what about ? 
So many and somany and such drought? 
Why have ye left behind your beans and 
pork 

In little old New York?’ 
‘We follow Jounson ! JoHNson on the 
ramp 

Has moved his camp! 
Jounson, YouNG JoHNson! 
may hap 
On Prohibition we have all gone nap; 
Come hither, working man, and 
moulded be 

To more efficiency,’ ” 


whatso’er 


The next sheet was so soiled with 
mud that I couldn't read it, but I've 
just managed to decipher the line :— 


‘Mounted on tabby-furs and tortoise- 
shells,” 

in one place, and a little lower further on 
“TI saw repentant kneel 
a-down,” 


Pittsburg 


and the last paper bore the following 
beautiful conclusion, from which it ap- 
pears that the working man was so 
carried away by enthusiasm that he 
lapsed completely into the missionaries’ 
tongue :— 

“* Say, stranger, 

I have been a ranger, 
A truant and a traitor to my vow; 

I see that tippling 

Queers a stripling, 
And I mean to cut it out right now.’ ” 


* Poetic licence. Evor 








“Highland costume, cost 8 guineas; suit 
lady or gent.”— Scotsman. 


This would make a useful wedding-gift 
from a mutual friend. 


“Sir David Beatty received the honorary 
freedom of the city of Leicester this afternoon, 
On arrival at the Great Central Station he 
inspected a guard of honour consisting of ex- 
naval men and members of the R.N.V.R. (the 
‘Wary Navy ')."—Evening Paper. 

In justice to the very gallant force some- 
times known as the ‘‘ Wavy Navy” we 
protest against the suggestion that it 





wears its heart upon its sleeve, 








THE SPREAD OF NEWSPAPER 


GOVERNMENT. 

Takinea their cue from The Times and 
Ireland, other newspapers’ plans for 
hastening the Millennium come thick 
as leaves in Vallombrosa. We can 
only very briefly mention the most 
important. 

Perhaps the most momentous is that 
of the President of the North Boreland 
Golf Club, to which The Daily Mail 
has given its generous support, for the 
nationalising of golf courses, on the 
basis of (1) the abolition of the stymie, 
as that vexatious regulation has been 
shown to promote ill-will between the 
classes; (2) a minimum wage of ten 
shillings a day for caddies, and a daily 
allowance of half-a-pint of sloe-gin ; | 
(3) the inclusion of the President of the | 
North Boreland Golf Club as an er- 
officio member of the Cabinet, without 
portfolio or responsibilities, during his 
lifetime. 

Secondly we have to note the very 
interesting suggestion of The Daily 
Herald for the painless extermination 
of all Dukes by giving them free seats 
in a Second Chamber of the Lethal pat- 
tern, with Mr. RoBpert WILriams as | 
chief anwsthetist. 

The Spectator issues a draft scheme | 
for the partition of the Isle of Man; | 
Greeba Castle, the Great Wheel of | 
Laxey and other specially selected areas | 
to be formed into a special autonomous | 
province with Sir Hann Carve as | 
Hereditary Ban. | Proportional Repre- 
sentation is part of the scheme, and nine 
votes will be allotted to all genuine 
Manx cats, on the principle of one life 
one vote. 

Finally, Zhe Daily Chronicle has put 
forth a stirring appeal for the Stand- 
ardisation of the Risteddfodic hwy, 
signed by our two leading Harops, 
BeGBie and SrenpEr. These eminent 
writers point out that the Cambrian 
brand of uplift is marked by a pecul- 
iarly rich and juicy quality, and they 
indicate with great skill how this rich- 
ness and juiciness can be transplanted 
and acclimatized in English soil, so as 
to take on in the process a specially 
superfatted unction. The course of 
spiritual gymnastics prescribed is, 
however, long and arduous; but the 
signatories declare that they have 
doubled their dynamic fervour by the 
discipline which it entails. 











_ “B Flat Cornet by Hors Concours, Paris, 
in excellent condition, with A Shank, etc., in 
leather bound case, 7 guineas.” 

Provincial Paper. 
A relative of the above maker, Hors de 
Combat, is engaged in Berlin in the 
lyre industry. 
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THE GREAT CONSOLER. 


Wuar is Mr. Jonnson doing? Every- 
one wants to know that. I happen by 
great good luck to have found out. He 
is not holding soft-pedalled conferences 
with prominent business men; he is 


_ not trying to introduce the teetotalisator 


at fashionable race-meetings. 


No; he 


_is subtler even than that, He has per- 


suaded the Government to appoint a 
secret Interdepartmental Committee, 


'and you can guess how secret that 


must be. It is composed of representa- 
tives of the Board of Trade and the 


| Board of Education, and its object is to 
| revise the standard classical works of 





the English poets in such a way as to 
alter or dilute or eliminate the more 
Bacchanalian bits of them. A few stray 
minute sheets, floating down from a 
window in Whitehall, gave me the clue. 
I picked them up and read as follows: 


“Sono or THe British Workina Man. 
(ACX 15397/R 509.) 
Betwixt the A.S.E. and suchlike things 
I sat a-toping ; for what hammer swings 
When all the wide world to the dogs is 
gone? 
So I kept on 
Filling my pewter pint-pot up with beers 
Bad as my fears.* 
Betwixt the A.S.E. and suchlike things 
I sat a-toping ; for small comfort brings 
Peace and her rainbow message from 
the sky 
With rent so high 
Betwixt the A.S.E. and suchlike things. 


|“ And as I sat, over the light-blue sea 
| There came a noise of purring ; cups of 


tea 


_ Were forced into the hands of barmaids 


proud ; 
"Twas Pussyfoot and crowd! 
The nasal accent twanged, nor over- 
loud, 
But soft as gentle strains from Ohio: 
"Twas Pussyfoot and Co. ! 


| They gained the shore, they climbed a 


tramear’s top, 
Like to a parish outing up they pop, 


| Invoking shame with lifted hand and 


brolly ’ 
On all things aleoholly ! 


| Ah then, ah then I let my tankard 


drop, 

And I despised my ignorance and folly, 

As boys despise, when cricketing in 
June, 

The roasted chestnuts of a winter- 
moon, 


I rushed into the trolley. 


* The Board of Trade representatives wished 
apparently to read, instead of this line, ‘Of a 
lower specific alcoholic gravity than 2%,” but 
were over-ruled by the Board of Education, on 
the ground that these words did not fit the 
metre so well, 


“ Packed to the further end the triumph 
car 
Had kings of commerce, members of 
the Bar 
And various dons on; 
The azure streamlets floated from them 
far; 
Their hats, their coats were ebon as 
the night, 
Their gloves of pearly-white, 
And high above them all in pensive 
mood, 
Trifling an ivory tooth-pick as he stood, 
The young Ionson.* 


«« Whence come ye, merry sports, and 
what about ? 
So many and somany and such drought? 
Why have ye left behind your beans and 
pork 
In little old New York?’ 
‘We follow Jounson ! Jounson on the 
ramp 
Has moved his camp! 
JoHnson, YouNG JOHNSON! 
may hap 
On Prohibition we have all gone nap; 
Come hither, working man, and 
moulded be 
To more efficiency.’ ”’ 


whatso’er 


The next sheet was so soiled with 
mud that I couldn't read it, but I’ve 
just managed to decipher the line :— 
“Mounted on tabby-furs and tortoise- 
shells,” 
in one place, and a little lower further on 
“I saw repentant 
a-down,”’ 


Pittsburg kneel 


and the last paper bore the following 
beautiful conclusion, from which it ap- 
pears that the working man was so 
earried away by enthusiasm that he 
lapsed completely into the missionaries’ 
tongue :— 

“* Say, stranger, 

I have been a ranger, 
A truant and a traitor to my vow; 

I see that tippling 

Queers a stripling, 
And I mean to cut it out right now.’ ” 


* Poetic licence. Evor 








“Highland costume, cost 8 guineas; suit 
lady or gent.”—Scotsman., 


This would make a useful wedding-gift 
from a mutual friend. 


“Sir David Beatty received the honorary 
freedom of the city of Leicester this afternoon. 
On arrival at the Great Central Station he 
inspected a guard of honour consisting of ex- 
naval men and members of the R.N.V.R. (the 
‘Wary Navy ')."—Evening Paper. 

In justice to the very gallant force some- 
times known as the “‘ Wavy Navy ” we 
protest against the suggestion that it 





wears its heart upon its sleeve. 








THE SPREAD OF NEWSPAPER 

GOVERNMENT. 

TakinG their cue from The Times and 
Ireland, other newspapers’ plans for 
hastening the Millennium come thick 
as leaves in Vallombrosa. We can 
only very briefly mention the most 
important. 

Perhaps the most momentous is that 
of the President of the North Boreland 
Golf Club, to which The Daily Mail 
has given its generous support, for the 
nationalising of golf courses, on the 
basis of (1) the abolition of the stymie, 
as that vexatious regulation has been 
shown to promote ill-will between the 
classes; (2) a minimum wage of ten 
shillings a day for caddies, and a daily 
allowance of half-a-pint of sloe-gin ; 
(3) the inclusion of the President of the 
North Boreland Golf Club as an er- 
officio member of the Cabinet, without 
portfolio or responsibilities, during his 
lifetime. 

Secondly we have to note the very 
interesting suggestion of The Daily 
Herald for the painless extermination 
of all Dukes by giving them free seats 
in a Second Chamber of the Lethal pat- 
tern, with Mr. RoBerr WinuiaMs as 
chief anxsthetist, 








The Spectator issues a draft scheme | 


for the partition of the Isle of Man; | 
the Great Wheel of | 


Greeba Castle, 
Laxey and other specially selected areas 


to be formed into a special autonomous | 


province with Sir Harn Care 
Hereditary Ban. . Proportional Repre- 
sentation is part of the scheme, and nine 
votes will be allotted to all genuine 
Manx cats, on the principle of one life 
one vote. 

Finally, The Daily Chronicle has put 
forth a stirring appeal for the Stand- 
ardisation of the Histeddfodic hwyl, 
signed by our two leading Haro.ps, 
BeGBie and SpenpER. These eminent 
writers point out that the Cambrian 
brand of uplift is marked by a pecul- 
iarly rich and juicy quality, and they 
indicate with great skill how this rich- 
ness and juiciness can be transplanted 
and acclimatized in English soil, so as 
to take on in the process a specially 
superfatted unction. The course of 
spiritual gymnastics prescribed is, 
however, long and arduous; but the 
signatories declare that they have 
doubled their dynamic fervour by the 
discipline which it entails. 


as 





_ “B Flat Cornet by Hors Concours, Paris, 
in excellent condition, with A Shank, etc., in 
leather bound case, 7 guineas.” 

Provincial Paper. 
A relative of the above maker, Hors de 
Combat, is engaged in Berlin in the 
lyre industry. 
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“Yrs, I BELIEVE IN PLAYING THE GAME. I TOSSED UP WHETHER MY JUNIOR PARTNER OR | SHOULD COME DOWN HERE FOR THE 


REGATTA, AND, M¥ DEAR LADY, WILL YOU BELIEVE ME? IT TOOK FIVE SPINS BEFORE IT CAME RIGHT.” 








THE RED DUSTER. 


(R.N.R. Demobilised.) 
| On, some will save their Navy pay and take their ease 


ashore, 
| And some sit down at an office desk and go to sea no more, 
| And some will follow the blooming plough and hear the 
skylark’s song... 
| But oh! it’s me for the old Red Duster, for that's where I 
belong. 


| 

| I'll sign and sail in the Lord knows what, I ‘ll go the Lord 

knows where, 

| From Hudson Bay I'll béat my way to the Straits of old 
Le Mair, 

From Pernambuck to Palembang, oh! I know I'll not go 
wrong, 

So long 's I’m under the old Red Duster, for that’s where 
I belong. 


I'll take a turn in the Black Sea trade, a trick on the Gulf 
Ports run, 

I'll feel the bite o’ the Cape Horn cold, the burn o’ the 
Perim sun ; 

I'll go the round of the blessed lot, from the Gunfleet to 
Hong Kong, 

When I get back to the old Red Duster, the place where I 
belong. 








There ’s many a rum old sailor-town I mean to fetch again, 

There are chaps I know in Mexico, there's a port of call in 
Maine, 

And many a light I'll lift once more ‘tween the Dondrah 
and the Tongue, 

When I get back to the old Red Duster, the place where I 
belong. 


I'llship aboard o’ the first that comes, and any old thing ‘ll 
do, 

And I don’t much care if she’s sail or steam or whether 
she’s old or new, 

There ‘ll be never a tramp too foul for me nor a spouter 
smell too strong, 

So long ’s I’m under the old Red Duster, for that’s where I 
belong. 


+ + - ! 
For Navy chaps are Navy chaps—good luck to all and one! 
And Navy ways are Navy ways... and now the fighting 


done 

I’m sick at heart for a shellback’s yarn my old-time pals 
among, 

And oh! it’s me for the old Red Duster, for that’s where I 
belong. C. F. 5. 








“Ex-Kalser anp Crows Prince ro pe Frrep SHortLy.” 
} Standard (Buenos Ayres). 
A la mode de Mikado—* Something humorous, with boiling 
oil in it.” 
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replied Sir Ronertr Horne, “ ag there | through half-a-dozen Bills, one of which, 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT, | are coveral respectable people in Ire-| for the irrigation of the Sudan, would | 


Monday, July 28th.—A proposal to} land " but the rest of the cain ncee|in the old days have furnished matter | 
set up four consultative councils, pre- | was submerged in laughter. for a couple of nights’ debate, while | 
sumably with appropriate emoluments,| Mr. Batpwin, replying to a sugges-|another, the Expiring Laws Contin. | 


to assist the new Minister or Hearn, | tion that the Government should take|uance Bill, has before now been made 


did not meet with the approval of Lord | steps to‘ deflate the currency,’ observed | the excuse for a pitched battle. 
Downnam. In his opinion the tendency | that, thanks to-the success of the Tuesday, July 29th.—Lord Satis- 
f our new rulers to surround them-|recent Loan, the process had already | nury has hitherto effectually disguised | 
selves with buffer-states strikes at the| begun. It seems odd that the first step | his affection for the Ways and Commu 


root of Ministerial responsibility. Butjin deflation should be “raising the] nications Bill. He must in reality be 
| the Peers were more impressed by Lord id. very fond of it, for he sought this after- | 
Sanpuurst’s artful plea that “ every- rhe connection between the dog-tax | noon to make two of it. But the parent 
g should not be done from White- | and the salaries of Petty Sessions’ clerks | of the child, as in the leading case before | 
hall,” and swallowed the councils omy alappears at first sight to be as remote! Soromon, thought that bisection would 
small majority. be fatal to the infant's con- 
| If all the heat engendered tinued existence, and success- 
over the Cippenham motor- fully resisted the proposal. 
lepSt could have been stored For weeks past the Com- 
up for future use we could mons have been trying to ex- 
regard the coal-strike with com tract from a dilatory Govern- 
placency. Even Lord MILNER ment the names of the new 
was stirred out of his usual Ambassador to Washington 
npassivity by Lord Drs and of the new Consul-General 
hs ROUGH Ss criticism, and de at New York. All sorts of | 
clared that his opponent had rumours as to the reasons for 
embroidered the Commission- the delay have been current, 
the most popular, of course, 
bei ng that, like Nep tune in the 
song, none of the possible can- 
didates was willing to live upon 
dry land. And there may be 
something in it, for when the 
name of the Consul-General | 
was announced this afternoon | 
it was found that the Govern- 
ment had had to go all the | 
way to Abyssinia to find him, | 
Even under present conditions 
New York is probably a shade | 
less arid than Addis Abeba. 

The War Office is maintain 


a 


thin 
nin 





el report “with comment 
ind innuendo and invective 
Hie declared that the only 
indal”’ in connection wit! ey, 
e scheme was the mannet 


in which it had been attacked, 
and boldly predicted that fas 
from being a failure it would, 
|} at present rates, have paid foi 
itsell in two years time, 

rhe policy of the “ locked 
| box "’ continues to find favou: 
vith Ministers. It is true that 
r. Bonar Law expressed a _ 
hope that he would be able to AN 





reveal the contents of the fiscal hd : ing to the very last its gener 
casket before the Recess But |! “ SA ous attitude towards the Vol 
at the same time he intimated 7 ~ unteers, Those pampered pop 
that the receptacle containing The Hen (to the Marquis of Salisbury). “Sune as Eoos 1s eoos injays are, it sz:ems, to have 
the Government's Irish policy I CAN'T WORK HALF 80 WELL IF YOU DIVIDE ME INTO TWO.” the privilege of purchasing the 
was hermetically sealed and (Bat fortunately for the bird the Lord High Executioner ammunition boots with which 
could not be opened in time for failed m the division they were provided by a grate 


a debate upon the subject if the House | as that between Tenterden steeple and | ful country after wearing out their own. 
Was to rise in reasonable time. Some} Goodwin Bands. In Ireland however} Not under cost price, of course-——that 


Members, to whom The Times’ plan for | they are closely lin _ d, the fees on the| would never do; nor even at cost 

satisfying Ireland's demand for a Par-| dogs going i provide the honoraria of | price—you evidently don't know our 

liament of her very own by endowi the clerk bere ‘ to improve the| War Oftice when it is on the economical 
| her with three makes special appoal, | cor lition of this deserving class, Mr.jlay; no, Sir, at the price (some eight 


| were disappointed; but the on re oe wis Henry brought in a Bill tol|or ten shillings more) which the War 
[ fear, were relieved to hear that thei ra ise the dog-tax from the modest florin | Office would have to pay if it were buy- 
| holidays would not be delayed lat which it stands at present to three| ing the same article to-day! I hope 





Except as a vehicle for humour Ire lt times that amount. Even then, as he| the genius responsible for this splendid 
land does not appeal much: to the pres- pointed colt the Irish dog-owner would | stroke of business will get the appro- 
ent House of Commons. The Minister} be eighteen-pence better off than the} priate Order. ; i 
of Labour having decided that the out- | British. But the Spraker promptly Fearing that the Government might | 
of-work donation cannot be extended cli ‘PPS 1d a muzzle on him, pointing out} have ove rlooked the threat of the Triple 
to recruiting-clerks in that country lthat if a Bill in iposed a chi urge upon | Alliance to bring about a general strike | 


pre sumably on the ground that ™ i the public it must be originated in|if their demands on certain political | 
belong to the class of permanently un | Committee. | questions were not conceded, Sir F xep- 
employed—an hon. Member asked if he} Apart from this slight mishap the | erick Hau kindly drew their atten- 
| Was aware that several re “spect able men | Go vernment had a wonderful run of|tion to it and asked how many men 


| Were in great distress. “ 1t may be,”’ at ick, and before eight o’clock had got | were affected. Mr. WarpLe was much 
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obliged. There were only 1,600,000 
men in the Triple Alliance; but, yes, 
the Government bad noticed it, thank 


ou. 

: Talk of Pooh-Bah! There is a gen- 
tleman in Lincolnshire who already 
holds the posts of Relieving Officer, 
Vaccination Officer, Local Executive 
Officer (Ministry of Food) and Deputy 
Coal Controller, and bas now been of- 
fered (and has men, gr! anappointment 
as Cereals Inspector. It is believed that 
the last word has been spelt wrongly, 
and that he is to be “ continued in our 
next.” 

Some adverse comment was passed 
upon Mr. LrovpGeoror's absence from 
Question-time, but he made up for it by 
sitting through a large portion of the 
debate on the situation in Russia, and 
throughly enjoyed the manner in which 
his last speech on the subject was 
bandied about between the two Front 
Benches. Large chunks of it, proving 


| conclusively that we had no business to 


interfere with Russian internal affairs, 
were hurled by Sir Donatp Maciean 
and Mr. Ciynxs at the devoted head of 
Mr. Cuurcnity. The War Secretary, 
drawing upon the same arsenal, found 


ammunition equally effective to show 


that we must not leave cur Russian 








friends in the lurch, The Government 
policy is evacuation eventually, but in 
the meantime our Commanders on the 
spot are to have every latitude in con 
ducting their operations. 

Wednesday, July 30th—Mr. Loxe 
reported that nineteen vessels of the 
ex-German fleet had been salved from 
Seapa Flow, but did not display much 
desire to inerease the number, and 
promptly turned down Lieut. -Com- 
wnander Kenworrny’s suggestion that 
German salvage-companies (which he 
charasteslatiealy implied were much 
hetter than ours) should be employed 
inthe work, The Government and the 
House generally were more sympatheti- 
cally disposed to Mr. Renwick’s request 
that the resources of our shipyards 
should not be wasted on repairing 
these derelicts. 

Many complaints of the continual 
delay in the issue of passports were 
addressed to the Foreign Oftice, and Sir 
Hamar GREENWOOD promised to attend 
to them. But he turned a deaf ear to 
Colonel Wrpawoon's suggestion that 
the examination of passports on the re- 
turn journey should be confined to aliens. 
There are some British travellers, | 
gather, whose return to their native 
country it is not desired to facilitate. 

The silence of the Port Laureate 
during the Peace-celebrations has vexed 
the literary soul of Mr. Borrow.ey and 
induced him to make a suggestion. 
Why not revive the ancient practice of 


paying a portion of his salary in Canary, OUR ENEMY STII 
on the off-chance that it might inspire : ILL. 
him to sing like one? Mr. Bonar Law WHENEVER I pay a visit to my 
doubted whether, with wine at its brother it has become almost a matter of 
present price, the CHANCELLOR OF THE | routine that I devote an hour each even- 
Excueqver would approvethe proposed | ing to my nephew Robert, my niece Hen- 
transaction; besides, he might feel a|rietta and their nursery. Many an hour 
certain delicacy in giving so rare a| have Robert and I spent in marshall- 
minstrel the sack. ing hordes of tin troops over the green 
In moving the Third Reading of the | linoleum and laying waste cardboard 
War Loan Bill the Cuancet.or of the | houses and villages. The uniforms and 
ExcHeQueEr had the satisfaction of an- nationalities of our armies are of little 
nouncing that since his last statement | account. One of the best battles I can 
about sixty millions had been added to | remember was between some thirty or 
the receipts. In new money the Fund- forty Grenadier Guards, under the com- 
ing Loan and the Victory Bonds had | mand of Robert, who had temporarily 
run neck and neck, 287 millions to 286.|assumed the character of ALEXANDER 


, . | 4 
But as regards conversions the Funding | tHE GREAT, against a troup of staunch 











Loan had won hands down with 120 
millions to 72. It is believed that the 
miner’s wife who complained the other 





‘* MUZZLED.” 


Mr. Desis Henry, ATTORNEY-GENERAL 
FOR IRELAND. 


day that if her husband brought home | 


much wore money she would have to 
put some of it in the bank must have 
carried out her threat. 





“This little sparkle is from the pen of the 

writer of the immoral ‘ Alice in Wonderland.’ ” 
Indian Paper. 

Personally we have only read the ex- 

purgated edition, and found it charming. 


“Heatray Houmway.—Pickies wanted for 
Fruit Farms at Bratrcowrm and Avucurrr 
ARDER. Cheap Fares. Good conditions. Ar- 
rangements made for parties of friends to be 
accommodated in the same hut.” 

Scotch Paper. 
We know a lot of little pickles who 
would be delighted to oblige. 


The Army of Un-Occupation. 
Notice exhibited in a village in the 
British zone :— 
“R. T. 0, 
Orrice Hours 9 To 5 
This Office is closed from 11 till 4. 
Messages should be left between these hours.” 


boy scouts, supported by Red Indian 
cavalry, gallantly led by NApoLron Tae 
Tub, whose earthly shell was that of 
a Colonel in the St. John’s Ambulance 
Corps. 

During these combats Henrietta sat 
at the other end of the nursery minis- 
tering to the wants of a large family of 
| dolls, In spite of Robert's protesta- 
}tions I always devoted ten minutes of 

the hour to his sister. But neither 
| Henrietta nor I found this very satis- 
factory; I am not a family-man and 
| never shall be. 

| Since the declaration of Peace—I 
‘refer, of course, to the wars outside 
Robert's nursery—Henrietta has devel 
oped a taste, simple as yet, for me- 
chanics. Her family lies in ghastly 
disorder at the bottom of the toy-eup- 
board, and now she sits in the same 
corner winding up a clockwork-man 
| with a waxed moustache who continu- 
ally saws a piece of wood. From time 
to time kindly relations add to her eol- 
lection. Last Christmas she was pre- 
sented with a performing acrobat, who 
gyrated madly round a horizontal bar. 

The other day I spent the week-end 
with my brother and, as usual, went 
up to the nursery. For once I went, 
not as a general, but as a propagandist. 
I had heard that German slips bad 
already sailed from their harbours, bear- 
ing Kastward cargoes of merchandise 
in order to re-establish their trade. A 
large portion of this merchandise would 
consist of toys; therefore I felt it my 
duty to warn Robert and Henrietta lest 
they should unwittingly trade with the 
enemy. 

Robert,” I said, as we moved to and 
fro over the linoleum, “ never allow & 
German toy to darken your nursery 
cupboard.” 

“No fear!” replied Robert, a6 he 
deftly advanced a platoon of infantry 
into a position that threatened my "§ 
flank. “Now, Uncle Henry, do 88 
render and we'll have a grand mareh- 
past!” 
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Kathleen (to father, who has accidentally broken her pet doll), “ Y-you i8N’T worruy TO BW A GRANDPA.” 


I surrendered and left Robert to ar 
I found Henrietta | 


range the mareh. 
winding up a new toy with tremendous 
enthusiasm. 

“ Hullo, Henrietta, what's this?” I 
asked. 

“German pwisoner,” puffed Henri- 
etta curtly. 

Having wound it up she placed it on 
the floor. It was, indeed, a splendid 
toy. There was a platform and some 
ingenious machinery, the result of which 
was that an English soldier with a 
bayonet was continually pursuing a 
German soldier, alternately prodding 
him with his bayonet and administer- 
ing corporal punishment with his boot. 
Henrietta and I were convulsed with 
laughter. 

“ By Jove!” said I, as the pair came 
to rest with the Englishman's boot 
firmly emplanted on his foe, “ that’s 
good. I'll bet you it’s a French toy 
... they'll never forget. Let's have 
a look at it, Henrietta.” 

She handed it to me. I picked it up 
and searched for the familiar Marque 
Deposée. 1 searched in vain. But on 
the sole of the German’s boot I found 
four letters—“ D.R.G.M.,” which, alas! 
signify “ Made in Germany ”’! 

So the enemy had already arrived, 
without homour and without shame. 


— 








rv. 

My prar Henxry,—The demands upon 
us are of infinite variety and come from 
applicants of every possible nationality. 
One has only to set up in business 
abroad these days and state on the 
door-plate that one is Bririsn, and the 
whole of Europe is represented in the 
queue waiting outside one’s front-door 
next morning. The requests may be for 
anything, from the loan of an infantry 
division to the purchase of a gent’s 
summer suiting. About twice a week 
a deputation waits upon us with the 
simple request that we should take over 
Turkey en bloc, and then all will be 
well. When I rise to reply that we, 
Bill, Ralph and myself, are only we, 
myself, Ralph and Bill, the deputation, 
with true Oriental cunning, takes it for 
granted that we are saying the exact 
opposite of what we mean and asks 
for a further appointment on the day 
following to arrange details of the 
transfer. Sometimes I have been goaded 





into saying that if the deputation isn’t 
careful I will take over Turkey, and at 
this the deputation frowns at itself and 
determines to dismiss its spokesman 





for having put me off the bargain when 
I was just about to accept. But the 





Oriental is a sticker and likes to make 
a long job of a thing—the long way 
round for the long way round’s sake. 
I soinetimes wonder whether the water 
is not dripping with eect on to the 
stone; is Bill thinking, after all, of 
taking over the Ottoman Empire? 


notice it at home if he did. 

About two-and-a-half months ago a 
man came to us and said he wanted 
nothing. Pressed to reveal the mean- 
ing of this overture, he explained that 
he wanted absolutely nothing. He had 
just dropped in to make our acquaint- 
ance and have a chat. 
with the offer of a British Army Corps, 
a ninety-nine years’ lease of the Port 


us all he knew. 
nothing and offered us a cigar each. | 
looked at my watch with a sorry-to- 
appear - rude - but-there-are-a-dozen-ex - 
emperors - waiting -in- the - ante - room 
expression ; Bill asked him to repeat 
his name and took it down in block 
letters for future reference; Ralph, 
recognising a kindred spirit, pulled up 
his chair in an encouraging manner, 


him one of my matches. It ultimately 














accepted the cigar and generously gave | 


transpired that when he said he wanted 








Upon my word I doubt if anyone would | 


We tried him | 


of Smyrna at a peppercorn rent, or five | 
francs and a packet of cigarettes to tell | 
He said he wanted | 
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nothing, he meant nothing to speak of. 
He wanted to know the contents of the 
Peace Treaty as at that date just eg 
sented to the German delegates at Ver- 
sailles. Bill grunted; I gathered my- 


| self together to kill him with a speech, 
_and Ralph seized the opportunity to 
_ explain that what I was about to say 


was that the contents of the Peace 


| Treaty should be his by noon to-morrow. 
| His train for his distant home country 


was to leave in the early afternoon. 
I asked Ralph, after the man’s depar- 
ture, what he meant by promising the 


| impossible to a more than improbable 


customer? Ralph pointed out the fact 
that he was a newspaper man of a far 
country and therefore of infinite use. 
We said we saw no use at all; his news 
columns we could read without his per- 
mission, and his advertisement columns 
were his own affair. Ralph observed 
that there is a half-and-half column, 
which looks like news but is really 
advertisement ; we should want a place 
in that some day all to ourselves. There 
was something in this; no scheme is 
possible these days without advertise- 


| ment. Wedid not know what we might 


be doing to-morrow. We have not too 
clear an idea what we are doing to-day. 

sut how to get the Peace Treaty ? 
“That,” said Ralph, “I leave to you,” 
and went his ways, no doubt, to involve 
us in further undertakings with his low 
friends. “ We've got to do it,” said I. 
“We must keep in with Ralph, since 
soon we shall be wanting a second 
motor-car,” Bill agreed; Bill feels in- 
wardly that we ought to have a car 
apiece. 

[ asked a Secretary of the Legation 
to lunch. I also asked his wife to 
lunch, I made it clear that if there 
had been any children I would have 
asked them too. The Secretary inquired 
what this was all about? I told him to 


_ get on with the costly food and not be 


suspicious. 1 said that he would, of 
course, take coffee—the special coffee. 


| I told him that his wife would also. 


And a liqueur? Or two? And cigars ? 


| Would his wife break her rule and also 


a Oe 


havea cigar this once? I made it clear 
that if there had been any children they 
should have had a box of Coronas each 
to piay with. “And now be a good 
fellow,” I said, “and show me that 
Peace Treaty of yours.” 

The Secretary said he would have 
been only too glad to divulge the whole 
secret, did he but know it. He would 
have even borrowed the Legation copy, 
had there but been one. He would 
have entertained the entire personnel of 
all the Allied Legations had it not been 
the fact that they also were kept in 
the dark. Developing the matter fur- 
ther, he pointed out that the Four Were 





keeping the details entirely to them- 
selyes ; the House of Commons in Eng- 
land was clamouring to be told, and 
clamouring in vain; Senators in Amer- 
ica, who had got hold of some spicy 
bits and were repeating them, were 
being threatened with dire punishment 
by the Presipent, who was said to be 
contemplating the issue of fourteen 
more points, if they weren't careful ; and 
in every Allied country every man who 
could set pen to paper was writing 
letters to his favourite journal, apolo- 
gising for trespassing on its valuable 
space, but insisting on the sc indal of 
keeping the terms hidden even from the 
important people in the Home Govern- 
ment. So, said the Secretary, there 
was nothing doing, and there would 
have been no better results even if he 
had had a dozen children and I had 
filled them all to the brim with caviare. 

So that was that. If the Four were 
keeping their magnum opus 80 SECRET, 
CONFIDENTIAL, PERSONAL AND PRIVATE 
as that, the Three were down and out 
in the matter. But were they? Where 
was Bill all this time, and what was he 
doing ? 

Bill often strolls round to the shop 
of the German Official Propaganda 
Bureau, about lunch-time, to read the 
latest news about Ireland. He asked 
the man behind the counter, in his best 
German, if he had any notes about the 
Peace Treaty. The man behind the 
counter presented him with a hand- 
somely bound volume, printed and pub 
lished that very morning by the German 
Society for the Prevention of War and 
the Suppression of Tyrants, and being 
“ The Official Peace Terms, as Presented 
by the Four to the German Delegates 
at Versailles.” It was in English. 

Bill bought two copies, one to be 
given (with cover removed) to our im-4 
pressionable friend, the other to be 
sent (with cover) to our House of 
Commons. Yours ever, CHARLEs. 








OUR WASHINGTON POST. 


Many people seem to think that Mr. 
Punch has it in his power to accelerate 
the Government in appointing a British 
Ambassador to the United States. The 
result is that he receives letters on 
the subject every day. He has no hope 
of either himself or anyone else being 
able to accelerate the present Govern- 
ment in any direction whatever, but it 
is flattering to be thought so influential. 

A selection of recent letters follow :— 

Lord Rissiespave writes: If Mr. 
Bonar Law could be spared from Par- 
liament he would, I am certain, make 
an ideal Ambassador to the States. He 
has a balanced mind, a pleasant way of 











temporising and doubtless other quali 








ties of use in a diplomatic intermediary. 
But being so conscious of his value to 
the Government, for perhaps just those 
reasons, I hesitate to bring him to the 
Prime Minister's mind as a possible 
choice. One cannot think of West- 
minster without him in his capacity 
as a buffer between the Government 
and its critics, a palliator of attacks 
and a deprecator of action. I must 
therefore fall back on other suggestions. 
What price Lord Esner? 

Mr. Arnotp Bennett writes: I 
can think of no more suitable emissary 
from the Old Country to the New 
than H, G. Wetis. Could you not 
secure his appointment, and quickly ? 
He is just what America would most 
appreciate; he is alert, imaginative, 
audacious and a man of letters. For 
long it has been America’s custom to 
appoint men of letters to such posts; 
why should we not return the compli- 
ment? The duties of Ambassador 
might also so occupy his time as to 
enable Weis to take a rest from 
writing. 

Mr, H. G. Wetts writes: The more 
I think of the problem of filling this 
Washington vacancy—and I began to 
study it last night—the more convinced 
I am that Bennett is the ideal candi- 
date. Bennett is alive to the spirit of 
the times, he has a Transatlantic repu- 
tation, he is a publicist and man of the 
world. I can see in the mind's eye 
delightful discussions between BENNETT 
and Wuson, in which one will support 
the Five Towns and the other the 
Fourteen Points. Moreover, if BENNETT 
takes the job, he will be able to lay 
aside his pen for a while. 

Mr. Epmunp Gosse writes: Were it 
not that America has taken the fool- 
hardy and inconsidered step of going 
dry I should be willing to consider 
the flattering offer which recently 
reached me from high quarters to accept 
the post of Plenipo in Washington ; but 
such is my detestation of forcible pro- 
hibition that I must decline. I venture 
to suggest as a substitute for my un- 
worthy self Mr. Bernarp Suaw, who 
makes no secret of his devotion to 
aqueous inspiration, or Mr. CHESTERTON, 
whose love of paradox would be amply 
rewarded in such an environment. 

Sir Harry Brrrraw writes: I 
have filled the post of British Ambas- 
sador to America, in an honorary capac- 
ity, for so long that don’t you think I 
might now just as well have the posi- 
tion and emoluments as well ? 

Sir Oswatp Sroxt writes: Surely 
if there is any real wish to appoint @ 
live Ambassador to Washington the 
Government need not look further than 
Sir ALrrep Burr? Here we have 4 
gentleman of zeal whose successful en- 
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Mistress (nervously to maid whom she has caught trying ne of ler dresses). “Now, Guapys, I DON'T THINK THAT 18 AT ALL NICE." 

Maid. “On, pon’r you? Anp I WAS JUST THINKING IT WASN'T ‘ALF BAD,” 
aa ra eet a oe a — co —— : = eens an ——— - 

| terprises are almost too numerous, and | cn ve ce But one thing I can do to-day 

| one, moreover, who not only knows [ H D OLD SPI RI r’, To prove my love no idle rapture - 

| America, but has profited by his know- [x distant ages dead and gone, Pale but determined I will slay 

| ledge. London, it is true, couldillspare| The days when Nature knew no| The mouse-trap’s latest capture. 

| him ; but I for one should be prepared, | trammels 

| in the interests of my country, to make! When roamed the inighty mastodon “To ex-R.F.A. Orricens 
the sacrifice, And many an outside size in mam- T am asked to say that the ex-R.A.I’, Officers’ 

A Man in the Street writes | mals, — City Luncheon Club has now transferred to 

there no Geppes available for W ishing The lover who was worth a rush, 7 * Restaurant.”—-Weekly Paper. | 
ton? That there should be a Grpprs If such alarmed his heart’s possessor, Not ‘arF, ks 
shortage at this critical time is unpa Fared forth and did his best to crush “Wanted, Oak Sideboard; also C —arpet.” 
donable, nineties [he pli ene transgressot Northampton Daily Chronicle. } 
; For K—aty’s new home? 
“SAYINGS OF THE WEEK He tracked thy monster to his lair oe 
Pion Cri aon Foc a Ol ; y rs : In tangled wood or mountain cragged, “* The R ~— has given every satisfaction, 


eT ] " 
And res 
Although Sir James really said “in C3 | 


) 

| ; ’ . P 

| fn Bi Or pelted him with something jagged, | of Clovenfords, Selkirk, after riding it daily 
| hovels,”’ he is not likely to quarrel with | mp 8,005 miles as rural postwoman,” 

| 


The IO! : rai i rant . ‘ 
[hen home again in triumph went Mesnthien, Adeertiaie. 


(Unless, perchance, he lost the tussle) 


| 

} . 

i And told his mate how love had lent 
| 


| 

lutely clubbed him there beyond every expectation,’ writes Miss —— 

| 

| our contemporary’s version. | 


Aren't some women splendid ? 


A typist’s advertisemer - i 

‘ 3 advertisement ah rhe es musele * : 

6s yt e ; : A might u » his musele. “The square-cut neck, guiltless of collar- 
Authors’ MSS. promptly and caref 


} executed.” : —_ ; band or frilling, is far kinder to those who lack 
gee r [ cant pertorm sucn feats for you, swan-like throats. Only the Rosectian neck 
[f publishers would only employ this Much as I'd like to do them, Winnie ;| can wear an ample ruffle with importunity.” 
lady more freely they would save re-| The ichthyosaurus is napoo, Daily News. 





| Viewers alot of unnecessary labour. | The mastodon entirely fini, A variation on the ten-pound look ? 
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THE FATALIST. 


| Op course Elizabeth isn’t to blame. 
| She will tell you herself that she was 
/ “born unlucky.” But destiny having 
/now woven my life with hers it has 
made me unlucky too. You see, Eliza- 
beth is my domestic worker—a product 
of peace. She is not clean or tidy or 
respectful or economical or & 
cook; but rgorend ig = arte 
with enough propelling power 
| her to mi I ax to Elizabeth 
| with the steady force and tenacity of 
the barnacle. 
The only thing that I actually com- 
plain about is intense fatalism. 





“I've been unlucky an’ broke the 


“Tt wasn’t me ‘ands,” she said; “ it 
was me feet. The floor gave way and 
I went through.” 

“You went through the floor!” 
I marvelled. And then my face 
cleared. The house is not mine, and 
after all the landlord has no right to 
escape these unusual machinations of 
fate. 

“I knew something ‘d happen when 
I put the boots on the table by accident 
this mornin’,” she explained. “It’s 
always a bad sign.” 

But you mustn't think that Elizabeth 
allows her fatalism to interfere with her 
judgment. For she came to me the 
other day looking actually concerned. 
“I’m sorry,’m,” she said, “ but them 





vases, and in that moment I hated 
Elizabeth. 

But she began to speak before I did. 
“It isn’t as if I'd been unlucky—I 
couldn't ha’ helped that. But I know 
when I'm in the wrong "—she unfolded 
a parcel she had in her hand as she 
spoke—*so I went out larst night an’ 
bought these to replace what I broke. 
Right's right, Z always say;" and 
she laid down before me a pair of vases 
on which were emblazoned gigantic and 
strangely-hued flowers that could belong 
to no earthly flora. “ They're bigger 
than the varses I broke,” murmured 
Elizabeth, regarding her purchase with 
satisfaction. 

And then I saw that she wore an 





| 

teapot this mornin’,” she an- 
nounees. “ That means I'll break 

| another two things afore the 

_ week's out. It always goes in 

| threes,” 

“Then hadn't you better smash 

' something that is of no value at 
once,” I suggest anxiously, “and 

| get it over?” 

| “It’s no good,” she says with 
conviction ; I've tried that before 
an’ it didn't work. It has to be 
done unexpected.” 

There is something positively un- 
canny in the way misfortune lies 
in wait for that girl; you would 
think that after causing her to 
break two full breakfast services 
it would leave her alone for a 
while. But no, she has now 
started on a third, and her luck 
shows no sign of changing. 

Spilling the salt accounted for 
three burnt saucepans and the 
collapse of the plate-rack (at the 
moment fully charged); while 
seeing the new moon through 
glass caused her to overlook the 
fact that she had left a can in the 
middle of the staircase. Afterwards 








REINFORCED HATGUARDS. 


AN ABSOLUTRB NECESSITY WITH STRAW HATS AT 


THEIR PRESENT PRICE. 





(during the week that I waited on her 
on account of her sprained ankle) she 
said she would never go near a window 
again until the moon was at full and 
quite safe. 

Of course I do my Lest to parry these 
mysterious blows of fate. And when it 
was necessary for her to clean the 
drawing-room I took away everything 
that a mysterious agency might cause 
to come to bits in her hands. I left her 
alone with the grand piano and scrub- 
hing materials and went out to spend 
the afternoon with cheerful counten- 
ance. I returned rather late, and di- 
rectly Elizabeth opened the door to me 
I saw something was wrong. 

“I’ve been unlucky,” she began. 

“Unlucky,” I faltered. “ But what 

, with? Don'tsay the piano came in two 
| direetly you touched it?" 





two varses that was on the mantelpicee 
in the pink bedreom- : 

I started up. “Don't dare to say 
you've been unlucky with them!” 


“No, ’m, I wasn’t unlucky, I 
was just careless when I broke 
those.” 


My Sévres vases that I love, dearest 
of my possessions, and which, in the 
words of those who keep shops, “‘ cannot 
berepeated!’’ I regarded Elizabeth, no 
longer able to control my wrath. | 
eared not that the bitter recriminations 
I intended to hurl at her would bring 
forth the inevitable month's notice— 
that, at the first hint of her leaving me 
a dozen at least of my neighbours 
would stretch out eager hands to snatch 
Elizabeth, a dozen different vacant 
sinks were ready for her selection. 1 





expression of lofty pride, that 
she glowed with the calm satis- 
faction of one who has made am- 
ple reparation. Looking at Eliza- 
beth just then you might almost 
have thought that she had a 
soul. Really, it gave one an odd 
feeling. 

I picked up her offering and 
regarded if in silence, while my 
esthetic soul shook to its founda- 
tions. 

“Thank you, Elizabeth,” 1 said 
humbly. 





“ EXPERIENCED SWEATER WANTED ” 

“IwpROVER WANTED in smithing bus 
ness; able to strike.” 

Advertisements in “ Luton News.” 


Not content with its recent dis 
turbances, Luton appears to be 
asking for moré trouble. 


Culture. 

“ Proof that audiences in Dublin ca) 
appreciate the best in dramatic art was 
furnished by the reception given Mr. —- 
last night at the close of each of his 
impersonations of Shakesperian charac 
ters, especially that of ‘ Peggotty.’” 

drish Paper 





aca 


“ For immediate disposal, two Donkey» and 
one Bath chair; full harness, etc. ; in excel 
lent condition ; price £65. Clerks, Assistants 
Wanted.”—Provincial Paper. 

To fill the vacancies ? 
From a Board of Guardians’ report: 
“The cost of maintenance of lunatics had 

increased by £798, £220 having to be fc und t 

meet election expenses,”"— Provincial Paper. 

There were some very odd candidates at 

the last election. 


There was a brave son of Sinn Fein 
Who was toasting his Cause in cham- 
pagne ; 

But on learning by chance 

That the wine came from France, 
He at once abjured all alcoholic liquors 
—always excepting Irish whiskey, 
vodka (‘Trotsky brand) and the heavier 





did not care, I say. I had loved my 


vintages of Spain. 
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Lady Visitor (who has been to'd she cannot 
VISITORS COMES LATER ON?” 
Local ae eel “OcH, WE 'LI 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE, 
(By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

Jeremy (Casse.t) is an attempt at that very rare thing, 
an absolutely sincere book about chi!dhood. 
Mr. Huen Waxrote embarking upon it with the stern 
resolve to avoid at once artificial sentiment and the tongue- 
in-cheek manner of the self-conscious humourist. Just how 
far he has succeeded I will leave the individual reader to 
determine ; he has certainly produced an unusually inter 
esting study of nursery life. We meet the hero, Jeremy, 
trailing clouds of glory on the morning of his eighth birth- 
day; we take leave of him, a year later, departing for his 
first school. This momentous period Mr. Watroie has 
reviewed in twelve chapters, each making its definite mark 
in Jeremy’s development towards boyhood the arrival of 
the family dog, an engaging monster named Hamlet, loved 
by Jeremy throughout the book more than any created 
being; the departure of Nurse (“ Jampot”’) and the advent 
in her stead of Miss Jones, middle-aged and inefficient, 
whom the nursery tortured and then protected ; trouble of 
illness in the house, and the like. So far as memory serves 
one may say about the three inmates of the Cole nursery 
that they ring true. Jeremy himself, cruel, vain, curious, 
affectionate, dreamer and profound egoist, does exercise 
the charm of genuine childhood, exceptional, perhaps, but 
real; while of his two sisters, Mary, the “ misunderstood,” 








TO STREETCH 17.” 


} can imagine 


bemg ery scarce). ** 


| 





with her too-jealous affection and her fatal habit of un- | ing the affair to a proper conclusion. 





RUSH OF 


Bur wat 


WILL YOU DO WHEN THE 


| timely sentime nt, isa portrait almost painfully convincing. 
| Of course the incidents are ‘ ‘arranged ”’ to some extent; in | 
actual life events would hardly fall out so readably. But | 
this only means that Mr. WaLPoue is a practised novelist, | 
whose determination not to emulate heaven and “ lie about 
about us in our infaney” (if you will forgive the antique 
jest) has resulted in a volume that will provoke both 
laughter and discussion in equal parts. 

If novels whose authors have their location—to use their 
language also—in the United States at all represent real | 
life in those promiscuous parts it must be the very nicest | 
place on earth in which to be a damsel in distress. From | 
the perusal of many American novels on this theme I have | 
gathered that a little distress at first is an absolute guarantee | 
of the heroine's ultimate health, wealth and happiness. 
The history—-as told by Mrs. Amannpa B. Hartn—of 
Daphne Haggin, the eldest of the family who inhabited 
The Little Red House in the Hollow (Hunst axp Buackert), 
is no exception to the rule, and I may say for myself that | 
after the tirst page I never expected that it would be. 
Daphne's distress was that, while visiting her rich relations, | 
she met, loved, and was kissed by, a fashionable young artist | 
addicted to wearing white suits all the year round (which | 
convinced me at once that he was not a really nice person), | 
who afterwards found her drunken father and ramshackle | 
home sufficiently discouraging to prevent him from car 


His pe rfidy had the | 
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| made paper and have 
| read the attendant love- 


| do not think that the 


| to the other has been 
| neatly done. 
| a gay world into which 
| we are introduced, Me- 
| dora Dingle, a vain 
| young woman, imag- 
| ined that her husband 


_ worth of the ideal American hero who opportunely arrived 


| 


| 


and of the hero that he was “thin and attenuated,” you 


it is a pretty story quite prettily told, But it is. 


whether Mr. Even Pur.rorts’ plan of explaining an in- 


| appreciate her, and she 
| conjured up so many 
| grievances against him 
| that she eventually 
| sought safety in flight 


| proposal from the artist, a little flustered by the conscious- 


happy. Here, at any rate, the difficulties which beset 
| those who try to combine instruction with amusement can 


nee 
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unfortunate result of blinding Daphne for some time to the 


upon the scene; but a comparison between the conduct of 
her two lovers on the occasion of a fire opened her eyes 
effectively, and, after receiving and refusing the long-delayed 


ness that he had not shown up to advantage as a fireman, 
our heroine comes out of her distress triumphantly all 
round. When I tell you that it is said of the heroine that 
“she squinted archly at him (the hero) over her sandwich, 


will perhaps decline to believe me when I say further that 





Storm in a Teacup (Hervemann) makes me wonder 


dustry and telling a story in the same book is altogether 





Advocacy on all counts after listening to the apologia of 
an advocate himself so human and humorous. He is a 
little stern with the Bench, perhaps, every now and then, 
but no doubt they deserve it, and in any case all of us may 
enjoy seeing the Judges, who give so much, getting a little 
back. The skill of the draftsman appears in the fact that 
Mr. Srrawan has been able, in a little book of 256 pages, to 
give an exact conception of all the respective attributes of 
the tribunal, the lawyers and the parties to litigation, a 
short survey of the history and principles of English law, 
and a graphic picture of life in the Temple of yesterday ; 
the skill of the pleader is shown by the certain prospect of 
a verdict enabling Judges, Leaders and Juniors all to leave 
the court, or stay in it, without a stain on their characters. 
Laymen will possibly feel a slight regret to be deprived of 
a theme —* lawyers are liars '’—which has served them so 
well; and members of the four Inns may perhaps be so 
impressed by the skill of Mr. Srranan’s defence as to 
wonder, impersonally, whether there was not all the time 





clearly bedetected, And 
although I have learnt 
quite a lot about the 
manufacture of hand- 


tale with enjoyment I 


harnessing of the one 


It is not 


was too brainless to 


with one Kellock, who 
knew considerably more 


. “ BEAN'T THAT MARVELLOUS, AGNES? 
about Labour questions 








something in the 
charge. 

The promise held out 
by the publishers upon 
the wrapper of The 
Caravan Man (Couutns) 
of “six chuckles toevery 
page "’ is engagingly 
definite. As the pages 
number three hundred 
and twelve you will 
admit that I was justi- 
fied in considerable ex- 
pectations. Well, the 
fault, like the misfor- 
tune, may have been 
my own, but the fact 
remains that not till 
page 173 did I secure 
my first, and alas only, 
smile, a bag under the 
circumstances woefully 
disappointing. How- 
ever, | gladly admit the 


PLUMB IN THE 'OLE EVERY TIME.” 








| than about women. Indeed, this Labour light, pending the 


| had fled. 


divorce, treated Medora solely as a companion and typist. 
Medora, however, soon tired of this unwifely existence 
and in the end returned to the husband from whom she 
We are led to suppose that by this time she had 


| been taught to think less of brains and more of brawn; 
| Mr, Patnurorrs, however, does not entirely convince me 


The 


that Mr. Dingle’s future happiness was assured. 


| Storm, such as it is, is relieved by many gleams of sun- 


shine in the way of humour, but—as the title sufficiently 


| Suggests—it is a quite diminutive affair. 


All members of the four Inns will be of opinion that 
their learned friend, Mr. J. A. Srrawax, has very ably and 
pleasantly defended the profession in The Bench and Bar 
of England (Buackwoop), and they will trust that no more 


_ will be heard of the persistent and unreasoned abuse which 





has been heaped upon them since that time when the 
memory of man runneth not to the contrary. The lay 
public will testify that the author most ingeniously mixes 
up the powder (sometimes very dry) of corrective facts with 
the jam of amusing anecdotes, and will thank him for 
being at such pains to tickle their fancies while he is re- 
forming their views. It would be an impossibly hard- 


possibility that others may find better sport in (or between) 
Mr, Exnest Goopwin’s covers. To turn to the actual story, 
this is about an unsatisfied artist who picks up a sixpence for 
a lady in Oxford Street, asks her to tea and falls in love with 
her. Atleast,no; this isonly what the story begins to beabout. 
As a fact the lady (in whom I was prepared to be pleas- 
antly interested) disappears till the last chapter, the artist 
takes to a caravan, and we get an entirely different and not 
nearly so attractive adventure, in which he is mistaken 
(a) by comic countrymen for a travelling photographer, and 
(4) by some improbable snobs for an eccentric peer. As 
his studio had contained on its wall the portrait of a fair 
unknown, by the hand of a previous tenant, it hardly as- 
tonished me at all that, at the very first village green on 
which his caravan rested, he should encounter the original. 
This, of course, supplies an adequate love interest and 
may draw sighs from the sympathetic; but as for the 
“ chuckles,” I can only repeat that he must be of enviable 
risibility whose return in them is at all up to schedule. 





“Paul Freeman persists in his hunger strike, as a protest against his 
detention on the Sonoma for deportation from the country. The mili- 
tary authorities have drawn a tighter cordon round him.” 
> : Herald (Melbourne). 
Pavut probably considers that they are taking a mean 








h jury which hesitated to acquit the Profession of 


advantage of his emaciation. 
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Ir appears that the Prince or WALES 
will make very few speeches while in 
America, We cannot help thinking, 
that our versatile Prince 
would soon learn the language. 


A gossip writer points out that the 
Princr or WALES has also been invited 
to visit rina a but he 

America thirs 
+ 

There is some talk of the Govern 
ment holding a Court of Inquiry t 
find out who is to blame for the success 
of some of our National Shipyards. 


) 


‘Now that labour is available, 
says a news item, “it is proposed 
to carry out structural alterations 
in the House of Commons.” This, 
we ure glad to say, puts an end to} 
the persistent rumour that the 
whole thing was going to be move nd | 
over to Be fast. 





The free travel facilities to be 
vranted to M.P.’s will, it is stated, | 
be strictly limited. The suggest- 
ion that the further they go from 
Westminster the more libe ral the 
ullowance should be has not yet 
been adopted, * 


“The Government must have a 
few days to consider the problem,”’ 
said Mr. Bonar Law, referring to | 
the report of the Seleet Committee | 


ut the foundations of constitutional 
vernment. 


on London ‘Transport. Commande = 
KrNWoRTHY has since been unde: 
stood to say that this fantastic | 
idea of thinking first and legislat- | 
ing afterwards strikes a body-blow | 
= 


oO 


The Intestate Moveable Succession 
Scotland) Bill has passed the House 
of Commons. The general purport of 


the Bill is that if “there is anything 
lying round loose a Scotchman will 
pet it. 4 

The question, “Are the Northern 


people cleverer than those of the 
South?” was recently discussed by the 
Weymouth Town Council. We 
only point out that Seotechmen would 


hever waste time arguing such an absurd | 
| question, 


-« * 


Will the gentleman who last 
tried to ring up 8976 Mayfair on the 
| telephone please note that he is now 
| through ? 


* 
* 


the 
has 
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The comment on 
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| drawn no reply. It is now ‘suggested 
| that Our Dumb Friends League “should 
| take up the case. 

} _ 

A man charged before the Thames 
| magistrate admitted that he bad struck 
| his wife on Armistice night, on Peace 
i night and on the River Pageant night. 
| Itish oped that he will be more careful 

next war, 


decided to! 


In connection with the Muzazling 
Order it is reported that a muzzle was 
last week seen in Hyde Park wearing 
a tiny Pomeranian. 

‘ 


‘ 


killed at 
“was 


f | 
a cog 
item, 


‘In the stomach of 


Plymouth,” says a news 


“ 




















to one-and-a-half ounces per week, A 
proposal to allow householders to ex- 
change it for an extra allowance of coal, 
in the ratio of two ounces of butter for 
one ounce of coal, is under considera- 
tion. . e 


“Is the Coalition Government any 
longer necessary?” asks Lord Rorner- 
MERE in The Sunday Pictorial. It is 
for him or the most illustrious of his 


brothers to say, of course. 
_ 





Tons of fish have been thrown away 
during the last few days, says a news | 
item, Some people are so unreasonable 
however, that, not content with getting 
their fish for nothing, they begrudge the | 
paltry dollar or two the tishmonger 
charges for wrapping it up, 


At the local Peace celebration | 
sports a Rye woman received four 
pounds for catching a greasy pig. | 
ltis not known whether this sum | 
represents the value of the perforim- 
ance or of the pig. 





Mrs. Quiverful at the sea-side, 
| finding that bathing charges have 
;}mounted up, reflects sadly how 
'Grandmamma could recall the 
farthing dip. » » 

. 


| Much sympathy is felt for the 
guest at a London hotel who re- 
moved the coals from his bedroom 
fireplace and took them down to 
| the head porter. When spoken to | 
~.!about it he pointed out the hotel | 


notice: * All valuables should be | 
| dopoaite <d with the clerk-in-charge | 
and placed in the sale oa 
K's Gor ‘scoorrr Lee.’ Turek an’? NO ARM | | 
it, Docror SEZ, BUT 'E'S GOT TO DEVELOP THE Only a few ad lays ago we re sad of 
Sanne _ ; | the American Snuff King s poverty, | 
[found a poster advertising the per- and now comes the death of the Aus- 
| formance of the ‘ White-eyed Kaffir.’”’| tralian Rabbit King. Royalty is cer- | 
| As neither hat check nor programme | tainly striking a dark pateh. 
‘could be found it is thought that the *." 
lanimal was prevented at the last A Battersea man charged with bigamy | 
| minute from _ witnessing the| stated that he did not remember his 
ia performance first marriage. A very good plan is to 
tie w piece of tape round the fourth | 
| Caught by a conger-eel while fishing | finger every time you marry. 
r rom the pie , &® Ramsgate man nar- ' 
cowly escaped by reason of the line| A propos of our report in last week's 
parting. ‘The conger-eel has since | issue, that Mr. Martin's forty million 
ideclared that the man weighed four | yards of linen was found to be @ yard | 
| hundred pounds if an ounce. and a half short, we now hear that the 
. Government has decided that all yard- 
' A Chertsey man who has just died at | measures shall be controlled and ‘their 
the age of seventy lived the whole of | maximum length fixed. 
his life in the workhouse. To the vast 
mass of us who merely expect to die in| On going to press we learn that “9 
it it is comforting to learn that his end | Burglars’ Union has decided to call : 
was a peaceful one. strike as a protest against two of their 
° members having been stopped early one | 
The butter ration has been reduced | morning last week whilst going off duty. 
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EVERY MAN HIS OWN —. 


_ Ly the face of so many signs of un- 
rest and such a prevalent tendency to 
down whatever is downable, Mr. Punch 
has no alternative but to embrace his 
métier anew and spring forward as the 
guide, philosopher and friend to all. 
For if nom is no one left to do things 
for us we must do them for ourselves, 
whether it is baking our bread or stand- 
ing on point duty or driving engines 
or extracting fuel from the reluctant 
and very grimy soil, or whatever else it 
may be. For when Adam no longer 
delyes and Eve declines to spin, Eve 
has to acquire the radiments of spade- 
work and Adam must deal as faithfully 
as he ean with thread. 
Now for some practical hints both 
to Adam and Eve to help tide them 
over the fretful days ahead. 


How to Bakr. 


Baking is one of the oldest of the 
household arts. It is mentioned both 
by Herovorus and Hirrocrargs ; but 
let that pass. The idea of baking is to 
produce Sead, a much over-rated article 
of food which only butter can make 
tolerable, but which it is agreed every- 
one must have, Bread is made in 
lumps called loaves, which can be either 
round or square according to taste. A 
loaf should be hard and brownish with- 
out, and fairly soft and white within. 
Before, however, baking can begin much 
must have been done: the farmer has 
had to plough and harrow and sow. 
Then a boy has had to seare the rooks 








away, and then what wheat the rooks 
have left has had to grow, and such as 
remains after the English summer has 
done its worst with it has to be eut 
and stacked and thrashed and the 
resultant corn ground by the miller 
into flour. It is at this point that you, 
dear reader, come in. Having pur- 
chased your flour you take a basin and 
mix it with water in sucha way that 
the stuff sticks to your hands. This is 
humorously called kneading it—the 
“k”" being silent, as in “knut,” and the 
need becoming more excessive every 
day. Having sufficiently kned it you 
- it in the oven and wash your hands. 

n the course of some hours, during 
which you must never cease to peer 
through the crack of the oven door, the 
heat of the fire (if you have any coal for 
the purpose, which is extremely un- 
likely) will brown the loaf all over, and 
when you judge it to be done you will 
remove the red-hot loaf with whatever 
is most handy, but a pair of wicket- 
keeping gloves is best, and set it aside 
to cool, Later the lord and master will 
arrive and, after taking a mouthful, will 
say, “ What the dickens is the matter 





with this bread?” You will then reply 
—and not without reason—‘ I’m very 
sorry, darling, but Mr. Punch in his 
otherwise careful directions never said 
a word about yeast.” 

Cake. 

Cake is made very much in the same 
way as bread, only it is more fun 
because there are currants and sugar 
as well as the flour, and every now and 
then you can have a taste. Cakes also 
need an egg or two to make them light, 
and (we are getting cautious alter that 
bloomer about the yeast) some baking- 
powder. In orderto prevent them from 
being what is called “sad”’ it is well, 
while sitting by tho oven door, to read 
aloud some sprightly article or story or 
even to sing a merry song. Ever since 
the days of Marie Anrornetre cake 
has been an accepted substitute for 
bread, but that queen was very careful 
not to allow ALrRED THE Great to bake 
it for her. 

Coan. 

To those living in London who find 
it difficult to obtain this material, Mr. 
Punch’s advice is —Take a sack down to 
Victoria Street or Parliament Square, 
or to whatever other place where they 
are repaving the road, and collect as 
many wood blocks as you can carry. 
If stopped by the police drop the full 
sack on his toes (there will be plenty 
of room for it) and run. 


How ro Wasn CLorups. 

With laundry prices so high it be- 
hoves every one to learn how to wash 
clothes. For this purpose a tub is 
needed, 2 supply of hot water and one 
of the many varieties of soap now to be 
obtained to which such original and 
witty names as “ Washo ” and “ Serub- 
bo” are given. Having prepared the 
tub to receive it, you plunge the garment 
in and proceed to deal with it either as 
your laundry is in the habit of doing, or 
as you would prefer it to be done. If 
you are an idealist you will see that it 
is clean and uninjured ; but if you wish 
merely to reproduce in your home the 
methods of your laundry you will see 
that the buttons are wrenched off, the 
handkerchiefs torn and the soft cuffs 
of your evening silk shirt scrupulously 
starched. Afterwards you will iron 
these things and, with the example of 
your laundry before you, keep the iron 
on them till they are well and perman- 
ently browned. 

Fase Money, 

In the scarcity of the genuine article 
forged notes that will pass are of the 
highest use. The first thing to do is to 
cultivate the acquaintance of the village 
blacksmith, who will then lend you his 








~ 


forge. The rest is easy. 





——= 


THE REASON. 


“ Wetn,” I asked, as the time drew 
near, “which is it to be—fishing or 
golf?” My hopes were fixed on the 
answer being golf. 

“ Fishing,” said my wife with instant 
decision, 

“ T can't see what difference it makes 
to you,” I said, “as you do neither.” 

She nodded her head wisely. 

“ Let it be fishing,” she repeated. 

So fishing it is, and here we are. 
My wife, I must confess, behaves charm- 
ingly; each morning she walks out the 
first mile with us, chats with the gilly, 
who adores her, wishes us good luck, 
and leaves us; each evening she looks 
up with the kindest commiseration, or 
lays down her book and comes to stand 
by my side and say, “It is a beauty, 
Jack,” or ‘* Two ! How perfectly splen- 
did!” 

None the less the inn is indifferent, 
and until last night it remained a mys- 
tery to me why she should prefer fishing 
to golf. But last night I overheard 
her talking to another woman. “ This 
is possible,” she said; “but when it | 
is golf they come in twice a day, and 
each time you have to follow the — 
of eighteen holes and be ready with 
eighteen suitable remarks—more, if the 
bunkers are very bad. The strain is 
awful; but fishing I can just manage.” 








THE MENIN WAY. 


Arona the cobbled Menin way 
The wine and wool were sent, 
And market waggons every day 
To Ypres and Menin went, 
And oh! the laughing women sat and 
sewed 
Before their houses on the Menin road. 


There are no houses now; the rain 
In pools where they have been 
Lies deep; or out upon the plain 
A few frail walls may lean ; 
And oh! the little children must not 
play : 
With what they find beside the Menin 
way. 





And I remember gallant men 
And lads who fought and died, 
And think of all their laughter when | 
They said Good-bye—and lied ; 
For “Oh! it’s not too bad,” they used | 
to say, : 
“Along the Armentiéres and Menin 


we ” 
way, 
? 





“STOCK EXCHANGE. 

In Caterings Aerated Breads were flat at 

41-16, but British Oil Cakes were firm a 
44s. 6d."—Evening Standard. 

A hint, we presume, of what we may 

come to if the bakers persist in striking. 


———t 
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THE OLD WOMAN OF THE SEA. 


Joun Butt. “I UNDERSTOOD THAT YOU WERE ALIGITING.” 
Dora. “NOT FOR ANOTHER YEAR, I HOPE, DEARIE.” | 
. — | 
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1914 Man, “Puts ME IN MIND OF THE TIMES WE USED TO HA 








THE TREMBLING FIST. 


Ir was not that we did not know 
the man’s face, although strangers are 
rarely seen at the “ Horse and Groom,” 
Barleyhammerden. We were not sur- 
prised at his drawn features and haunted 


eyes, for he was in khaki. Our silence | 


and you ought to hear us at 12.5 of 
an average morning—was impelled by 
a curious and fascinating mannerism 
of the unknown visitor. 

When first he approached the bar 
and while waiting to give his order 


| to Mr. Appleyard’s assistant, he lifted 


the closed fist of his right hand to the 
right side of his head. Just so he 
posed, and then he appeared to impart 
a trembling movement to his right 
forearm. 

I wasn’t the first to notice it. I think 
Fuggle, the auctioneer, who is reckoned a 
spry fellow even for Barleyhammerden, 
was the one who neacly dropped his 
glass and said, “ Well, I’m dashed!” 





Wife (full of suspieion). “An, I DARESAY YOU prp ‘avr! 








Fir 


But two or three of the oth 
wards claimed that they had noti 
the thing all along and hadn't ca 
to speak about it. 
of the busines 
stantly repeate 
and it was 


rs wile 


m 
The amazing p 
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1 hi 
quickly bon 


the gesture was Inve 
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17 
at the soldier cor 


ne upon us tha 


and tha 
iat only disease 


intary 
here was an afiliction 


)] 
t! 
could have be | 


queathe 

There is always a man in every 
who knows everything. Well, Bert| 
Norris our local “ know-all,” and 
when he came in at 12.20 he sized th 
case up in a couple of glances, ( 
him about the soldier, and he nodd 


ide 


al 


1s 


just as if he was the doctor or the bank 
manager. Then he watched the poor | 
chap lift his shaking hand once or twice 
and said right out, without beating | 
about the bush, “ Shell-shock! ” 

Then we all knew. We'd all had it| 
at the back of our heads that it might | 
be shell-shock, but if w as one of those} 


cases where you felt it better to keep 


ltwo of us had to smile whe 
»| became 


; came 








IN THE OLD SOMME,” 

KS, INDEED!” 

ve opinion to yoursell, Still there 
was no doubt Norris was right. Nothing 
else could explain the thing. And when 
Norris went. up to the soldier and in 


the nicest p ssible way ask him to 


have a pint, and the soldier said he 
vould, we were all rather proud of 
Nc s and knew he was right in his 
d Lonosls. 

Then came Mr. Appleyard, rotund 
and kindly master of the inn. One or | 


hen he first 


ted the soldier’s trick. His eyes 
fixed, and he moved d 
bar to wateh more closely. con he 
back to our end with quite a 
startled expression on his face a 
‘What's hedoingthat for, I wonder. 


he asked plaintively. 


spot 


i 


wn his 


. ee . . . . 
* Doing what?” replies Norris cot kily. | 


“Why, making funny business with 


his fist.’ Haven't you noticed it? Look 


me 
| mm » aoal 
at that now. There he goes again 


‘Shell shock,” says Norris. 


” } +mo- 
QO] = Apple drew in a deep itmo 
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spherical draught of understanding and 
a look of commiseration stole over his 
face. 

“ Well, there now,” he soliloquised, 
“shell-shock, eh? Poor, poor fellow. 
And I had a boy out there. ... But 


for the mercy of ‘eaven, as you might | 
Poor, poor } 


say ... Shell-shock, eh ? 
fellow. I can’t bear to look at ’im . 


| Here, boys, what do you say to a little 


| that? 


| country! 


>” 


whip-round, eh ? 


All were in a kindly mood, and in no} 


time Mr. Appleyard collected a purse 


of fifteen shillings. (We raised two 
guineas once—before the War—for the 


tailor, when he had to have all his teeth 
out and couldn’t undo knots.) ‘ Apple” 


beckoned the soldier over, and, funnily | 


enough, started to shout at him. Of 
course he might have been deaf as well ; 
you never know, 

* Hope there ’s said 


no offence,” 


* Apple,” “ but the boys felt they ‘d like 
| to do something for you.” 
stared at him blankly. ‘“ Do someTHING | 
at the top | 
of his voiee, sure now that the soldier | 


The soldier 
ror you!” roared “ Apple” 
was deaf, 


smokes - 


-yeS, DRINKS AND SMOKES! 


* Well, 1’m sure it’s very kind of you, 


ventlemen, very kind. . 
more,” 


.. I can’t say 
He bashfully resumed his seat, 
elevated his right fist and shook it. 

“ What part of the line were you‘ 
thundered “Apple.” “ Didn’t meet my 
hoy, I 3'pose ? 
shell-shock?” 

“ What’s that ?”’ asked the soldier. 

‘“SHELL-SHOCK,” shrieked ‘ Apple.” 
“Where did you get it?” 

‘Ll ’aven’t got no shell-shock.” 

Kor some of us the room empt ed 
itself of air. 

‘‘No, gentlemen, I ‘aven't got no 
shell-shock. Whatever made you think 
I’ve never outside this 
country in my life.” 

“ Apple’s”’ face was nearly purple. 

“You've never been the 
You sit there and tell me 


» 


been 


out ol 


| that. What do you mean by doing this 


funny business with your fist? 


| 





Yes, 
clenching your fist and holding it up and 
shaking it. What d’ ye mean by 1t?”’ 
“Oh, that,” said the soldier. He 
drew back the cuff of his right sleeve 
and revealed a wrist-watch. “ You see 
I bought this silly thing this morning 


and I can’t get it to go 








“It is idle to pretend that the jlst griey 
ances of policemen may justify them in 
paralysing the life of the community, but the 
just Srievances of doctors cannot. That can 
not be true.”"—Daily Paper. 

Our contemporary owes an apology to 
the medical profession for this horrify- 
ing suggestion. 





“ Here's fifteen bob we 've| 
collected. Buy yourself some drinks and | 


Where did you get your 
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Customer (studying the bill). “No WONDER YOUR HAIR STANDS ON END.” 
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IN BOND STREET, 
Upon her little velvet hat 
A silken tassel hung, 
And to the very end of that 
A tiny fairy clung. 


Among her curls he"bobbed about 
| And played at hide-and-seek 

| With every dimple that came out 
Upon her chin or cheek. 


This is a common sight perchance 
For Londoners to see? 
It seemed to draw no 
glance 
From anyone but me. 


curious 





Along the street 1 watched her go 
Serenely unaware ; 
And still he tumbled to and fro 
(It seemed so strange she should not 
know) 








Among her golden hair. KR. F. 
‘*A few years back we could boast of a fife 


}and the ladies. Returning men are to enter 
tained later, for supply intoxicating liquor on 
| licensed premises olng time, and there has 
| been a difficulty about his very late hour, con- 
cluding with illuminations and afires.” 
Local Paper. 
Some of this is slightly eryptic, but 
there seems to be no doubt about the 
“supply intoxicating liquor.” 
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| one’s destinies from Archangel were 
| puzzled to know what to do with him. 
| When, in sony to their inquiry as to his 


| pleasautly and thought it would be best 
| to @ 


| which we will call Ust- 


| His command and staff | " 
| there were to consist of « 
| a British corporal and 


| and his work would be 
ito sean 
| stretches of the broad 
| riveron the chance that 
a barge-load of troops 
| might haul in to Ust- 


| was 


| two or three days, reached an im- 
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TWO WANDERERS IN RUSSIA. 

Tue story of Swingleham and his kit 
is one that appeals strangely to the 
imagination. Swingleham landed at 
Archangel in May, with a white star on 
his shoulder, heroism in his heart and 
a soldier's simple needs in his valise. 
ILis abilities were so various, his experi- 
ences so diverse, his qualifications so 
incongruous, that the gods who govern 


wishes, he said that of course he wanted 
a fighting job, they smiled at him 


int him as A.M.L.O., or Assist- 
wnt Military Landing Officer, at a place 





away, and might not be available for| So Swinglebam embarked, his face 
we at; last towards the battle. But when 


weeks. os 
“ How eau I go, then?” asked Swin- | he reached Shedish the battalion had 

Y ° . 

; 1 y * ‘ , 
gleham. moved. Nothing daunted, having 


t till the winter and bought a tooth-brush and a towel from 


“You might wai 
be caught a barge and 


; > on 
yo by sleigh,” said the N.T.O.; “or Ordnance, 


L’ll ring up Cupples and see if he can | followed it, leaving instructions with } 


give you a droshky. oh | the N.T.O. at Shedish to keep the kit 
Cupples was a wonderful RASC . | moving In his wake seine 
man who had spent an endless winter! With the battalion, afew weeks later, 
working miracles, but he was abso- | Swingleham returned to Shedish. His 
lutely stumped for droshkies. | valise had left two days before, trying 
« Flow far is it?” asked Swingleham. | to evertake him, (You will kindly re- 
“Twenty versts,” said the N.T.O. | member the size of North Russia.) 
“]'ll walk it,” said Swingleham,| So it goeson. Everybody is trying 
“and your Mr. Cupples can push off | to help Swingleham. His story is well- 
my kit after me, like a kind soul, when | known throughout the Allied forces; 
he can raise a droshky.” 'notan Embarkation or Naval Transport 
S9 Swingleham walked off and! officer, O.C. troops or Base Command- 








Troitski, consisting of | 
two ‘woeden houses, | 
three tents and a ferry- 
boat on the banks of a! 
tributary of the Dvina. | 


two Russian soldiers ; 


the shining 


Troitski, 

The prospect did not 
please Swingleham, but 
he had a soldier - soul, 
and proceeded—though 
grousing — whither he 
sent. Together, 
he and his kit, after a 
delightful barge-trip of 


LANGUAGE,” 








Golfer, “En—bkaR ME—THE Masog IS CERTAINLY VERY 


Sandy (lately demobilised). “Hoors, MAN, THAT'S NOTHIN’. 
AB NICHT ON THE ARRAS ROAD WHEN THE MULE GOT LOOSE AN’ PUT ITS FEET 
THROUGH THE CASE 0’ WHUSKY. 


- eee : “ant but is familiar with 
i the externals of the val- 
| ise. The respective o1 

| bits of the man and bis 


quent priority wires; 
the energies of « large 


|determined organisers 
are concentrated on the 
effort to the 
junction, 

I said that this sim- 
ple story appeals to the 
linagination. Is there 
not food for faney in 
the thought of the 
lonely travels of those 
two—the man discon- 
solate though refusing 
to despair; the valise, 
useless, mere inert and 
obstructive matter 
without him, wander- 
—_________| ing week by week, day 


effect 





a 
STRONG IN His 


I Was WI’ HIM 





He WAS WONDER-R-FUL/” 








portant village, where there were as 
many as twenty wooden houses, one 
of them being what is known here as a 
Rest House. This village we will call 
Pinetskoe, and there the barge deposited 
Swingleham and his valise to await 
transport for Ust-Troitski. 

Having dropped his kit at the Rest 
llouse, Swinglebam dashed off to see 
the Naval Transport Officer and ask 
when the boat for Ust-Troitski left. 
That was how he put it—* the boat for 
Ust-Troitski,” as who should say “the 
London Express.” The N.P.0., long- 
suffering but a little cynical, asked 
when he would like it to go, and 
Swingleham said “ At once.” 

Then the N.'T.O. explained how things 
veally were; that the river was low, 
and still sinking; that there was only 
one tug of shallow enough draught to 
cross the bar at the mouth of the Troit- 
ski river, that she was busy pulling 


reached Ust-Troitski in a mist of flies | and night, along the wide polished vistas 
and a white lather; and the Corporal | of shallow rivers, bumping in carts on 
met him with a telegram saying that he | woodland tracks, waiting in bare rest 
was posted toa Slavo-British battalion | houses or crowded camps, passing each 


Where Shedish was Swingleham didn’t | slides by another on the Dvina; per- 
know, so, after mopping his brow and|haps even waiting on the same beach 
remarking about the flies, he walked | for boats going opposite ways. 
back to Pinetskoe. There he found a| Though they all do their best to 
tug at the quay on the point of starting | bring it about, his friends do not know 
for Shedish—a four days’ journey. 'whether the reunion might not now 
* By Jove, how lucky!” said Swingle- | bea disaster. At present Swingleham’s 
ham to the N.T.O.; “1 ‘ll get my valise | valise is a beautiful dream to him, an 
from the Rest House and push off.” linspiration, a daily hope. His first 
“ Your valiseisn’t at the Rest House,”’ | thought every morning is that the new 
said the N.T.O. ‘ Didn't it pass youon/day may bring it; at meals he falls 
the Ust-Troitski road? I got hold of a| into trance-like contemplation, and we 
droshky just after you left and sent it | know that his inner eve is following it, 
off on your track.” ; lwith its ineredibly various and com- 
CT oss eee celomsy Ey ogee 
see é pon the sun-beaten roadway 
Shedish; there’s a Corporal at Ust-|and w aterways of this vast, lonely and 
Troitski who'll turn the droshky round | most leisurely land. Is not disillusion- 
when it blows in there. I'm not going | ment inevitable if ever Swingleham'’s 





barges off the sand miles and miles 


to miss this boat. dream is consummated ? 
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kit-are matter for fre- 


and was to report forthwith at Shedish. | other unaware perhaps, as one big barge | 


(number of brilliant and | 
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| different shapes. 


13, 1919. 


Au 


iUSsT 


PUNC 








H, OR THE LONDON 


CHARIVARL, 








hivot Manufacturer (glo 


iO BE SERN 


RECIDIVISTS. 


‘Wenn, and what are you people 
peo} 


loing about holidays?” said Pamela 
\fter three months we three had 
et again, and were now in Pam’s| 


boudoir discussing holidays, those holi 
days which we had planned so many 
times during our war-work. 

Our castles in the air had taken 
Pam, who had been 
R.A.F. driver for two had 
planned a long lazy month in Cornwall 


an years, 


~—the sea-bathing, bed-at-eight-o'clock | 


variety. Diana, whose hands still tes 


tified to her unceasing labours on the | 


land for the past three years, evidently 
considered that Brighton was the height 


ol 


up, scrubbed floors, blacked grates and 


incidentally tended the wounded, felt | 


that the only holiday worth having 
Was a country house one, with heaps 
of lawn-tennis and boating. 

lhese had been our plans on being 
demobilised, and now, after a strenuous 
three months of jazzing, theatres and 
so on, we had met by appointment to 
discuss once more the joys of our’m 
talked-of holidays. 


uch 





human bliss; while I, having washed | 


\t Pam's question I felt my face glow, 
but, on gazing furtively round, I was 
sur} rised to see the same phenomenon 
(apparent in There was 
a short pause, then Diana broke into 
hurried conversation. 

‘Look here, you two, I've been so 
bored these last months with people 
and everything that I could weep, and 
the thought of Brighton doesn't attract 
somehow. A girl I used to know at 
| the farm, and who is still there, is long- 
jing for a month off, so I’m going back 
to take her place.” 

This came out with a defiant rush. 
Pam and I gazed at each other and then 
dissolved into laughter, 

“ What is it?’ eried 
don't mean 
| “ButI do,” said Pam. “I’ve been 
so fed up and missed the car so much 
that I’ve persuaded my uncle, the 
doctor, you know, to give his chauffeur 
a month off and let me take hia place.” 
| They both turned to me. “Now 
ithen, Anne, what's your horrid secret?” 
| «4 month at St. Mark’s Hospital, 

because they are so shorthanded,” I 


and the holidays committee 


the others. 


Yana. ‘You 


’ 


confessed ; 


: 7 
broke up in disorder. 





Another Headache for the Historian 

“An 
due . 
when 
hatted 


Australian declaration was long over 
at the Oval on Saturday afternoon 
there broke from the crowd a straw 
stranger, who advanced thy 
pitch gesticulating wildly, pointing an in 
dignant finger first at the secore-board and 
then at the clock.”—-Daily Mail, Aug. 4th. 
“Then one gentleman in black, with a black 
bowler hat, and a black look on his face, wok« 
suddenly from a deep sleep. He 
self up, bade good-bye to his friends, who were 
ignorant of bis intentions. and strode solemnly 
into the centre of the arena.” 
Daily ¢ ir 


toward 


} } 
shook him 


miicle i ti 


“Tue Fastest PLANI The fastest aer 
plane in the world, which arrived at Kenley 
having come from Paris at a speed of 112 
miles a minute, is reported to have crashed at 
Marquise.” Cologne Post 
Too bad, just as we were contemplating 


the possibility of a week-end trip to | 


Australia., 


A Candid Confession. 

“The rain did not damp the spirits of the 
parishioners. On the contrary it put them 
into a good temper, and it was badly needed.” 

West-Country Paper. 

“ Brirish anp Russia,—The position of the 
Sritish forces in Russia will be explained in 
the Commons yesterday .”—-Daily Mirror, 


Exactly! 
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| TO A GOLF-BALL. 


Ou, was it just here in the bramble 
Or right over there in the whin 
That thou boundedst with many a 
gambol 
And poppedst ange in? 
| As a sword that is swung by the smiter 
Thou cleavedst the ambient blue, 
And I eried, “I will hole out that 
blighter, 
So help me, in two.” : 
How little I thought of disaster 
As I stepped to the seventeenth tee 
And, assuming the airs of a master, 
Adjasted each ankle and knee, 
Poised lightly, addressed thee and drave 
thee, 
| ‘Then poised with professional mien, 
| Never dreaming the belt that I gave) 
thee 
Had carried the green. 
The lark in the blue empyrean 
Sings sweetly and mounts as he sings, 
And 1 would for the nonce I could be an 
EXthereal creature with wings ; 
Not hunting a piffulent pellet, 
A target for prickle and spine, 
And wondering where in the-—deuce it 
Contrives to recline. 
\s a rabbit surprised in the furrow 
(nd chased by the ravening hound 
Retires in disgust to his burrow 
\nd passes the day underground, 
So lurkest thou, deftly concealéd 
In a bower of sweet grasses and 
thyme, 
Secure as an eft or an eel hid 
In bottomless slime, 


My caddie I long since bave rated 
As one with the bat and the mole, 
And Smith, my opponent, elated, 
Implores me to give up the hole ; 
L wis he is anxious to collar 
\ cheaply won triumph, and claim 
The mateh and the paltry half-dollar 
We have on the game, 


| Not so. Though I seareh for an won 
Till my soul become one with the 
Ww ilds 
(nd a crop of white whiskers flow free 
on 
This chin that is bare as a child's, 
| Some day I shall find thee and play 
thee, 
You, grasping my niblick with glee, 
A foot from the pin will I lay thee 
And sink thee in three. 


And Smith (well along in thé seventies) 
Will shake his abandoned old head 
And, croaking, “ An outrage, by Heaven, 


'r 


But me they will lay in my coffin 
And friends will inseribe on ‘my bier, 
‘ He perished, a victim to golf, in 


‘ 


jadded with a wave of his 


CELESTIAL LOOT. 
Yresterpay evening, just before dus 
I heard # commotion outside my hut. 


: PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


| 


k, | 


i 


fAvausr 13, 1919, 


* You needu't worry, Lassured them, | 


“| shall certainly never forget you, and 
I hope you won't forget me either,’ 
* Nocan do," they asserted in unison, 


Putting my head round the door to see | S'pose hon'lable officer giveum photo- 
what was the matter, I nearly butted | glaph,” they went on hastily, bringing 


into my two old friends, Ah Sin and | o1 
| theit mastery of the English language, 


Dam Li. 
“China boy wantchee say good-byee, 


it the last word with evident pride at 


¢o: Photoglaph plenty good Joss,” re- 


they began together as soon as they jmarked Dam Li thoughtfully, 


sawme, “ You savvy, go back to China 
plenty quick to-mollow.” 

“T am very sorry to hea that,’ I re 
plied truthfully. * [ shall miss you both 
very much indeed—although you are a 
couple of awful ruffians, aren't you? ™ 

Dam Li grinned 

“Ah Sin number one big luffian,” he 
agreed ; “but Dam Li 


“Dam Li blother to Ah Sin,” the 
latter worthy put in promptly, “ and 
allee both plenty too muehee sad for 
leaving hon'lable oflicer,” he went on. 


“Him number one topside fine gentle 


man an’ China boy no wantchee vo 


lL had heard this gratifying: inte iki 
gence about myself too often to be 
greatly impressed by it, I knew ex 


rn 
actly what was 
allempt to 
me before they 


conning ih shameless 


wheedle something out ol 


My pockets felt 


went 


lighter already in anticipation, for I 


“Of course, L'il give you a photo if 


| you want one,” I began, 


“Allee two both wantchee photo 
glaph,” said Ah Sin hastily. 

“All right—two photos,’ [ amended 
and went into the hut to fetch them, 

While L was rummaging in my kit 
[ heard a slight sound and looked up to 
find the two Chinametn standing close 
behind me, 

* Photoglaphs have walkee ? 
Dam Li, “China boy findum plenty 


‘a 
aushed 


| quick "he affirmed, and they bent down 


knew that | could never harden my 
heart this time, when in all human 
probability 1 id never see them 
again. 

* Aren't you gla | to be ur ing back to} 


l asked after 


China ?’ 


that they seemed to be waiting for me| 


to say something 


“China welly tip top,” admitted Ah 
Sin, “ but sea too muchee bad, 


he 


hand towards 


lations topsy fturvy mn stomach,” 
that susceptible region. 

“Sea plenty too muchee loly poly,” 
Dam Li. 


boy haveum JOSS 1D pocket, sea no can 


agreed * But spose China 
do nothing.” 

*“ Have you two got a joss?” I asked, 

“ Haveum plenty soon 
Li enigmatically, after which they were 
both silent for a few moments. 
conversation was evidently not shap 
ing itself to their liking. 
several times from one to the other and 
then at me until finally Dam Li pushed 
Ah Sin forward in my direction. 

“You talkee,” he said with unwonted 
self-denial. 

“China boy him clear out to-mollow,” 
he began as though telling me some- 
thing new. “ Plenty solly.” 

Dam Li came to his rescue. 


“China boy flighten’ for hon'lable 


officer, him forgettee poo’ Dam Li an’ 
Ah Sin,” he explained. 
“No wantchee that,” continued Al 





| 

| ‘tis! 

| Go doddering home to his bed: 
' 


His ninety-fifth year,” 


ALGOL, 


Sin. 


Makeum | 


|} German binoculars and a German auto- 


"replied Dam | 


a While, seeing | 


| 


lashamed. 


to assist me in the seareh. 

| ltimately the photos were GIscoy 
ered, si 
due ceremony, and then we said good 


bye to one another with many protest 


gned by me anid presented with 


ations of mutual esteem. 

After [had seen them out of the ca np 
I went back to my hut. IL saw my kit 
strewn about the floor and a horrible 
thought struck me. 


“Good Lord!” I said to my self, 
“Only a couple of photos, 1's hardly 
like them. I'd better have a look 
round and see what they've taken a 


faney to this time.” 
I had a look and was immediately 
Nothing was missing. On 


ithe contrary I found a parr of beautiful 


matic | istol which had never been there 
before, 


l fear | 


must return these treasures 


|to the Salvage Corps from winch they 
| were pinched, or I sink below the moral 
of a Chink. 


| 


The} 


They looked | ld, 


| 
| 
j 
| 





For it is better to give stolen goods 


than to receive them. 








Another Sex-Problem. 
“Por SALe. 
Pure-bred Milking Shorthorn Bull, 0 months 
I pt limes and Herald, 


“TennicatinG and Edible Oil Traveller, 
with connection, Desires Change.” 
Piovincial faper. 


Why not try the Cannibal Islands? 


‘“Now-Stroy Prace orm 
The pre ident of tho I’ree 
Council publishes a 28-line Peace poom with 
only one full stop at the end.” 
Glasgow Evening Tomes. 
Not having seen the poem in question 
we are unable to say whether 1t would 
have been an improvement to have 


Chureh 


placed the full stop at the beginning. | 
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THE DECK CHAIR. 
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“HELEN, OLD THING, YOUR HAIR 
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‘“ HEBBERT DARLING, rouR FACE!” 








MY FIRST FLIGHT. 


Srranvep at Brighton and bored to monotony, 
Sadly I roamed by the crowd-haunted shore ; 
Fed up with bathing and boating and botany, 
Languidly humming the strains of ‘‘ Asthore ” ; 
Then, in the offing, descended an aeroplane, 
Gaily the pilot came striding my way ; 
“Afternoon, Sir!” he exclaimed, ‘ Would you dare 
a ‘plane 
Voyage to-day?” 


Turning, I gazed with an eye that was cr:tical 

At the contraption of fabric and wires ; 
Vlying 's @ game which my friends in the City call 

Simply gilt-edged—it uplifts and inspires. 
Holiday-makers stood by in expectancy, 

Cinema merchants rushed up with their reels ; 
“Go it!” cried somebody; “go an’ get wrecked 

an’ see 
Just how it feels.” 


I who had fought for a seat in an omnibus 
Surely could never recoil from a 'plane ? 
There, newly painted, she stood like a Romney ’bus, 
Bidding me soar through the vasty inane. © 
Breathing a prayer for myself and my Fatherland 
Swiftly I scrambled aboard (the First Act) ; 
Upward we soared till I felt I would rather land 
Promptly-—intact. 


Swift rushed the air and the engine was thunderous; 
“ Say, shall I stunt you?” the pilot then roared. 

Clouds were above us and Brighton was under us; 
Peace reigned below—there was Panic on board. 








Fiercely pulsated my turbulent heart inside, 
Fiercely we skidded and stunted and swayed ; 
Grimly I crouched in that brute of a Martinsyde 
Dazed and dismayed. 


Every mad moment seemed in its intensity 
More than a cycle of slow-moving years ; 

Finally I, in a state of dumb density, 
Reached terra firma mid hurricane cheers. 

Since I've decided that nothing can justify 
Passenger flights in a nerve-racking ‘plane; _ 
Others may welcome the sport, but I’m cussed if 1 

Try it again. 


“In a few days we should learn the composition of the Ministry, if, 
indeed, there are to be changes beyond the limitation of the Ministers 
in the Cabinet to a doze or so.”—Provincial Paper. 


The Government appears to be waking up at last. 


“Major Patteson, who is in charge of the aeroplanes at Harrogate, 
has made some 200 flights between Paris and London, and crossed the | 
Channel very often.”— Yorkshire Observer. 

Yes, that is, we believe, the most popular route. 

The Westminster Gazette informs us that an American 
war correspondent will shortly delight London with his 
“illustrated travelogues.’ If successful he will doubtless 
be succeeded by a Californian cow-puncher with his illus- 
trated cattleogues. 





From a report of Sussex v, Lancashire :— 

“ Bowling much faster than he had done before luncheon Tyldesley 
ought to have had Baker’s wicket with the batsman’s score at six, 
Hallows missing a catch that came to him rather low in the lips. It 
was not an expensive mistake.”— Daily Paper’. 

Still, the fieldsman was decidedly down in the mouth over if. 


























A DISTINGUISHED STRANGER. 


Mr. Boxnak Law. “COME AND HAVE A LOOK AT THE OLD PLACE ONCE MORE. I 
THINK I COULD GET YOU IN.” 





| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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| Marine Pageant 
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rence of Bank Holiday, fine weather | against the Government an amendment | be resumed. 

and a Marine Pageant on the Thames | providing that the Minister's “advisory The Army of Occupation in Ireland 
did not deter Members from doing their | council” should consist, not of Minis-|is costing the country close on a million 
duty to their constituents. They turned | teri ] 
up punctually at a quarter to three, sat} but of the representatives of outside| been more flourishing, 
through Questions and were lister ng bodies, The Lorp CHani ELLOR dis- 

with rapt attention while Mr. Hoace| claimed the notion that the Minister 


expounded the true inwardness of the ild be an irresponsible autocrat, and 


Scottish Estimates, until Mh 
Speaker, fearing the effect of so > S ~ 
much excitement, suggested an ~AMiap, >) 
rye an: 
i\djournment to the Terrace for 
our Or s0 
It is fortunate that as Cha 
man of the Great Northern Rail 


way Sir Freperick Bansur 
thorot ghly acquainted with the 
lock-system. But for hi 
lance the War Emergency 


C nuance) Bill, under w 


ont 
our liberties would be at the mercy 
of D.O.R.A, for yet anothe 
might have slipped through 
op But Sir Freperick 
pulling down the sign 


shunted it 





ul 
sed, 
ul, tempor- 


irhiy Into a slding 


A commendable vigilance re 
garding the adm nistration of St. 


He let a 


Joynson- Hicks. 


was displayed by Mr. ~ 
Colonel AMERY 


ight think it all right that the 
Governor should be doing Wil 

work at home and that his de puty 

ld have « nly half-a-dozen 

iers under his command, but 

M Joynson-Hicks sees farthe 
! the future. At any mom«e 


St. H lena may be called upon t 
resume her historic an 


1m} erial dungeon, and surely she 


role as 
should be suitably equipped foi 
e pu 
Convinced by 


rpose. 
the Mercantil 
the last of the 


| 
} 


i 


Sinn 


al nominees, as had been intended, | a month; and never have Irish farmers 


No wonder 


Fein is popular in the 


districts. 


Lord Rosert Cecit must be amused 
to the way in which he is 
hailed as the coming man _ in 
newspapers Which before the War 
had never a good word for him or 
his family. But he no 
tendency to*gain power by lean- 
ing to the extreme Left, and this 
afternoon he elicited from Mr. 
Boxar Law a statement that the 
* direct ‘ 
the negation of democracy and 
would be resisted by the Goyern- 
ment with all the forees at their 
CIs pe sal. 

Asked if he had ealled the Prime 
MInisTer’s attention to the neces 


seo 


shows 


action" movement was 


sity of cutting down unnecessary 
expenditure, Mr. CHAMBERLAIN, 
his band on his heart, replied that 
* his right hon, friend was as zeal- 
himself n 
every branch of the public service. 
_ The value of this testimonial was, 
n no way discounted 
by the immediate appearance of 
his righ 


ous as ior economy } 


of course, | 


t hon. friend, bearing ib 
from the IXInc, recom- 
mending the grants of sums vary- 
ing from £100,000 to £10,000 to 
the victorious commanders and 
organizers of victory by sea and 
land. These are debts of honour 
which the Nation will gladly and 
wratefully pay. 
But when Mr. Bonar Law, 
later in the evening, invited the 


Message 


Peace celebrations—that the Wat Hlouse to pass the Second Read- 

- . J ik U1 . “BenoLp THE GAUNTLET, SIRE, e the Minietri is / 
is really over, Lord HALDANE SC€S qHaT HAS BEEN THROWN DOWN BEFORE Us BY THE TRIPLE 126 0 =e ee ee ae 
no further reason for concealing pas taries Bill, under which Minis- 
his light under a bushel. As an Mr, Bonar Law. “Yrs, I've nuna ur Davin, axp uk terial salaries of two thousand 
©% La rd Chancellor, be comforts | Base . - ' ram OF BE OSS Ges WeEe pounds are to be raised to five 

° ‘I , . 

Lord Lovar with the assurance thousand pounds, it was felt that 
that it was quite permissible to make | incidentally showed that there are limits | there was too glaring .a discrepancy 
a second-reading speech on going into|to his own personal ambitions, He| between principles and practice. Mr. 
Committee. Next, as a squire of dames | presumed that so important an oflicer of | Law's engaging plea, that in this con 


he protested against the Government's | State would be a Member of the Cabinet, 
proposal to exclude women by Order in | but hastened to add, “I shall not have 
Council from certain Imperial posts. of that Cabinet, and I do 


| the forming 


Finally ,as an ex-War Secretary, he ob- | not know.” 
jected to the inclusion of the Militi 7 Members were agreeably surprised 
Acts in the Expiring Laws C ntinu- | to hear from Mr. Cuurca#inn that in 


ance Bill, If there is one thing on | future education is to be regarded as 
which he prides himself it is the de-|an integral part of Army training. So 
struction of the old Constitutional force. | perhaps the refrain of the old song, 
Still he does not want to be haunted|“The Army's the very best school in 
every year by its ghost. 

Tuesday, August Sth. 
continued their efforts to turn the Ways | it is 


The Lords|than metaphorically true. 
satisfactory to know that the sys- 


the nation,” may some day be more| 
Meantime | indisposition, if he failed to rise to the 





nection “economy was irrelevant,’ 
failed to convince; and he only got his 
Lill by promising that nothing more 
should be heard of it till the Autumn. 

Wednesday, August 6th.—If our Min 
isters have been somewhat tardy in 
moving the Votes of Thanks to the 
Forces, they atoned for the delay by 
the eloquence with which they recom 
mended them. Lord Curzon sought to 
be excused, on the ground of recent 


full height of his majestic theme, but 










jand Communications Bill into some-|tem of direct commissions from the 
thing less of a “one-man show” than it| Universities (which gave us, among | 
was when presented to them, and carried | other officers, one Dovanas Hata) is to 


ru ral 








pgp ai 


ex. 


protests 


as alls ga TE 
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154 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI, 








| the Peers who listened with delight to 
his comprehensive and finely-phrased 
review of the War could only wonder 
what more he could have said, or how 
| he could have bettered its expression, if 
| he had been in robust health. 

The lapidary art is not that branch 
of oratory in which the present Prime 
Minister most particularly excels. But 
if his compliments to individuals did 
not rise much above the commonplace, 
his story of how the British nation—in 
1914 “the most unwarlike people in 
Europe”—braced and equipped itself 
for the long struggle and eventually | 
emerged victorious, was thrillingly told. | 

The Votes of Thanks were passed | 
nemine contradicente, but there was a 
certain amount of opposition to the 
monetary grants for the naval and mili- 
tary commanders. Mr. ADAMSON, on | 
behalf of the Labour Party, moved 
to reduce them from £580,000 to 
£200,000, and received a rather 
surprising volume of heterogen 
eous support. But the Votes were 
carried by 272 to 64. 

Then the House had a lively 
hour or two over the Welsh Church 
(Temporalities) Bill. As the re- 
sult of the War the value of tithe 
has risen so greatly that the Welsh 
municipalities, instead of profiting 
by the disendowment of the Churel: 
in Wales, are threatened with bank- 
ruptey. So they are to be relieved 
at the expense of the long-suffering 
taxpayer. The debate was chiefly 
remarkable for a concerted attack 
by the brothers Ceci, on Mr. 
Bonar Law for his alleged per- 
fidy im accepting as a fait ac- 
| compli an Act which he had 
| promised to repeal. The culprit’s de- | 
| fence was that as a Coalitionist Minister 
| he was not bound by his promises as a | 
Unionist leader of the Opposition ; and | 











this plea, backed by a testimonial from | the course of a most gloomy oration, | 
. a] . bot } 
| the Bishop of St. Asapn, was so con- | showing that his Budget estimates had | exploit of Sir Silas Slazenger, K.B.E., 


vinecing that only 37 Members went 
into the Cecilian lobby. 

An announcement that leathern | 
gloves may now be imported from 
Germany has eaused dismay among 
Tariff Reformers, who fear that the 
Government have forgotten theintimate 
connection between these articles and 
the Hidden Hand: 

Thursday, August 7th.—The sudden 
introduction of a Profiteering Bill is by 
no means popular with Members, chiefly 
because it will oblige them to postpone 
their holidays. Sir Freprrick Bav- 
BURY advanced another objection to it 
in the fact that the word “ profiteering ” 
does not yet appear in the dictionary, 
and urged that the title should be 
brought into conformity with the Eng- 








like “ The Forestalling, Engrossing and 
Regrating Bill.” The use of these 
ancient terms would, at any rate, remind 
people that “ profiteering ” is not a vice 
peculiar to the twentieth century and 
that previous legislative attempts to ex- 
tirpate it have not been conspicuously 
successful. 

The debate on the Consolidated 
Fund Bill was chiefly remarkable for 
the fact that the Prime Mrxister took 
part in it. This is the third time this 
week that he has been in the House of 
Commons—a place that latterly he has 
been supposed to cherish in the spirit 
of the man who liked Glasgow because 
there were “such grand facilities for 
getting away from it... Mr. Luoyp 
GEorRGE was careful, however, to ex- 
plain that this week's assiduity must 
not be regarded as a precedent, and 
that in the future, as in the past, his 


; -* 

Yh iypel, 4 

Yi, Ly hk 
A 





ALI. QUIET AT 


“Suortr's 


SCOTLAND 


THI 


YARD 
Frienp.” 


visits would probably be of an angelic 
character. 

He is entirely in sympathy with his 
Chancellor of the Exchequer, who, in 


been all knocked sideways, remarked 
that if they were to give Ministers six 
weeks’ holiday and then six weeks fon 
thought the national business would 
be better done 








A propos of the German indeimnities 


Is it not the considered judgme nt 


of our 


years they will be very lucky?” 
Westminster Gazette. 


The answer is in the affirmative. 


From a feuilleton :— 


“And the fragrance of bog-myrtle, 
thyme and the sea-anemone rose to the senses 
like a sweet narcotic,” 


but personally we prefer that the ane 





lish language. Presumably he would 





mone should come from the wood. 


best financial experts that if the Allies get | 
200 thousand millions over a long course of | 
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Well, there ’s no accounting for tastes, | 


fAvcsusr 13, 1919, 


ee 


THE LATEST GOLF RECORDS. 
AccorpinG to The Pall Mall Gazette 
of August 6th Mr.G. Scruny of Finchley 
caught a swallow-tail butterfly on the 
Wembley golf course on the previous 
Saturday. The event, in view of the 
scene of the capture, seems to him 
worthy of record. Weagree; but should 
like to point out with all! respect that 
| Wembley does not enjoy a monopoly of 
| these interesting experiences. 
For example, the Weekly Bulletin of 
j|the North Boreland Golf Club describes 
|how Mr. Norman Stunter, the captain 
jof the club, while recently approaching 
| the sixth green, struck and temporarily 
stunned a fine capercailzie which had 
|inadvertently perched on the pin. The 
ibird on its recovery struggled des- 
| perately to escape, but was finally over- 
}powered and despatched in a motoy- 
ear to Mr. Stunter’s moor in Inver- 
ness-shire, where it is doing as well 
as could be expected, 

Curiously enough, on the same 
day another member of the North 
Boreland Golf Club discovered a 
huge slow-worm in a comatose eon- 
dition in his locker. The reptile, 
having been revived with sloe-gin, 
executed « quick march into the 
sand-hills and disappeared. 

Even more startling was the ex- 
perience vouchsafied to Mr. Ivor 
Jenkins, the famous Broadstairs 
plusser, two days later, when, on 
reaching the crater hole, he dis- 
covered a lion cub, which had es- 

** caped from a travelling menagerie, 
lying asleep on the green. Mr. 
Jenkins, who is a man of iron con- 
stitution, telegraphed to the chief 

constable, and with the aid of the police 
succeeded in driving the animal off the 
| course into the grounds of an adjoining 
Christian Science infant school. 

Lastly, there remains the gallant 








| who, while sitting outside the eclub- 
house after lunch, caught a Purple 
Iimperor in his twenty-guinea Panama 
jhat. The insect has been duly for- 
| warded by aeroplane to the head- 
| quarters of the League of Nations for 
}examination and internment, 











| 
“On Saturday evening last there was a re 
| cord audience around the Band Stand to listen 
| to the instrumentalisation and vocalisation of 
this celebrated Concert Party, every chair berng 
occupied by between 600 and 700 people. 
iA “record ”’ indeed. 
: 
| Mr. ——, B.A., intends to Open a Pre 
| paratory School at ‘ The 
| Se ptember 19th, 1919, to Prepare Boy: 
} 


sirches,’, ——, @ 
for the 
Public Schools, Navy, ete.”—Scottish Paper 


“What's in a name?”—-yet it sounds 
rather ominous. 
























of 
eS 
in 
lg 


aud 
he 


Bi 
e}] | 


ne | 
th 


n- 
le, 
in, 
he 


BX- 
vor 
‘irs 
on | 
lis- 
es- 
rie, 
\Ir, 
on- 
lief 
lice 
the 
ing 


ant 
> 
oDdey 


ub- 
rple 
na 
for- 
2ad- 

for 


, Ve 
isten 
on of 


erDg 


Pre- | 
, @ 

wr the 
per 


ands 











\vaus? 13, 1919.) 


ee _— 





Young Bride (breathle 
BUILDING A HOUSE?” 








TO A VERY OLD FRIEND. 
| Tuoven the void that your absence 
created 
Went wholly unnoticed in war, 
| This year, now our Peace has been féted, 
We eagerly wait you once more. 
Unheld by a warlike commotion, 
All ready for you is the scene 
To come (Venus-like) from the ocean, 
| Sea-serpent, old bean. 
| We are hoping a newspaper note ‘Il 
Inform us ere long how the mate, 
A person entirely teetotal, 
Perceived you on such and such date 
Careering some distance to leeward, 
And, almost demented with fear, 
Called out to his colleague the steward 
For (temperance) beer. 


Come back to us, friend; there’s no 
reason 
This Summer why you should with- 
hold ae 
Phat charm from our holiday season 
It boasted so often of old. 
We are getting quite anxious about you, 
Say not you are totally lost ; 
Come hack, for an August without you 
Is simply a frost. 








“Gin wanted, used to breeches and 
trousers.” —Advt. in Local Paper. 











A chance for the Women's Land Army. 
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HOPE SPRINGS ETERNAL—— 
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COMMUNICATIONS. 
192 —, A.D. 

FoaGy weather yesterday favoured 
| the ceremony of pulling up the first 
milestone of the York-Neweastle road. 
The dislodgment ceremony was per- 
formed by the Right Hon. the Lord 
GreppeEs or Erricx, who as late Chair- 
man of the North-Eastern Railway is 
also, as is generally known, ex-officio 
President of the Ways and Communi- 
cations Ministry. 

Owing to the existence of some local 
disaffection it was found necessary to 
post a strong force of railway police, and 
these, together with a group of North- 
Eastern Railway directors and other 
officials of the company, made up an 
appreciative if not very large audience. 

Having skilfully dislodged the stone 
the noble lord, in response to the sound 
of loud cheers and fog-signals, said that 
it gave him the very greatest pleasure 
thus to initiate the suppression of the 
iniquitous system of English roads with 
which the nation had been so long 
cursed. By thus discouraging the use 
of these highways, continued the noble 
lord, speaking with considerable emo- 
tion, they would be removing from the 
public a great temptation to disloyalty 
—disloyalty to the railways to which 


STRANGE WAYS AND CURIOUS 
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BY ANY CHANCE ON YOUR WAY TO START 





| they owed so much and to which they 
were now going to owe so much more 

much more than they could ever hope 
to pay. He had the greatest pleasure 
in declaring the milestone well and 
truly pulled up. (Loud and prolonged 
applause. ) 

The guests afterwards partook of tea, | 
light refreshment served from a railway 
platform tea-waggon, after which the 
company indulged in motorist-baiting, | 
pedestrian-hunting and other popular | 
sports, and a very pleasant day ended | 
with a magnificent bonfire, by means | 
of which several million gallons of | 
petrol were consumed. 





3 a 

The Bill making it a misdemeanour 
for a person to leave the street in which 
he resides except by means of a railway 
passed its second reading yesterday. 
An amendment, by which it was pro- 
posed to suspend the operation of the 
Act in the case of persons residing in 
streets through which one of the new 
street railways, has not yet been laid, 
was resisted by the President of the 
| No-Road Board, who said that it was 
| the intention of the Government to pre- 
vent all movement other than by rail. 
Persons who were still waiting for a 
street - railway must in the interval 
content themselves with remaining at 
home. 
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| and after four years of secret suffering 
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A CONFESSION. 


Coxscrence makes cowards of us all, 


which I can no longer bear I have 
decided to confess all and go and live 
in a neutral country. 

[ will not mince matters. For four 
years and a half I have sheltered an 


but I found it too dangerous and decided 
to confine him to the house, giving 1; 
out to the world that I had despatclied 
him. ; | 
The result was electrical; Surbiton | 
smiled upon me once more, and for four 
years this deception was kept up. [| 
found it difficult to look people straight | 
in the face and developed a hunted feel- | 
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VALEDICTORY. 
(Vo the Russian Ballet.) 

A worup that is sombre or petty 

Has suddenly drearier grown ; 
IXARSAVINA, MASSINE, CECCHETTI, 

With all of the Bailet, have flown : 
And the audiences, strangely assorted, 

That packed the Alhambra by niglit 


| By unanimous rapture transported, 


ing, as if I were always under the eye 


enemy alien, one Ludwig of Munich. 
, of the police or the secret service. 


Are robbed of their dearest deligh 


+ 
i. 


I brought him with me from Munich 
in 1913, and it would be idle to pretend 
that our acquaintance ripened into any- 
thing less than deep affection. That 
he ever had any German sympathies | 
shall always deny, and he will remain 
fov ever in my memory as a paragon 


Ludwig, I may mention en passant, 
was «a Dachshund, who first attracted 
my attention in Munich by his ingen- 
uity in defending his dinner against | 





The long period of sedentary living 
teld upon Ludwig, who put on flesh to | 
such a degree that towards the close | 
of the War his legs became quite use- | 
less, as they simply did not reach the | 
ground. The employment of Swedish | 
movements proved quite ineffective and | 
Ludwig was compelled to remain in bed. 

On returning home on the day of the | 


proclamation of Armistice I rushed into | 
Ludwig's room to tell him the news. | 


hungry rivals, which he did by forming | His face lit up, but the supreme effort! 


a complete circle round the |— 
plate and eating from the 
centre. I approached his 
owner with regard to pur- 
chase. After ineasuring 
Ludwig from nose to tail, 
he offered to sell him for 
tive marks an inch, and so 
he returned to England 
with me, 

Ludwig quickly settled 
down in this country and 
made many friends, having 
little difficulty in picking up 
the English bark and adapt- 
ing bimself to our customs; 
but less than a year. after 
his arrival war was declared 
between Great Britain and 
Germany, and the whole 
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GOOD BASKET. 





ADVERTISEMENTS ILLUSTRATED. 


Most SPorTING AND DEADLY 
WATER. WRITE FOR ONE NOW AND MAKE 
ONLY TWO-AND-SIXPENCE EACH, 


FOUR-AND-SIXPENCE.” 


LARGER 





position changed. 

Ludwig's friends dropped him at 
once; strange dogs fought him, clioos- 
ing always a style unknown to him and 
to which his physique was unsuited. 
His Continental training had been purely 
Greco-Roman, for which his length of 
torso was admirably suited; but his 
antagonists invariably chose Catch-as- 
catch-can, at which he stood no chance 
and was always beaten, 

As Ludwig's master I incurred the 
displeasure of my neighbours. I was 
suspect in Surbiton. My older friends 
changed in their manner and advised 
me to destroy the enemy within my 
gates. My position was intolerable. 
1 attempted to camouflage him, but 
you cannot conceive how diflicult it is 
to make a Dachshund look like any- 
thing else but a Dachshund. My wife 


tried to take tucks in him, but with-, 


out success, and the attempt caused 
| Ludwig considerable pain, 
| At last I decided to intern him, with 


an occasional walk en parole at night ; 





of wagging his tail caused heart failure, 
due to fatty degeneration, and he died. 

His death was a great shock to me. 
I had hoped that at the conclusion of 
the War a sojourn at one of the Spas 
would restore him to his former good 
health. But this was not to be. 

I fully realise that 1 court the con- 
tempt of my fellow-countrymen in 
making such a declaration, but I openly 
admit that I loved Ludwig. Through- 
out a long and trying ordeal, in which 


he felt his position keenly, he preserved | 
the calm dignity which we expect from | 
His devoted loyalty to 


Saxon blood. 
those who gave him shelterand hischeer- 
ful resignation to his physical affliction 
stamp him as a gentleman whom, des- 
pite his nationality, | am proud to have 
known. 





“ITALIAN CRISIS. 

COUNTRY SEE THINGS WITH DISCONTENT,” 
y South African Paper. 
This phenomenon unfortunately is not 

peculiar to Italy. 
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| But whose genius in regions romantic, 


FRIGHTENS 
CE 


No more for a while shall our joyance 





Be found in those marvellous 
mimes 
Whose names are a source of ann y- 
ancsa 


To makers of topical rhymes ; 


In fantasy’s freakish domains, 
Now delicate, now corybantic, 
With equal supremacy reigns. 
& . 


Delightful, though seldom hilarious, 
' Their methods 
and inspire ; 
| For an art so enchantingly 
various 
Is lit by perennial fire; 


f 1 
reireshb 


| And, wedded to music in- 

mortal 

Or fierce and alert and | 

} intense, | 

| Tviumphantly enters the | 
portal 


Of heart and of brain and | 
of sense. 


| From a world of maluiseand | 
of mourning, 
ARTIFICIAL Where daily new perils | 


THE FISH 
RTAIN OF A 
SIZE, TWICE 


take shape, 
From Labour's implacable 
warning 
| They gave us a nightly | 
escape ; 
And, deeply although she is sundered | 
At home from Humanity’s heart, 
We came and we saw and we wondered | 
At Russia’s invincible Art. 








Farewell, then,Welectable dancers, 
Compared with whose effortless ease 

The feats of contortionist prancers 
Depress and dismay and displease. 

| Farewell; may your holiday lend you 
The rest you so royally earn, 

And grateful good wishes attend you, 
With hopes of your happy return! 








One hig Blacksmith’s Bellow.” 
South African Paper. 


“Tor San 


Let us hope he is a harmonious black- 
smith. 


From a list of church services :- 
“ Festival of S Peter, Apollo and Martyr.” 
South African Paper. 
This new detail is most interesting. We 
have always longed to know more about 


the great Apostle’s persenal appearance. 
eee 
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| secutive hours, it was a very creditable |o’ good, didn’t et? A hundred pounds 
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Lowers Be rei, 
Lady (to fair stranger who has retrieved a 


LOVELY DRESS?” 


randering pet dog), ** THANKS, EVER 60 M 


Stranger. “Ou, I ONLY GOT-A WAVE OVER MY FOOT, I DON’T THINK MUCH HARM IS 
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lee-side of him lay U nele Billy John, 


PRIZE MONEY. | ti aking his rest at full- length, his snores 

On Victory night the lads of our|crashing like fog-signals. “ Total 
village draggec la tarry old pilchard- boat wreck, % is, the gert ole good-for- 
to the top of the headland and set it | nawthin’,” granted the Captain, re- 
afire. Full royally did it blaze. The|ferring to his dancing partner. “ Well, 


moor-men on the heights of Carn Pol- | what’s the odds? ‘ Peace do come but 
Dhu saw . and made answer by setting | wance a year,’ as the sayin’ is—naw, 
the furze alight. The graziers of Pen- }that’s Christmas, edden it?” he cor- 
haze, not to ~ out done in patriotism, lrected, ‘‘Naw matter, wadever a is a 


touched a match to their landlord’s|doan come offen, an’ if me an’ Billy 
hay-stacks, All along the backbone of | John ‘ere, what done fower year coast- 
the Delectable Duchy leapt points of fire.| watchin’, wet or fine, edden entitled 
Climbing our headland at 11°15 of|to our orderly an’ legitimate rejoice- 
that joyous night, 1 saw those ancient | ments no man edden, no man.” 
mariners, Captain AmosJagoand Uncle} I said I was sure of it. The Captain 
Billy John Polsue, the centre of an} nodded vigorously. ‘“ Yessir, we done 
admiring school of small-fry, dancing | our bit as good as the rest, wet or fine, 
round the flaming ribs of the pilehard- | an’ now—well, a drop of drink in season 
boat and chanting “ Rule, Britannia.”’|an’ in reason doan do a man no ‘arm, 
Seeing that their combined ages|doet?” I said I thought it might even 
totalled a senate and a quarter, that|}do good. The Captain agreed. “ Yes, 
the y were wearing sea-boots, and it might even do good—a power o’ good. 
they had been toiling to unload the} Why, dang et all, look at Billy John 
ie ight of the “ Ship Inn”’ for six con-|‘ere—did ‘im a hundred pounds’ worth 


} 


) 


performance, I thought. ‘an’ a letter of ‘preciation from the 
At 12.45 I met the « de ballet | Admiralty.” 

half-way down the cliff-path, homeward . ae it? " I asked. The Captain 

bound, ;}sno “ Of course et did, Didn't you 


Captain Amos Jago was sitting sala Be tell on how Billy John 
the path, his broad back lodged against | winned the hundred ar then? Sit 
: 1 tell on et, for 


a boulder, engaged ina hopeless attempt |down to wance wh il 
‘tis a brea mazin’- yarn. Sit down to 





to strike a light for his empty pipe with 
the miss-fire end of a match, On the! wance.” I squatted obediently. 


“Hi appened all along of a wree k we 
‘ad ‘ere last July twelve-month. Coast- 
guard called down wan evenin’ to say 
there was a barque makin’ ~_ weather 
of et close on the Shark’s Fin an’ ’e 
thought she might be in seatihie ‘fore 
mornin’, Sure ‘’nough, come eleven 
o'clock, up goes two red rockets to the 
nor’-west. Lifeboat put out, but ‘arf- 
way ‘cross the Bay she met a long-boat 
comin’ in with fowerteen poor souls an’ 
wan ole black nigger aboard. Their 
barque had struck on the western edge | 
of the Se ven Sisters reef, they said, an’ 
was goin’ to pieces fast. Next mornin,’ 
sure ‘nough, there wadden a thing to be 
seed of ‘er, nawthin’ but a scatter of 
sticks rollin’ in on the tide—wooden 
ship she were. The crew stayed around 
for two days, waitin’ to see would any 
of their belongings come ashore, then 
drove off to P’nzance in a waggonette, 
black nigger an’ all. The gale had 
blawed itself clane out by then, but 
there was a brea drift of fog about, 
ridin’ "pon the say. 

“No sooner had the crew drove off 
than ole Billy John lets on ‘e's for visitin’ 
‘is crab-pots, pushes ‘is dinghy off the 
slip and rows away sou’-east. Soon as 
‘e's out of sight in the fog, ’e swings the 
dinghy nor’-west and pulls ‘ard for the 
Seven Sisters—sly ole serpint! The say 
was as calm as a bowl o' milk an’ lappin’ 
round they gert rocks like a cat lickin’ 
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‘er kits, so ’e didn’t ‘ave no trouble in 
makin’ a landin’ at all. ‘E hitched the 
dinghy to a nobble o’ rock, where she'd 
float, an’ went pokin’ an’ pryin’ over 
the reef for what 'e could find. Wadden 
much ‘e did find ayther, for all ‘is 
cunnin,’ By the end o’ some hours all 
‘e'd got were about thirty fathom of 
rope ‘ed cut off spars, a block or two, 
a couple o’ canvas buckets, a bird-cage 
wid a dead canary init an’ wan old say- 
boot. Then, just when he'd give et up 
as a bad job an’ was for pushin’ off home, 
he spied a lil’ keg jammed in a crack o’ 
the rocks. "E worked et loose, prised 
the bung out wid ’is marlin-spike an’ 
set ‘is nose to et. It were rum, good 
rum, the very best. The smell of et rose 
up through the bung strong as death 
an’ gave ole Billy's nose a tweak that 
bringed tears to his eyes. Beautiful 
stench et’ad, warm an’ powerful. ‘E put 
‘is mouth to the bung an’ drawed off a 
valyant sup of et, once, twice an’ again— 
thought et would maybe charm ‘is stum- 
mick, he said,’im being all seat abroad 
wid chronicle indegestion. Must ‘ave 
misjudged the strength of the stuff or 
opened ’is throat too wide or somethin,’ 
for next thing ’e knawed was that ’e was 
lyin’ on ‘is back in a puddle o’ water, 
the keg upside down beside im an’ it was 
full moonlight. Sleepin’ drunk to the 
world ’e’d been for six mortal hours. 
Old Billy sat upan’ elung to ’is'ead with 
both ‘ands. The Sisters was rockin’ 
under ‘im asif they was afloat. ’E could 
‘ear the say lickin’ round the reef like 
as if eG were laughin,’ an’ away to the 
southard the red lantern of the Long- 
ships Light’ouse winked at en like a 
blood-shot eye. 

“Old Billy thought the sickness of 
death was upon ‘im sure ‘nough, an’ 
‘im a sinful man. ‘E was considerin’ 
‘pon castin’ ‘isself into the ocean an’ 
endin’ ‘is misery there and then, when 
all of a sudden, not seventy fathoms 
inshore of the Sisters, 'e seed the water 
bubble an’ eave an’ up comes a gert 
creatnre big as a whale an’ bigger. 
For the first instant Billy thought et 
was a whale; then he thought no, it 
were too long, must be the say-serpint ; 
then ’e knawed what et were. ‘Oh, 
my dear life an’ soul, 'tis a German 
submarine!’ cr Som ‘an’ flattened ‘isself 
out in the pool as flat as 'e could an’ 
pulled the sayweed all over ‘im. 'E 
could see the submarine as plain as 
I can see you now, lying like a black 
rock right across the moonlight. "E 
seed ‘er ‘atch open an’ a brace o’ foreign 
chaps come out an’ stand about on 
er conning-tower laughin’ an’ talkin’. 
Now an’ again wan o’ them would put 
up & pair o’ night-glasses an’ look 
away towards the Longships passage. 


Old Billy, lyin’ there under the weed, 





like a pig in a dung-heap, seed what 
their game was. They were waitin 
on one of our convoys goin’ up the 
Bristol Channel; waitin’ lyin’ on the 
sand-bottom “tween the Sisters an’ the 
shore, where nobody would think 0 
lookin’ for "em. They'd come up now 
to fill air-tanks, never thinkin’ o’ that 
fat ole weasel, Billy John Polsue, lyin’ 
drunk out on the reef. For three 
mortal hours she lay there pumpin’, 
an’ for three mortal hours ole Billy lay 
in the pool shivering like a wet cat, 
darin’ hardly to breathe. Then the 
Germans closed the ‘atch an’ she went 
under. Billy gave ‘er a quarter-hour 
to get settled, then jumped in ‘is dinghy 
and pulled for dear life, not for the 
Cove, but straight ashore. He ripped 
the bottom out of the dinghy, beachin’ 
‘er on the boulders below the Cape, an’ 
tore the knees out of ‘is pants scram- 
blin’ up the cliff. When ’e got into 
the coast-guard station at Penhair ’e 
was more dead than alive, an’ they ‘ad 
to ‘most drown ‘im in brandy before 
they could get mouth-speech out of en. 
But when ’e did speak they jumped to 
the telephone an’ ‘ad the Naval Com- 
mander in P’nzance out of bed in ’is 
night-shirt runnin’ about like a mad 
dog.” 
And 
asked. 
The Captain rose unsteadily to his 
feet and yawned loudly. ‘ Seupper ‘er, 
yes. They ‘ad a fleet o’ patrol-boats 
round before dawn droppin’ enough 
depth charges to blow the bottom out 
of the say. An’ where do you think 
that ole toad, Billy John Polsue, was 
while they was doin’ of et?’ 

“Bed?” I ventured. 

The Captain cackled. “Bed! Not 
e. Why, baling in the dead fish what 
floated up. Loaded a gig-ful, 'e did, 
an’ swamped the market.” 

He placed a weighty sea-boot on the 
thickest portion of the recumbent op- 
portunist and pressed. 

“Come on, thou ole worm, thou ok 
good-for-nawthin’. Time us was gettin’ 
home-along.” PATLANDER. 


did they scupper ber?” I 








Our Cynical Press. 

“ As a result of partial failure in the Ministry 
of Labour, satisfactory progress was madc 
towards a settlement of the surface workers’ 
dispute.”— Scotsmai. 


From the report of a speech by Lord 
Miner :— 

“If, in stretching out after a par mundi 
which we might never attain, we were to let 
slip from our grasp the Tax Britannica, we 
should be sacrificing substance for the shadow. 
(Cheers.) "—Irish Paper. 

But so long as the CHANCELLOR OF THE 
EXcHEQUER remains with us there is no 





danger of this particular catastrophe. 








| lf I flatter the mood of the unco’ guid, 





VERSES INSPIRED BY THE 
PUSSYFOOT MUSE. 


I BRING new spells from the magic wells 
Of the U.8.A. 
To banish from earth the excess of mirth 
In a world too gay ; 
I draw fresh forces from watercourses 
To work upon British brawn 
Till it cease to put out the strength of 
the stout 
And the day of judgment dawn ; 
When I've bound the free to cocoa 
and tea 
(nd all that is unfermented 
I tighten the rope till I drive them to 
dope, 
And then I can die contented. 


O’er the herring-pond from the back of 
beyond 

I come to put you wise 

In the way to win from original sin 
To ultimate enterprise ; 

In Arkansaw by the strength of my jaw, 
In Illinois by craft, 

In Ohio by a trick I know 
(No, certainly not by graft), 

I have raised my race to a lofty place 
Where only the chained can stand, 
And plucked from the tire of Western 

desire 
A Californian brand, 
So that must of wine by a inuisin 
mine 
Shall there be ever banned 


t of 


I am the kitten that hands the mitten 
To the brewers of beer; 

On velvet feet I creep to cheat 
Whoever may love good clice: 


If I frighten feeble folk, 
If I plot and scheme till, half 
Men pass beneath my yoke, 
A day shall break when there may be | 
cake, 
For cake is mostly dry, 


-dream, 





sub naught shall avail the call for Ale, 
An exceeding Bitter cry. 
“APRES LE JAZZ. 
The new vagary is the hoola-hoola, which i 


the native performance of the ladies of Hawaii. 
It will presumably have to be somewhat 
bolderised even for the most advanced Le ndon 
coteries, because experts who have heard—and 
seen—it pronounce that it is extremely fem- 
inist and exoticly passionate.” 
Provincial Paper. 
Then the suggestion that it should be 
made still bolder is enough to cause old 
SoWDLER to turn in his grave. 





“Camus” writes :— 

The reverend sire of the Cam 

Tells Bacchus and Omar KHAyvyAM 
That, should Pussyfoot dare 
To show his foot there, 

Nine lives will be lost in the Cam. 





——— 
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Kathleen (busy with the chocolaies), “MOTHER, WHAT C4N THRUSHES SEE IN WORM?” 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 
(By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 
Tue name of Sacua Grecory is, I think, new to me; but 
if this means that his book, Yellowleaf (HEriNeMANy), is a 
first novel, it is certainly one of unusually matured power. 
Mr. GreGory seems to be a born tale-teller. His plot here 
is largely a matter of atmosphere; and from the opening 
pages of the story the atmosphere of Yellowleaf, the big 
retired house in St. John’s Wood that is its setting, is 
very highly charged ... I greatly wish that I could sug- 
gest to you the quality of the intrigue without a premature 
revelation of its course. LBrietly, we bave this house filled 
vith charming people: old Lady-Mary, who owned it, her 
widowed stepdaughter, Lily, her two grandchildren, her 





who loved them all. This was the Yellowleaf cirele before 


who married Lily and brought such unpleasant happenings 
to the house. 
skilfully-drawn figure in the group. His apparent kind 
liness, his plausibility and general absence of melodrama 


tion of just what sinister business is behind it all gains 


the book with a grateful conviction that, as the man says 
in the play, “people don’t do such things;” but this, I 
faney, will hardly affect your interest in a clever, creepy 
and very well-written story. 

Before the wisdom of elders destroyed the nice distinction 
I believed that “narrative ’ was that explanatory streak 
in hooks which comes in between and as it were prepares 





nephew Charles, who loved Lily, and her ancient butler, | 
the breaking in upon it of Ayhassy, the piano-playing genius | 


In some ways Aghassy himself is the most | 


come so near disarming suspicion that the gradual realisa- | 


monstrously in emotional effect. Perhaps you will close | 


the way for the story bits. If I still might to that extent 
emulate Lewis Carroty’s Humpty-Dumpty and order the 
words about I should like to say that Lady Cuarnwoon’s 
book, The Dean (ConstTaBs), has lots of very interesting 
narrative in it, but that, however eagerly you scurry along 
looking for it, you will never find the story. It always 
seems to be getting ready to begin, but it never does. You 
are told many things of births, deaths, marriages, dinners, 
dances, inheritings and disinheritings, but you never feel 
them happening ; yet, because the people concerned are so 
real and many of them, in a nice, human, possible way, so 
tine, you will be ready to forgive the disappointment of 
finding that there wasu't any very urgent reason for telling 
you about them at all. Lady Cuarnwoop can draw people 
|-draws too, I think, in what art students call the “life 
class ’—and it is just possible that her fidelity to her models, 
|to what she knows of them in private life, has prevented 
her from infusing any sense of action into their imaginary 
history. The Dean himself, an ordinary high - minded 





| tell him things about his own family which he must have 
|known as well as she did, just because she wanted me 
to knéw too, are people whom it has been delightful to 
| meet, although it has cost me some effort from time to 
time to sort out all their family connections, whose rela- 
tionships both they and Lady Crarnwoopv seemed to 
expect me to remeniber. 

To those of us who are not afraid of technical details, 
Under the Periscope (Cottns) should prove as intriguing as 
its title. Lieutenant Marx Brnnet, R.N.R., intends here 
to tell us all about a particular class of submarine, and 
scrupulously he carries out his intention. After reading 











clever impatient man, and his delightful wife, who would | 
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his book I feel that there is no excuse for ignorance about 
under-water eraft, but all the same there is such an ap- 
palling lot to learn that my admiration for those men who 
go under the sea in ships has, if possible, increased. Let 
me, however, hasten to say that Lieutenant BENNET is 
not only an instructor of the ignorant. “The incidents 
recorded,” he writes, “are all founded on fact, and many of 
them are personal experiences.” And to this I can truly 
add that most of the selected incidents have a thrill in them. 
This is a shortish book and some of the pages in my copy 
are absolutely blank, but even in its shorn condition I 
recommend it to everyone who wants an answer to the 
question, * What does it feel like to be below the sea” 





Mr. Ian Cotvin candidly asserts with Marshal von 


| TIuxpensurs and Mr. Borromiey that all this talk of 
| Leagues of Nations is sheer fudge—dangerous because 
| plausible. There will be none of this nonsense if he can help 


| tween nations is not a 
| but a desperate conflict, 


| use 
| diplomacy, every 





| which the nation lives.” 


it! The Safety of the Nation (Murray) depends on its 
industries, and commerce is safe only if it helps the essential 
industries, Wealth is not wealth if there be not security. 
(So far so good.) Secur- % aes ia 
ity can only be attained 
by a people that stops 
its ears against syren- 
voices, whether of 
money-grabbers (that is 
ree Traders and other 
profiteers) or idealists, 
and realises that War 
is War and inevitable ; 
that moreover Peace is 
War, and Trade as be- 





mutual accommodation 


in which it is right to 
every device of 
re- 
source of power, to out- 
wit the enemy. The 
Germans in fact were 
on the right lines be- 
fore the Great War. Now nobody can dismiss this all 
with a wave of the hand merely because it is unpleasant. 
It represents the up-to-date stone age point of view, which 
has vever yet been disproved, and it logically accounts for 
all Mr, Convin’s deductions and obiter dicta, which would 
otherwise be rather startling; e.g., “The true ideal of a 
national education is the better service of the industries by 


SCENE IN THE HOME OF THE INVENTOR OF THE 


MALD-OF 








And, as I say, he 
; may be right, In fact, if he gets enough people to believe 

him, be is right. An interesting, cocksure, learnedly docu- 
_ mented, biassed and depressing book. 


On the analogy of the man who called himself a constant 
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ALL-WORK, 


| neither dull nor badly written. 
ivyou mav judge whether you are more like to be repelled 





Mr. Convin (despite his scorn of | 
| other brands) is an idealist of the extremist will-to-power | 
school and a passionate anti-huckster. 


lover because he was always in love with somebody, Sheila, 


heroine of Miss Murren Hive’s latest novel, The Hidden 


Valley (Lane), might be held a conspicuous example of the 
constantly loved. You never met a girl with such a pro- 
cession of pretenders to her heart. If, however, you deduce 
| from this that the tale is going to be yet one more comedy 





of courtship, you miss your guess. For one thing, poor 
Sheila was not fortunate ; despite the multitude of her 
chances she had rank bad luck in her percentage of im- 


possibles —including in this category both the fish-blooded 
| egoist whom she marries, and a couple of bad-hats, genuine 





[Aucusr 138, 1919, 


wrong’uns, of a type (certainly not fish-like!) that I must 
believe Miss Hine to suppose more common than the facts 
warrant. It is, I fancy, part of her scheme to emphasise 
the “ passion " of Sheila's wooers ; the result being that the 
universe appeared to that bewildered lady as pervaded 
either by men whose behaviour scared her into justified 
hysterics; or (in the exceptional case of her husband) bored 
her to tears. Incidentally, you may observe already that 
The Hidden Valley is in no sense a war-book ; man-shortage 
at least was never among Sheila’s trials. On the positive 
side it might be called a number of things, according to the 
taste and fancy of the individual reader; but certainly 
From which indication 


or entertained, and can take action accordingly. 


Mr. Keneco Foss has a lot to learn in the art of con- 


structing a novel. Indeed his arrangement of the nine 

















chapters of Jill our Ship comes in (Grant Ricuarps) is | 
astoundingly capricious, and I put it to him that a court- 
ship is unnecessarily handicapped in the telling when one 
seat Sa. ers knows that the ensuing 
marriage resulted in | 

an everlasting struggle | 

against poverty Mr. | 

Foss derives some sen- | 

timental humour from | 

the situations he 

creates, but in essen- | 

tials his battle of the | 

Fosters to feed and} 

clothe their numerous 

progeny is & dreamy | 

affair; and I wonder if | 

any father of a family | 

~ = could be as feckless as | 

Herbert Foster and still 

: retain an atom of self- 

as respect. The greatest 

: : humourist alive would | 





nipameaay |be hard - pressed to | 
AUTOMATIE | . 

} squeeze many smiles | 
seins See ________! from such a poverty- 
stricken theme as this; but I can truthfully say that Mr 
Koss squeezed with great energy. Mr. H. M. Brock has 
supplied some charming illustrations. 





There are eleven stories and sketches bound togetlier in 
Home Fives in France (ConstTan.£), and in spite of Miss 
Dororny Canriznp’s reputation as a novelist, and although 
she has nowhere vouched for their truth, 1 am not at all | 
convinced that she would like me to regard them as fiction. 
In half of them her point of view is that of an American in 
France during the War—and both her own countrymen 
and mine should thank her for exhibiting it after such @ 
fashion—the others might have been written by an au- 
thoress of either of the allied nationalities who possessed 4 
sympathy never maudlin and a tenderness never merely 
saccharine. Miss Canrietp has not strained her facts to 
bring about that air of completeness which fiction has 
taught us to expect. I feel quite sure that the men and 
women in her pages went on living for chapters more after 
she had written her last word about them—and I do not 
remember that any of them married each other. This is 
not the way of the novelist. Yet all the romance of 
courage and kindness and patient effort and heroic faith is 
here, with a trust in the goodness of human nature 80 
sincere and unconscious as to be an additional argument 




















in its own favour. 
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THE STOWAWAY. 


uncle who reads The Morning Post and 

CHARIVARIA. a godfather addicted to The Datly News. 
\n old lady of ninety-nine is living 

in Kensington who has never heard of 
the Peace. Newspapers containing tie 
shocking details are carefully kept from 


“Anybody,” says a contemporary, 
“can keep a few marine animals in an 
aquarium, no matter how far from the 


her, ; sea they may live.” The Official Lim- 
* pet, for example, will last for years and 
Tuk irresponsible newsgatherer who | years under favourable conditions. 
recently caused a boom in Government ." 
securities by announcing that three The bachelor vicar of a Garden Suburb 
hundred generals had left the War! declares that husband and wife should 


Oflice now writes to explain that they 


wherever possible take their holidays 
ll returned after lunch. 


apart. With that elusiveness peculiar 





to the celibate clergy he clevet ly omits 
to say which party should take the 


* 
Intelligence has reached me,” says 
Mr. Lovat Fraser, “that British money 
is being poured into the morasses of | 
Mesopotamia.”” The Government, we \ 6890-1b. tunny fish, a species seldom 
understand, deny both allegations. lseen north of the Mediterranean, has 
an lheen caught off the coast of Scotland. 
The Royal Automobile Club refuses | There is a theory that the creature had 
to divulge the name of the wealthy} tasted Scotchman off the coast of 
merchant who entered the Club dining | Africa and acquired a craving for it. 
room on August 12th and ordered half- ag 
.-dozen grouse’s eggs. 
* 


children. ‘ 


* 

It was so hot last week that one 
| gentleman rushed into the Chamber of 

\ccording to an American report} Horrors at a famous waxworks and 
China raises one hundred million pigs | asl ed for a couple of cold shudders up 
annually. An expert statistician eal-! the back. 
culates that, if the whole hundred 
million were gathered together in a An 


| . 
Evening News correspondent 
flock and their tails pulled, very little | points 


out a case where quite recently 

would be heard of the Irish Question. | the train beat the telephone. It is only 

. ifair to say that Mr. Intinaworta did 

The report that an Aberdeen chiki | not know there was a competition and 

id become mentally affected as the|so was not really trying. 

result of swallowing a penny turns out 
to be incorrect. It is the father of the | 

child whose sanity is despaired of. | S 

* 


¥ 
In the event of the prison officers 
triking in future several old hands now 
undergoing sentence have offered to 
come out in sympathy. 
, 


; 
A boy of fifteen, called as a witness | 


in the Durham County Court, admitted | 


* 
that he could not read. It was ex- The giraffe at the Zoo is suffering 


| plained that the lad's ignorance was|from an affection of the eye, and steps 


We 


the result of a compromise between an ‘have been taken to deal with it. 


| 


om. Bar mmn 


— _ “- 


suppose this was the only method of 
reaching that part of the animal's 
anatomy. x * 

A six year-old girl of Selby is said to 
play the piano better than many adults. 
We are sure of it. a 

— 

SZAMUELLY, the well-known Bolshe- 
vik terrorist of Budapest, who boasts of 
having executed more people than any 
other man, has recently married. His 
wife has promised to love and obey him, 

.* 

Very few murders are committed on 
a Monday, says a London magistrate. 
We are not surprised at this, for Mon- 
day is too busy a day for people to find 
time to bother about anything but work. 

+. t 

«“ Everybody who is anybody,” says 
The Evening News, “is on the moors.” 
But who isn’t anybody these days, we 
should like to know. 

"s 

Since the announcement in a medical 
journal that the human voice is produced 
by the action of forty-four different 
muscles, many husbands have forbid- 


before breakfast. , , 


According to a trustworthy corre 
spondent another gratuity was paid 
last week, 








‘After viewing the grounds, etc., the party 
assembled on the terrace, where a presumptu- 
ous repast had been prepared.” 

Provincial Paper. 
Swank! 
Profiteering. 
The grocer who has made his pile, 

Does he grow nicer? No, Sir! 

He does not change his heart or style, 





But grows a grosser grocer. 








den their wives to do Physical Training 


| 
| 
| 
| 


| 
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HOLIDAYS AND PRODUCTION. 


Warre sands, and blue of Cornish seas 
In which with dolphin grace I wallowed; 








© lotus land, the haunt of ease; 
O all that sweet ozone I swallowed ; 
O dulcet airs that so improve 
The body's tissues and the mind’s tone— 
Sadly 1 leave you, sadly move 
Back to the grindstone. 


Lulled by the murmur of a main 
Almost too torpid to be tidal, — 

For weeks I've let my vacant brain 
Lie indefatigably idle; 

And now the old Muse, long suppressed, 
With sharp tattoo of fife and tabor 

Wakes roughly from his billets (rest) 

This son of Labour. 


Homeward returning, rudely tanned 
How am I shocked to find the nation 
Has got completely out of hand 
During my unremarked vacation ; 
To grasp the fact (for news down there 
Seemed dull and didn’t much concern 
Of England heading unaware 
Straight for Avernus! 


I hear we don't “ produce” enough ; 
| hear the Yankee victual-monger 
Says if we can’t turn out the stuff 
He'll have to see us die of hunger; 
One power alone can stay the rot 
And keep our molars well in action 
Labour (the Thing Itself and not 
The Party faction), 


This is no time for pleasure, no; 

This is no time for flannelled fooling 
(L’ve had my holiday and so 

Can give impartially this ruling) 
Shame, shatne on him that in the sea 

At such an hour his form immerses, 
Instead of making goods—-like me 

(I made these verses). 


THE HOT-AIR FORCE. 


Tue world is a different place for a number of people now 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[Aveusr 20, 1919, 





————— EER 


a custom and habit with all those who draw 
But, be there any amongst 


resignation is 
allowances. us gifted with 
clature of his choice. 

Here is my little lot. I am proud of t 
that I am working on official lines. 
What shall be the designation of the 


hem and feel sure 


] ’ 
Place aur dames 


clean-shaven) and was an Honourable. We all stood in 
awe of her, and she was of opinion that, as we were all 
“temporary gentlemen, ’ we must have come from Clapham 
(Some of us did.) The majesty of her bearing and the 
aloofness of her mien (here was one who really had a mien 
made a deep impression on me, and if only for association's 
sake I would propose that the head of the Woman's Roya! 
Air Force be styled, in all documents, writs and tenancy 
agreements, IMPERATRIX OF THE ETHER, ; 

There*is a tenderness in most ex-R.A.F. hearts for the 
W.R.A.F. cooks. While all ranks deserve a sonorous 
appellation, | will content myself for the present in dealing 
with their case only. Vestas oF VICTUALLING they shall 
So let it be promulgated. ‘ 

There is sure to be « good deal of bickering over the 
Chaplains. My submission is “ First, second and third 
class, AUGurs oF THE Empyrean;” but the Bishops will 
probably think of something loftier. The Quarter-master 
does not tly; let him be Quarstor or THE Leven. Doe- 
tors, we ave told, must fly; let them be Icartans or THe 
Buack Dravents. The Paymaster, on the other hand, 
might be Cuter Sarrar or OverprRAvUGHTs, While our old 
friend the Administration Officer—— 

I was one—or, as my Colonel would have it, an adum- 
bration of one. I, who in private life before the War did 
not know the average price of potatoes, was entrusted with 
the spending of tens of thousands of pounds on vegetables 
loose-leaf note-hooks and linoleum. I also had a shop and 
sold puttees and lawn-tennis balls. I was the most actively 
energetic officer in my wing, spending twenty-three hours 
out of each working day on my feet. Because of this I was 
allowed but twenty pounds outfit allowance, instead of 
the usual fifty, my work being classed as sedentary. By 
way of revenge | stole two pairs of boots from the wing 
(See Report of Select Committee on \ir Foree 


} 
ne, 


shop. 





| breeches. 


Waste, p. 932, Ch. 184, vol. 337.) 

bn addition to all this work (buying, selling and seroung- 
ing) | was an authority on clothing, particularly tunies and 
[Indeed even in those days I called myself the 


| that we have a “ Marshal of the Air.”’ The title so atfected | Tunic Terrarcn. And it is this appellation I would hestow 


| an elder brother who has not smiled since Lesnaupy dubbed 


| morning breakfast in a spasm of hilarity, and the youngest, 
| still in the Air Force, threatened to illuminate his“ 
with electricity after sunset. 

Happy as I am about the new titular styles, I cannot but 
grieve over certain omissions, Of course one must know 
What they call fellows who command Groups and Wings 
and Flights and so forth, but, as I said when I was an 
Equipment Officer, they are not the only fellows on earth, 
even when they are on earth. What of us others—the 
Quarter-master, the Administration Officer, the Paymaster 
the Doctor and the Chaplain? And, above all (or beside 
all?), what of the W.R.A.F.’s? So far the Air Ministry is 
silent. s 

We must help. Obviously the Air Council is in ditti- 
culties. There is the next uniform to worry over for one 
thing, and the uniform which is to succeed the next uniform 
for another, and the small fry are expected to be patient, 
We are doing our best, and it is a good best, for mental 


wings 


‘ \ ie | officially on the latter-day A.O. 
| himself “ Emperor of the Sahara” that he upset a Sunday | it falls short somewhere, 


| AO. buys so many ; 


But I am conscious that 
It doesn't cover enough of the 
Most certainly potatoes should come in, as the 
and I should like, if possible, another 
alliteration. I have it! Is not the A.O. a comforter, and 
is not the food he buys a comfort? Very well, then. In 
all wedding licences, deed-polls, ration-hooks and promis- 
sory notes let the Administration Officer of the R.A.F. be 
known us Tunic Terrarcu anp Potato Parac ere. 

The ground is not all covered, but dread of the charge of 
presumption restrains me. If my preliminary proposals 
find favour, perhaps I may hope for employment at the Air 
Ministry (having been demobilised for seven months and 
demonetised for five). Does the Air Couneil need a Press 
agent? It does not appear so, but in the event of the office 
being unfilled | beg to offer my services. I make one stipu- 
lation in regard to the manner of my styling . 


ground. 


Cuier Empurriter or rar Azure 





jis my present idea, 











imagination, let him come forward and indicate the nomen. | 





| 


chief W.R.A.F.? The one who ruled in my wing resembled 
a Roman Emperor (or Mr. Herman Finck, if he were | 
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ip | ANOTHER FROG-AND-BULL STORY. 
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Mother. “Writ, THE 


THE WINKLERS. 


NOTWITHSTANDING the appointment 
of an expensive sports officer, capable 
of calculating batting averages to three 
places of decimals and of organizing 
teams and quoting authorities at a 
moment's notice for any game, from 
snatch-cork to throwing the discus, the 
favourite amusements of our troops 
consist of directing concentrated or 
converging fire with stones at tins on 
the beach, or tracking down shellfish. 
Woe betide the derelict biscuit-tin that 
seeks temporary refuge on our plage. 
Che artillery bombard it with boulders, 
machine-gunners riddle it with pebbles, 
and snipers camouflage themselves be- 
hind seaweed and scientifically snick 
off bits of solder. As for the mussels 
and winkles of the locality, it must be 
assumed that all other residential quar- 
ters are sadly overcrowded, or that they 
possess stouter hearts than what they 
are popularly credited with. é 

In the daily count of casualties wink- 
les appear to figure more largely than 
other molluses. No doubt this is due 
to the pleasure experienced by the ex- 


| pert winkler in dexterously harpooning 


the fish with a pin and giving it the 
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gags 
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Yr OUGHT TO LET BABY WORRY THAT GENTLEMAN WITH "IS CHOCOLATE.” 


GENTLEMAN DIDN'T OUGHT TO EAT IT.” 


right rotary twist that reveals it to the empty shells, I've got a search party 


world. lout for him now. Expect they ‘ll find 


At all events the M.O. has been ex-| him, disguised as a boulder, trying to | 


tremely busy coping with an epidemic | persuade limpets to cling to him.” 

of Winklers’ Wrist, which is akin to] When Elfred reported hirnself, hav- 
Tennis Elbow, but with a slightly dif | ing been discovered dabbling in a limpid 
ferent action . | sea-pool, the pockets of his tunic were 

Our most stout-hearted and resolute | suspiciously bulging. 

hunter is Elfred Fry, who combines | “Where have you been 
with his more serious vocation the| Percival sternly. 

duties of batman to Percival Elfred | “ Looking at the sunset on the beach, 
tracks winkles with a relentless zeal} Sir,” replied Elfred unblushingly. 

that has several times brought him into | 
active collision with the good people|the sun set without your assistance 
of Quelquepart-sur-Mer, who consider | You seem to think the sun is more Im- 
that he over steps the bounds of sports-| portant than your duties. Wait there 
manship. They don’t mind amateur] while I finish this letter.” 

collecting, but Elfred’s professional 
methods arouse their wrath, 


2" asked 


“ Well, in future you ‘Il jolly well let 


Elfred adjusted his feet for waiting, 
Hence | and hoped that a neglected hole in his | 


fluent expostulation on their part, which | tunic pocket would not let him down. | 
Elfred receives with silent contempt,| But it was a vain hope. Something | 

A F . | ray 
thereby diplomatically concealing the|clattered on the floor and rolled away | 


fact that he is unequal to them in| into a corner. 

argument. “What's that?” 
Elired’s propensity is also a source of | irritably. 

trouble to Percival. ’ 


“It isn’t so much that [ mind him|tunie.” said Elfred, breathing hard. 
Percival plunged once more into the 
composition, and for a few | 
“but he is making my | minutes all was quiet. Then the silence 
vage dump with | was again broken in two distinct places. 


disappearing with the shaving water, 
and only reappearing with the bedroom | throes of 
candles," said he, 
quarters look like a sal 


exclaimed Percival 


“Think a button 'as dropped off my 
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“ Howdo you think I can write letters | 
| while you stand there shedding buttons 
like a laundry?” cried Percival, with 
| heat. ‘‘Go outside and shake yourself.” 
| lfred turned obediently, but as he 

did soa cascade of winkles poured from 
his pocket and distributed themselves 
over the floor. 

‘That’s done it!” said Percival 
griinly. “If ever you venture within | 
a hundred yards of my quarters with a 
shell-fish in your possession I'll have 
you returned to duty tout de suite.” 

’ Kor a few days Elfred kept away 
from the beach, but the winkle lust led 
him on the trail again. Relations be 








tween him and the fisher-folk once 
more became strained on a question of 
umped claim, and a complaint was | 
trnade to the Maire, who referred it to | 
rcival’s C.O. Percival, who was re 

t freshing his jaded intellect with a game 
: of tennis, was sent for post haste. | 
He rushed to his quarters to assume | 
irments fitting for a military inter- | 
| 

| 
































y 
view, and almost surprised Elfred, who 
™ i just returned fromthechaseand had 
ce posited thespoils, tied inakhaki hand 
kerchief, on a locker. Elfred had only | 
t me to drop the hanky and its contents 
into the pocket of one of Percival’s | 
tunies and organise a look of innocent | 
ie before his master entered 
“Give me some clothes, quick e 
nted Percival, and he was dressed | 
id gone before Elfred had time to} 
realize that he had taken the tunic] 
which contained the product of an after 
noon's successful sport. “| | 
| On the occasions when the C.O. wa | : 
| really cross his reproaches, as eilan il 
| well knew, could be as white-hot rods | 
. i this t me he appe ared to be righ on | 
| top of his form. Percival bowed ‘his| 
| head and waited for the strokes to fal 1.| . 
| I've sent for you,” said the nD. | ; S 
w ‘on account of a complaint I’ve re : ya ; a Owns: Gta, | 
ceived about that confounded servant 7 - 
yours. Apparently you have no} al ; ’ : 
: | comtedl eeee ta. Naas 6 apabi lity of I 1eja ket ‘THAT MOUSTACHE o’ YOURS WOULD BE WORTH ABOUT FIFTY QUID IF 
| HINGS WAS DIFFERENT. 
entorcing discipline, ete. | Fitter. “ Wor THINGS DIFFERENT?” 
This was merely the breeze that) Bluejacket. “IF BILLIARD-BALLS WAS MADE OF HAIR INSTEAD OF Ivory.” 
heralded the storm. Soon thunder- | a = —E —————————— a 
, | ne of wrath cy we oe Donnie Impending Apology. A Lethal Agency. 
| unerring accuracy on tival’s head 6s , | 
| and vivid lightning danced across his | a, — hay on ion of the sia suai Pri A laundry company's announcement | 
: | eyes. Beads of perspiration broke out | in vogue, and it is eminently satisfactory to on the advertisement screen of a pro- | 
a on his forehead, and a groped in his | know that this trouble seems to be overcome vincial music-hall ; 
| pocket for a handkerchief to wipe them om mipte tittle Sovecs known as the “WHY KILL THE WIFE? | 
| = Self-starter. A matter of a fortnight LET US DO YoUR prrTy work.” 
| | away, his Seams eae 1 round some |since Major-General J. E. B. Seely, C.B., : i 
| thing, which he dragged out, and tl e | M.G.. D.S.O., Under-Secretary for Air, as | : 
| | next moment both he - me i on ns = ated ag ot “ -~ . . hineaas ri pe prer oa a ag gh ma — il | 
were 2s nents ‘ demonstrated its foc POOTNESS M4: va S10N 18 to emMbe ' weer-ar samt. *ts 
bid we ae waa wom "a en = susin to « sper ate a essfully three times |in the course of the week was heard in eoaalns 
y | | shower of winkles, ion leroplane well-informed circles at the Hotel Crillon last | 
i. | In next dav’s orders the fo “ar night If it proves true it means that the 
, | announcement appeared “Tn Benburb Strtet a woman was driving a . pt pe nae Fe ee the | 
, lt is notified for the information of | cart when it collided with a tank. The tank ee oo oe me a 
a3 | Aun Ranks that the collecting of | 1s uninjurtd, and continued its journey.” Who then is to have the mandate fo 
: | Shell-fish is forbidden, and must cease.’ | Thank heaven! Irish Paper. | Armenia? The Young Turks? 
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DANCER. 
KEEP coca 
OF HE WEIR. | 














First ex-Officer. “Just THINK, OLD CHAP, THAT THIS TIME LAST YEAR WE WERE GOING OVER THE TOP.” 
Second ex-Oficer, “Tuaxk HeavEN WE SHALL NEVER DO THAT AGAIN,” 

















“ Ships are like folks,” said Murphy, “the way a man can’t} |greatly moved. Still I went on with my breakfast as if 


SHIPS AND FOLKS. BELINDA’S BAKING 

| “Sirs are like folks,” said Murphy, “the way there's} More than once I have aceiiiiaaiss Belinda on hei 
good an’ bad cooking. Her mint-sauce is admirable, and since | gave 
| An’ weak an’ strong among ‘em, an’ steady ones an’ mad; {her a wrist-watch she bas been able to boil an egg with 
| The way they ‘re w iild an’ willin’, an’ kind an’ cruel too, anyone, 

| The way there ’s fair an’ false ones an ‘homely ones an’ true.| But when she announced the other morning et circum- 
stances would compel her to make bread that day I was | 
| 


wy tell , | nothi ng had happened, and, excepting that perhaps I ate a 
iat makes him take to one so an’ hate the next like hell, | gjjee or two less than usual. I did not betray any ag sitation. 


\ - ‘ nad ; . . te re’ 
bigs ap aa treat him handsome he counts no more Nn} During the morning 1 looked into the kitchen for some 


matches. Belinda, all apron and anxiety, was leading a 
\n’ some that use him meanest he maybe likes ‘em best. 


eae | existence. I did not stay long ; she was not in a 
, 

$6 CicSon snniae Wet si ) ynVversi ‘ s he yellow 

| ‘Ships are like folks,” said Murphy, “the way they come |b od for conversation, and the moist mess in the 

an’ go . 7 ‘ basin on the table was not pleasant to look upon. Besides, 
’ ncailed 9 oa 2 P i . ot vo 4} ose So 

An’ some you'll sail for years with an’ never seem to know, | Belinda is not at her best with flour on od : 8 a 

| An’ some you ‘ll sign just once with an’ part, an’ there ’s| Teturned to my room, muttering curses on the bakers wh 

an end, ad brought about this state of things. 


| An’ some you first clap eyes on an’ know you've found a} We had lunch under a cloud. Belinda was like a young | 


ilend mother whose baby had been left in the garden while a | 
thunderstorm was brewing. Five times she left the t table | 
‘ Ships are like folks,” said Murphy, “in every kind o’ way to go and look into the kite shen oven, returning little, if any, | 


The way us foligve loaves ’ em that’ s knowed ' em in their day, less concerned than when she went. I had the graves t ap- 
The way we'll chuck the best ones an’ choose the worst prehensions as to what the outcome of the business might be. 





instead, Reader, do you remember the really large grey pieces of | 
An’ curse ‘em When they're livin’ an’ miss ‘em when|shingle to be found at some of our popular watering: | 
they ‘re dead,” C. F. 8. | places : ? Have you ever become intimately acquaint ed with 








|the unresisting texture of the common paving-stone? I 
|mention these things beeause it may perhaps be expected 


‘of ine. Neither of them, however, bears any resem! lance 
“Mr. Robert Smillie was last night presented with a testin : 
i itha timonial by , « 
Mr. John Robertson, M.P., who handed to Mr. Smillie a cheqw for of: result of Be linda’s bi king ae 1 wae ex 
£200 and a roll-top desk.” —~Dwily Herald. - or Belinda is a clever little thing; her bread was €%- 
: eee cellent, 


The Strong Man of the Labour Party. 


“GENUINE Ecizaspernan Rusipexcer 
Mentioned in the Doomsday Book.”—Country Life. 


But not, of course, in the first edition. 


“Gardening.—Lady gardener wants Jobbing Gardening, daily o& 
permanent (no lass).”—Provincial Paper. 











Surely this is unusual eandour on a delicate subject. 
PM iat arn_ Soc Abel _ ae 





























or 

















| 


| the latest edition of The Telephone 


| 
| 
| 





| Clean up the solitary star 














THE ATTACHE. 
Tne Colonel's nib, the Major's pen 
I cleaned to a lovely shine; 
They came each day to work at ten, 
I gladly came at nine 
Chuprassis watched me all agape 
Tying their cases into shape, 
That ne'er a memo. should escape, 
With faultless bows of showy tape 
The colour of port wine. 


[he walls were once a sorry show, 
For no one in their annals 
Had ever dreamt that ““Q”’ could flow 
In decorative channels ; 
But I made graphs and hung on hooks | 
Statisties from a hundred books 
Of miles and minutes, carts and cooks, 
Which now relieve the ugly looks 
Of all the vacant panels. 


ach day at noon the office shut 
(nd others went to munch ; 
T'was then I cracked work’s hardest 
nut 
And made a mental lunch ; 
\nd when his glass of port was quatfed 
[he Major came and read the draft 
I'd polished with such careful craft, 
And made some jokes (at which 1 | 
laughed 
And called them fit for Punch). 


Days grew to weeks and weeks to yeuwrs | 
And still I cleaned that pen, 

And, when I soiled it with my tears, 
| cleaned it up again ; 

The clerks below were full of wiles, 

So I'd be sent a dozen miles 

To fetch and carry heavy files, 

Piles and piles and piles and piles 
1 was a young man then. 


Alas! my hair is silvered oer; 
My youth has lost its spice ; 

| ‘ve ceased to hanker any more 
For tabs or crowns or pice ; | 

Half-dreaming, half-awake, afa: 

| vaze across the troubled bar 

\nd, taking brasso from the jar, 


I}! wear in Paradise. 








THE NEW PERIL. 
A KINDLY Post-Oftice has embellished | 
Lirectory with a quaint series of in- | 


lormative maxims, printed neatly one | 
at the top of each page. These, while} 


| they argue a certain lack of humour in} 


the official mind, reveal a praiseworthy 
desire to assist the public (who are 
apparently regarded as more or less| 
half-witted) to a clearer understanding 
of the mentality of the telephone oper- 


} 


é , , > ; | 
ator, Various of these axioms will come | 
as a severe shock to the most hard-| 
ened subscriber, as, for example, the ex- 


hortation, Replace the receiver when 
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istrument through the window; 
|the injunction to “pronounce the ‘i’ 
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American Visilor (havin 
FOR AN ADVERTISEMENT STUNT. 


had bow ling-seree 
or 





n explained), ‘‘ Bur, MY BOY, WHAT A CHANCE 








| finished,” whieh deals a death-blow to 


the present practice of hurling the in- 
while 


long in ‘nine’”’ must inevitably cause 
distress to those sticklers for correct 
English who have hitherto pronounced 


lit short. 


The list of such instructions, though 
enormous, is by no means complete, and 
several more proverbs or mottoes could 
be reasonably added “Allow three 
days for trunk calls to materialise ’’ and 


“Why telephone at all? A letter saves | 


time,” are obvious omissions. 
Despite the value of this new depar- 


{ture on the part of Authority there lies 


therein a hidden danger, which must 
nevertheless be plain to all thinking 
men. What if this craze for offering 
ratuitous advice should prove contagi- 


ao 


ous, involving in time all the most cher- 
ished of our standard works? To be | 
asked, say, by Bradshaw, to “ Be sure, | 
before selecting a train, that you really | 
wish to travel,”’ or to be advised to | 
“Read always from left to right,” might | 
well pall in time upon the most enthu- 
siastic holiday-maker, while one may | 
readily imagine the distress that would | 
be caused if Who's Who, succumbing to 
the fever, informed us that “ The pages 
are arranged in numerical order,”’ or if 
The Post Ofice Directory published the 
warning, “Be careful. Your friends 
may have moved,”’ 

And so on. The prospect is limitless, 
and one to strike fear into the stoutest 
heart ; only the exertion of considerable 
will-power by the habitual readers of 
such publications can hope to overcome | 








the menace of this national danger. 
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ae THE CINEMA HABIT. 
: Scrne.—The Interior of a Picture Theatre. 
The spectators at this particular house—and at some others, 





| 
} 
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| put you off cheese altogether. 


{ for that matter—are not easily roused to express emotion | 
; ‘or even interest. The eleventh-hour rescue of the innocent 
hero in a“erook” drama from the electrocution-chair and 
' the happy ending of a pathetic love-tale fail alike to excite 


: more than torpid acquiescence, while a life-and-death 
struggle on a tight-rope stretched between two New York 
sky-scrapers will cause about the same sensation as the 
progressive stages in the manufacture of a lawn tennis 
racquet. “Comedy” films (except, of course, those im 
which the irresistible CHARLIE CHAPLIN appears) do nol 
appreciably disturb the general gravity -hut perhaps 
there is no very obvious reason why they should, And 
yet these spectators must enjoy the entertainment, or they 
would hardly patronise it os they do. 

| An Habituée (to her friend, as, after prolonged hesitation, 
they occupy the seats assigned to them). Would you rather 
be too near the screen, dear? 


The Friend (on her defence). Well, you see, that girl showed | 


us in here, and I thought-—— 
The Hab. 1 know. 
two in the row behind. 
The Friend. Oh, let’s get them then, before 
occupants of intervening seats) Excuse me. May I trouble 
you? (After they have squeezed their way out to the gangway 
Where did you say you saw them, dear? They all look full 
to me, 
The Hab, Yes, we're just too late! We'd better go back 
again. (They do.) May I trouble you? Excuse me! ( 
' they resume their original places). If we both keep our eyes 
open we're sure to get another chance before long. 
And after one or two more fausses sorties 
succeed in retreating to a position from which 
they can execute further strategic movements to 
| the rear—an occupation which they seem to find 
infinitely more engrossing than the pictures. 

A Fiancée (as a car containing the heroine and principal 
villain plunges over a cliff and falls on rocks hundreds of feet 
below). I simply can't bear to think of the poor people who 
have to get their living by doing such things. It must be so 
horribly dangerous for them! 

Her Fiancé, Why, you didn’t think they went over in the 
car, did you? Only dummies. 
; put them in just before, you know. 


ts 


they 


gust been announced on the screen as“ Si. Spo ple-| Waiting the moment that shall bring the freedom of the 


it—as usual! 
: [A character in a“ Sparkling Comedy” film has'| 
: plap : a boob, who is bulling on a Sifty-fifty cinch, | 


but falls to a jitney hunch with a pinch-hitting | Waiting the double-sweet delight that only he can give 


gink.” (Or, of this is not the precise wordina, it 
__ 48 something equally racy and lucid.) 
1 Wife (to her husband). I don’t know what of 


any 


those words mean, Charles. Are they supposed to be} 


' English ? 
Charles. Not yet, but they will be before we're much 
older. Wonderful what the cinema's doing to enrich our 
/ vocabulary ! 
‘ 1 scientific “ Nature” film introduces “ The Cheese- 
mite” with “ This minute parasite belongs to the 
order of Acarina and, as its name wmplies, has a 


: partiality for decayed cheese. Here we see a 
o ; party of them enjoying a quick lunch.” 
eat Char les's Wife (as the screen shows a group of cheesemites, 
; i each the size of a fine lobster and all displaying an unqainl 
sprightliness). Disgusting objects ! ayes 


I only asked because I’ve just seen | 


| 


| 


(Rising, to| 


jall they know, but I bet something does, 


else. Pansy’s so frightfully pathetic in anything of that 
}sort. (Pansy’s and Yale's faces, enlarged tall they occupy 


| 


| 
| 


They stop the film and} 


The Fiancée. There you go! Spoiling all the pleasure of | 


| They cluster round with glowing cheeks and bright expect- 


j| We understand that there was no lack of subjects of the 


| Or all the birds the fairies love the skylark mucl: the best; 
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Charles. Oh, I wouldn't call’em that. I mean they've 
all been “ approved for publie exhibition,” you know, 
First Demobbed. They 're the bally limit! Enough to 


Second ditto. That's the idea, old bean! Every one of 
those dear little fellers is doin’ his bit to help the Foop 
CONTROLLER. 

Charles's Wife (during the presentation of a‘ Soul-gripping 
Social Problem,” after the spectators have been informed on 
the screen that “As in days of yore, Time's relentless Loom 
rolls ever on, entangling innocent and guilty alike in its in- 
satiable Weft’’). Are they going to show it doing that ? 

Charles. Bless you, no. Break in the film, that’s all. 
Whenever that happens, you see, the machine gets out of 
hand and slips in a touch of style on its own. 

His Wife (later, as the screen announces, ‘ And so once 
gain re »8y/-fingere i Dawn ushers in its predestined Apotheosis 
of Retribution and Reward"), Another break in the film! 
First Schoolgirl (to second, afler settling down), I say, how 


absolutely topping! Pansy Persimmon’s in this. Look, 
doesn’t she look sweet ? 
Second S, Lovely! I've always wanted to see her. And 


oh, it's Yale Harvard as the lover? I’ve a pash for him. 
I think he’s quite the heavenliest thing that ever happened. 
How far do you suppose they ‘ve got ? 

First S. Oh, only just begun. On their honeymoon. 
(Words on screen : “ Nothing can sever us two now.) That's 
A detective will 
come in and arrest one of them for murder or something. 
Or else he or she will turn out to have married somebody 


the entire screen, meet in a prolonged and colossal kiss.) Now 
she'll turn round and see her first husband come to life 
again. Unless he (The heads slowly dissolve into “ The 
End”), Oh! and nearly two hours before it comes round 
again! How sickening! Can you stick it as long as that? 
Sec. S. I might. If we've chocs enough to last us out. 
(Which Jorl unately they have.) IF’, A. 








BIRD LORE. 
VI.—Tue SkyYnark. 


They come with little fairy gifts to seek his hidden nest; 

They praise his tiny slender feet and silken suit of brown 

And with their gentle hands they smooth his feathers softly 
down, 


ant eyes, 
skies: 


| (Oh, kings might surely spurn their crowns to live as fairies 
| live!). 
| To ride upon a skylark’s back, between his happy wings, 
lo float upon the edge of heaven and listen while he sings 
The dreams of mortals scarce can touch so perfected a bliss 
And even fairies could not know a greater joy than this 
: > 


R. F. 


Another Impending Apology. 
“The defendant was very kind to animals —observed counsel 


was difficult to understand why he treated the plaintiff in the w 
did."—Evening News 


so it 
ay he 


* Another friend of min 
pictures of famous 


spent a fortnight in Yorkshire, taking 
scenes and striking things.” —Daily Mail. 








latter type. 
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Young Gul (to 
\OUR WRITING.” 





\ HORSE-MARINE CHAUFFEUR 

PROBABLY one of the happiest, as well | 
as one of the most useful, men in North | 
2nd Lieut. Coltart, of the 
R.A.S.C. Motor Transport. Do not in 
your haste suppose that his happiness | 
{any more than his usefulness) is derived 


Russia is 


{ 


from the consciousness of a 
stock, or a hunting crop wherewith to 
urge on his motor lorries.. Incredible 
as if may seem to those familiar only 
With the ways of the late war in France, | 
e ure fighting the Bolsh without the | 
and the weatle 


pi imrose 


lorries, 
would make the haughtiest sportsman | 
dot! his stock. 

No, Coltart’s happiness has sure: 
foundations. Formerly a dashing caval 
ryman, he is now mothering Motor 
Transport on the Dyina Front. Into 
this dry concise statement of fact what | 


aid of motor 


| 
| 
| 
| 


| & world of romance is compressed 


You cannot set eyes upon Coltart 
Without being aware that his soul is 
still a-horseback; you cannot make a 
call upon his energies without realising 
that his spirit still answers to the call} 
of trumpets. A nice taste in breeches, | 
a watchful quizzical eye, dash, deter- 





i sticks; 





mination, élan in speech and action 
all these prove that whatsoever badge 
he wears Coltart is still a cavalier. 

The business of Motor Transport he 
regards from the cavalry point of view. 
His method of treatment would invest 
the dreariest routine with romance, and 
when you realise that Motor Transport 
here concerns itself with forest roads 
like torrent beds and with the immense, 
magnificent but deceptive and shoaly 
river you will understand how cireum 
stance has played up to him. 

His cars are like no others: they are 
never defeated. No forest track is too 
long for them; no cross- 
country course too severe. He looks to 


rougbp or 


ithem to attain the cavalry standard, 


and by some miracle neither he nor his 
passengers are disappointed, though 
the latter are often alarmed; for the cars 
he puts at your disposal are as good 
and game at torrent beds as over the 
they combine those qualities of 
the grasshopper, the tank and the 
avalanche which make a clever troop 
horse the perlect companion he is. 

So much for Coltart on land; know- 
ing the country, 1 will not call it terra 


Jirma, Coltart, immersed in the mari- 





YOUR CONVERSATION 


is so DIFFERENT FROM 


UTTERLY 


| timeor ripal ian side of his won k, appe ars 

outwardly in a totally different guise 
The riding-breeches are exchanged for 
a pair of dungarees, the cavalry tilt of 
his cap 18 changed lor a deep sea list; 
his legs assume upon the fore shore a 
straddie eloquent of heaving decks, and 
his dungarees receive from time to time 
a typical bo’sun’s hitch. You wiil 
never catch Coltart confusing his réles 
and applying the same adjustment to 
his viding-breeches; his conversation 
too is always in keeping with his part. 
To hear him carrying on a discussion 
with two other oflicers, one of whom 
wants to be transported somewhere by 
river and the other by road, is to be 
bewildered as by a triple personality. 
To the one he is a master-mariner, to the 
other an arch-chauffeur; yet to both 
difficult as this may seem) always the 
beau sabreur. 

The sun-baked and sandy fore-shore 
of this up-river village presents many 
strange, amusing, arresting and lasein- 
ating spectacles, but nothing so worthy 
of note as Coltart—a longshore cavalry- 
man, a deep-sea chauffeur, an am- 
phibious engineer, for ever inspired by 
the jingle of remembered spurs. 
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Pauline (suspiciously), “WHAT ARK THEIR NAMES?” 


DRESS NOTES FOR MEN. 
By “ Rosapen.” 


Hints to Men on the Care of Their 
Clothes "’ is the latest audacity by a woman 
writer, | 

I saw quite the sweetest little thing 
in going-away lounge suits yesterday, 
expressed in dust-cart brown gaberdine. 
The coat had a graceful clinging mouve 
ment, While the austere ligne of the 

| trouser was relieved by the most rakish 
| little pl: at the foot, turned up enough 
| to reveal a soupcon of a Vorticist sock. 
Particularly did [ enthuse over the gilet 
| which accompanied this creation ; it 
| was of the softest turtle-dove grey, 
| caught sharply together with buttons 
of nacre, the waist being accentuated, 
Happy, indeed, is the bridegroom who 
_ can include such an up-to-date garment 
in his trousseau. 
To men with restricted means, who 
| cannot afford at present prices more 
than one suit a season, let me offer a 
| suggestion for brightening the mono- 
tony of their attire. Quite an original 
note can be struck by the adoption of 





socks, tie and handkerchief of some 
vibrant tone. Tomato-red, sparrow-egg 
blue, or whisky-yellow—all have their 
charm. ‘The waistcoat should be left 
partly open, with just a hint of in 
souciance to display a glimpse of braces 
carried out in the chosen colour scheme 
Only the merest glimpse, of course, is 
necessary to impart the cachet of smart- 
ness and originality. 


Very charming are the cool-looking 
tennis suits which are all the rage just 
now, and even the man with the most 
slender purse ought certainly to indulge 
in oneof these. Not necessarily in which 
to play tennis, of course, but becausethey 
afford such scope for originality in belts, 
which, by the way, should be worn 
wound negligently round the waist and 
caught up in a cabochon at the side, 
the shirt being draped lightly over it 
in graceful bouffées. 


mn 
[he economical male can effect a 
| 


great saving by adopting pyjamas for 
river wear. No colour scheme can be 
too outré, for the gay stripes look all the 
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’ . 9 % Nh ny 
Mother (to Pauline, who has been fetched to go to the nursery). “Turan Anew LOTS OF POOR CHILDREN WHO HAVEN'T A NICI bY 
’ 


background of river scenery. lor the 
chilly days they can be slipped over the 
ordinary suit without losing any of 
their che, 


Sir Harry Lauper, I hear, always 
makes his own evening ties, Lesser 
lights might well follow his example 
and save on what is one of the most 
expensive items in evening dress. Any 
man who possesses ingenuity, a glue 
pot and half-a-yard of organdi muslin 
(procurable at any draper’s) can fa shion 
six ties for the price of one. 


Save your cigar bands, Pastedon 4 
broad sti ip of ribbon they show to great 
advantage round a straw hat, the effect 
being original and, I might even say, 
arresting. 


With the passing of the frock-coat 
the great problem is how to adapt it to 
the newer mode, Cut short at the 
waist and finished with the new blanket 


istitch it presents the novel effect of an 


ton jacket, which imparts that ‘little 


l|boy” appearance so greatly de sired by 
more effective against the restful green | 


men bordering on middle age 
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WANTED 


Jown Bunn. “EUNNY THING HOW 


DONE NEXT TO NOTHING SINCE L 


WOULD CURE ME 


A SHARP TONIC. 


SLACK THIS VICTORY FEELING MAKES YOU, 


AST NOVEMBER WONDER IF A SPELL 
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WORK 
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Ith. No one ean 
wonder if on this day the Peors should 
Lord CHarnin, 
with his heart in the Highlands, eould 
and put in six solid hours of continuous | has been deferred to the dog-days, not understand why the Llouse should be 
Lord Sanmnury began to feela}) Mr. Kexxepy declared that | asked togive favourable consideration to 
| the small trader was to be made a seape la Bill reducing the hour 


goat for thesins of bigger criminals, Mr, | 


| ox ict definition of what the new word 
jroally meant. They would have liked 
too, why the introduction of 


Tuesday, August 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT, 
Vi i lay, L1é/ he Lord t ’ know, 
mot at the unusually early hour of three | this 


lugust be inelined to grouse 


“carefully considered measure 


work Jones 


certain sympathy with the trade union s worked in coal 


ist standpoint, and late in the evenin ‘| 


mines from eight to seven, and pointed 
Lord Pras, 


to the amazement ot 


sup» | CLyNe&s remarked upon the absence of | out that Mr, Justice Sankny's hope that 
portod a proposal to safeguard common ithe Foop-ContTronier’s name from the | this could be done without raising the 


Dall 


land from allotments, onthe ground that | back of the 


it might please Mr, Smauit 
burthes to the 
Transport Bill, intended to reduce 


Mr. G. R, THornt! price of coal had already been falsitied, 

The Hlouse was relieved to hear 
amendments that in future the Government in 
tended so far as pos ible to leave 
the nutoeracy of the Minister-desig 


, 


industrial disputes to sottle them 


nate to a limited monarchy, were selves, 

pir od on the motion of Lord Mon Considering that the eonduet of 

ragu and other Peers Lord Ly1 Mr. J \. Covpn, the Lord Advo 

ron, but for whose persuasive ad cate, in refusing to sanction the 

voeacy Sir are Greppes’ transport prosecution of certain Air Force 
uuild have been even more em contractors, was to be the principal 


cally moderated objected to 


proposal on the ground that 


print 


subject of debate in the House of 





one Commons, it was odd that among 
the Private Bills the Order 


Paper was the Clyde Navigation 


the Treasury was wholly unable pb 


to criticize technical matters, 


uch 


the design of a locomotive or the Order Confirmation Till The 
position of a station If his lord Ilouse gave a second reading to 
, ipis correctly informed the Trea the Bill, and, after hearing the 
ivy must be losing its nerve, Be Lory Apvocarr’s defence whieh | 

re the War it was never afraid to { was 80 convincing that if might 
enitieize anything LA/ with advantage have been made 


\s the moment tor opening the at an earlier date confirmed the 








ed box approach the bree { Clyde Navigation in that case also, 
[raders are more than ever anxious I! Meanwhile, General Steny had 
to ol on surrephilious peep il I carried on a& vigorous controversy 
content During Questions Cap t with Sir FL Bannerny across the 
tuin Wrepawoono Benn made 0 benches over the illogred OXxtraAVA 
tnany endeavours to prise if open gance of the Air Ministry in regard 
that the Sreaner had to restrain to its motor-ears, Diselaiming any 
| intention to be unkind to his right 
\iinisters confessed that the finan hon. frend, General Seeny accused 
cial outlook was anything bub rosy him of having made «a ridiculous 
The produetion of coal is barely mistake, “Any man with an ounce 
rea What ait ought to be, and the of sense in his head would have 
nily oulpo ol money 3 almost wen that { TOO for the upkeep 
exactly double the daily income / Mv , (General Srety), “Wak THAT YOUR of a motor-car was absurd, Sir F, 
liven Mr. Bonar Law's announee- > Z B. - cane vey 6a sien ipon produced an 
ment that expenditure would be ony" ; Utfinch. “Me comrcatuma? Never} enormous bundle of shorthand 
radically cut down did little to ve I WAS MERELY WONDERING HOW ON KARTH you ‘La, notes showing that General Sreny 
move the settled loom of the As MANAGE TO GO ON FLIPPING anour when your” had admitted that he might have 
onibly But then Mr. Banowin WES ARE CLIPPED TO LESS THAN HALS made the same mistake himeelf, 
had a hb ippy thought Assuring Mr. Counciing announced that the Air Porca Most people, Lam afraid, will think 
the House that it should have full ™' rey onl - bo cut down from sixty-six tO that the really strange thing, hay 


opportunities ob revising the Masti ini regard to the general Londency 


mates he observed, Ll think we ma aid that the Government department s| of war-time finanee, i that it was a 
wsume that the Loup CHancenLor vero themselves the worst profiteers j mistake at all, 
bath is a unique event’ ind the va- |The best that Sir KR. Horne could say | Anyhow it was a comfort to learn 
pours were dispelled in a burst fjin reply to this varied indietment was | from Mr, Cucrentus that the Air Force 
Happy lauvhter, that he would undertake to pick worse | Mstimates for next year are to be cut 
Rarely has a new measure veceived | holes in any rival Bill than had been} down from sixty-six millions to twenty 
bt inore unanimous butfeting in debate pou ked in this one live The Chief of the Air Staff is 
than that which was accorded Lo | And vet when it came to the Division lcharged with ellecting this reduction, 
the Profiteering ball Sir AucKI IND} Members were so much afraid of being and will in fubure be known as General 
Geppes’ defence of it was more in-| ticketed as pro-profiteers that only eight | Re-Trexcnanp 


gomous than econvineing Members | of them were found to vote against it, 
listened politely to his assertion that}and Su Wat 
the mere introduction of the new word | seconded the motion for the rejection, 


the 2Ool in the 


Kqually satisfactory, and even more 


ion Ruvuerrorp, who had | Surprising, wa 4the announcement that, 


i by arrangement with our French allies, 


we are winding up our Watch on the 
Khine so rapidly that by the end of 


ul ully 
t Lwolbyy 


san increase in social « 
but 


mark msecious-|Was ac among 


the 





would have preferred an} Governmen 


| 
| 
| 
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October only four or five thousand 
sritish soldiers will be required to 
maintain ig, 

Wednesday, August 13th. — Lord 
Somerteyton stated that the oy 
of the evidence given before the Coal 
Commission ran to 1,219 pages and 
would be published shortly in the form 
of a Blue-book. Peers with depleted 
cellars rejoiced at the prospect of a 
fresh supply of cheap fuel. : 

Every day for weeks past the Govern- 
ment have been asked for the name of 
the new Ambassador to the United 
States. Mr. Bonar Law not long ago 
explained the delay in making the 
appointment as die to the fact that 
they were looking for the “ best man.” 
He now announced, amid approving 


would find no vehicles to take them 
there. The Government kindly averted 
that danger by keeping the House em- 
tployed until half- past seven in the 
morning. 

Such private Members as could keep 
their eyes open strove hard to put some 
“ginger” into the Profiteering Bill, but 
without much result. Even when they 
insisted, contrary to the Ministerial 
desire, on giving the Board of Trade 
power to fix maximum prices Mr. Bonar 
Law was careful to point out that it did 
not follow that the Government would 
avail themselves of the power. 
Thursday, August 14th.—It was a 
jaded House of Commons that met this 





cheers, that the Government had dis- 
covered him in the person of the late 
Foreign Minister, who has consented 
for the time being to exchange Fallodon | 
for “a litthe Grey home in the West.” 

Although Mr. Harry Forsrer is one 
of the best-dressed men in the House 
he is also one of the most modest. 
Members were a little astonished, there 
fore, when he invited their particular 
attention to his nether garments. The 
War Office had been accused of ex- 
travagance in having provided itself 
with tive million yards of “tartan for 
trousers.” If all the Seottish regiments 
were compelled to exchange the kilt 
for the trews there could not, it was 
argued, be any justification for hold- 
ing this huge amount. Mr. Forster 
explained that “tartan” was a term of 
art in the tailoring trade, referring to 
material and not to colour; and, glane- 
ing down at his own legs, immaculately 
draped as usual, he remarked that he 
himself was wearing “tartan” trousers 
at that moment, though he did not 
propose to hand them over to the Dis- 
posals Board. 

After five years the famous story of 
the Russian soldiers in England has 
come true. At this moment a thousand 
Russian officers are receiving military 
training at Newmarket. The an- 
nouncement greatly shocked Captain 
Werpewooo Bexx, who thought it a 
dreadful thing that Russians should be 
trained to fight against their own Gov- 
ernment. But Mr. Cuurcatis.’s ex- 
planation, that the object was to enable 
them to relieve our own officers and 
men, satisfied the House as a whole. 
It might perhaps be well to warn Cap- 
tain Benn not to jump to erroneous 
conclusions if in the course of their 
stay some of our visitors should be 
found in attendance on the Cesarewitch, 

The eleven o'clock rule was sus- 
pended despite Sir DonaLy Macrean’s 





apprebensions that when the “ Who 
| Goes Home?" was sounded Members 








Sin A. Monp 
WORKS, SAID THAT 
COULD NOW FAIRLY BI 


First COMMISSIONER OF 
ONLY THRE} 
DESCRIBED 


MUSEUMS 


AS CLOSED 


afternoon to finish off the Profiteering 
Bill, and when Mr. Brineaman excused 
himself from attempting to solve one 
of the fiscal conundrums propounded 
to him, on the ground that he had “ not 
been to bed,” the cheers that greeted 
him were really sympathetic. 

The last stage of the Bill was very 
much like its first. Hardly anyone out- 
side the Government had a good word 
to say for it, yet no one ventured to 
vote against it. Sir AuckLAND Geppkgs, 
in accepting an amendment from Mr, 
Tyson WiLson designed to strengthen 
the Government in dealing with trusts, 
said that he regarded it as a “ mani- 
festo;"’ and that description might be 
applied to the whole measure. To judge 
by most of the speeches an equal effect 
could have been produced with less 
trouble and expense if a notice-board 





had been erected in Whitehall Gardens 


}announcing that “Profiteers will be 
Prosecuted. 








ee 
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ANOTHER YOUNC CRICKETER’S TUTOR, 


THERE has been of late so much 
writing about cricket that perhaps one 
more authority may be admitted to the 
ranks. The Times not only has em- 
barked upon a history of the game, but 
has thrown open its columns to one 
anonymous exponent in particular and 
to all cricketers with memories in gen- 
eral. The identity of the reminiscencer- 
in-chief has been the principal topie 
of conversation at Lord's for weeks; 
in fact rarely have amateurs of conjee- 
ture been offered such a plum; while the 
pastime of constructing ideal elevens has 
so caught on that the gentleman who 


in The Star in his excitement trans- 
ferred three living heroes all untimely 
to the Elysian Fields. c 
apologise for intruding the claims of a 
latter-day Indian Nyrex-—Mouvummup 
AnpuLLaAn KHan—to a place among 
the authorities. 

MouUMMUD ABDULLAH KHAN sCricket 


the full title being Cricket Guide intended 
for the use of Young Players, containing 


Rules and Directions nicely arranged in 


ing it was largely the wish to allay the 
fever which cricket seems then to have 
provoked in his compatriots. Those 
who remember the sang-froid, the com- 
posed mastery, of Prince Ransirsinny 
may be surprised to learn that, at any 
rate in 1891, cricket had a way of rush- 
ing to the head of young India. “ Even 
those,” wrote Monummup ABpuLLAB 


(say, next-door to angels) turn so rash 
and inconsiderate at certain moments 
| that their brains lose the balance and 
| begin to take fallacious fancies.” More, 
'they “boil over with rage, pick up 
quarrels with one another, and even 
look daggers at their own dearest friends 





the game itself, but an ignorance of the 


calls himself “ Alpha of the Plough” | 





No need then to | 


Guide was published in Lucknow in 1891, | 
a Short but Comprehensive Account of | 
the Crame, embracing all the wnportant | 


due Succession, and his reason for writ- | 


KHAN, ‘‘who are very good and noble | 


laws that should govern it and them, | 


| and darlings,” the cause being not only 
| 


and without obedience to 
| human bodyis nothing but a solid peace 
of rocky hill, that is to say ‘cleverness. 
Very well, then. Feeling as he did 
about it, Monummup AppuLLan KHAN 
had to write his book. 
Practical as the instructions of this 
Oriental teacher ean be, it is really de- 
portment that lies nearest his heart. He 
is as severe on a want of seriousness 
as upon loss of temper. Thus, he says: 
“The fielders must take especial care 
not to exchange jokes with one another 
or try funny tricks that do secretly 
divide their attention and produce a hor- 
rible defect in their fielding.” Aga”, 
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Shy Guest (to war projiteer host). ** ER—18N'Y THAT MY BIRD?” 





‘Behave like gentlemen after the game 
is over; avoid clapping and laughing in 
faces of the persons you have defeated.” 
But there is no harm in a match being 
momentarily interrupted by a touch 
of courtesy. Thus: “If you are the 
Captain of your team and the fielders 
of the opposite party clap your wel 
come, you are required simply to turn 
or raise your night cap a little, and 
this is suflicient to prove your easy 
turn of disposition as well as to furnish 
the return of their compliments.’ 

For the most part the directions are 
sound, even if they may he a little 
obscure in statement; but now and then 
one is puzzled. The game in India 
must have been very animated if no 
error has crept into the following note 
on the bowler: “ During one and the 
same over the bowler is allowed to 
change his ends as often as he may 
desire, but cannot possibly bowl two 
overs in suecession.” 
oddly 


4] 
| 


“ The bowler is allowed to make 
é batsman stand in any direction he 
may choose from the wicket he is bow]- 
ing from.” But no fault can be found 
here: “The bowler must always try to 
pitch his ball'in such a style and posi- 
tion that its spring may always rest on 


And this reads | 


War Profiteer. ** YouR BIRD Iv's MY BIRD—THEY’RE 4L- MY BIRDS. 








He must 
know the proper rules of no bal/s and 
wides and’’—here weareagain !—‘ must 
never be wishing to pick up any quarrel 
| with the umpire of the opposite party.” 
| And so we reach the umpires, upon 
| whom the author becomes very earnest. 
| Under the frenetic conditions to which 
| cricket could reduce his countrymen, to 
|umpire was no joke. Indeed he goes 
iso far as to advise his readers never to 
| fill that position except when the match 
lis between teams personally unknown 
}to them. For to umpire among friends 
jis to turn those friends to foes. ‘ Take 
special care, my dear umpires, not to 
call over unless the ball has finally 


lthe wickets to be aimed at. 
| 


| 
| 


settled in the wicket-keeper’s hand, as| 
| 


| well as avoid ordering a batsman oud 
| unless you are appealed to by the oppo 
site party Each and every one of 
{the umpires must avoid using insulting 
terms, or playing on bets with any one 
of the fielders or persons in general, in 
| his capacity of being an umpire.” 

| Therequirements of a perfect wicket- 
| keeper are well set forth. After de- 
iseribing his somewhat “ stooping con- 
|dition” the mentor says, “1 would 
like this man to be of a grave de- 


In FACT, It’s MY MOOR!” 





Captain of the Club, whose duties are 
to guide the fielders, order the change of 
their places if necessary,” and “ guard 
himself well against the furious attacks 
of the sweeping balls.” [ere Mouvm 
MUD ABDULLUH KHAN is among some 
of the best critics, who have alway 

held that for the captain to be wicket 

keeper (as, for example, in the case of 
Mr. Grecor McGrecor) is an ideal 
arrangement. 

Point also needs some special quali- 
ties, and with the recital of these and 
the concluding friendly warning we 
|mmay take leave of the book: “ He must 
he a very smart and very clever man, 
of a quick sight and slender form.” 
(‘Slender form?” And yet one has 
seen “ W.G.”’ doing not so badly there !) 
“ His place is in front of the popping 
crease, about seven yards from the 
striker. Ile must take special care to 
protect his own person in case when 
fast bowling is raging through the field. 
Pay great attention to the game, my 
dear pointer, or suppose yourself already 
hurt.” 











A Dangerous Trade. 
From “ Situations Vacant" :— 
* PISHMONGER 4 good all-round man, wet 





meanour and humble mind, say the 


dried and fried.”— Daily Paper 
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RIVER-CRAFT. 

“ Gour, I think,” said James. 

« Golf let it be,” said I. 

“Not golf surely,” said Mary, who 
was helping us to make up our minds. 
“It’s too much like trench routine. 
You want something more changeful 
and less strenuous. A gentle progress 
from day to day.” 

“That cuts out golf for William,” 
murmured James unkindly. 

“| have it,” she exclaimed, with 
sparkling eyes. ‘“ You mustn't walk, 
you haven't a motor-car, you haven't 
horses——”’ 

“I've got a pair of field boots,” said 





James proudly, “but no spurs. ee 


I think I must have left them 
sticking in the sides of my last 
charger. Always your reckless 
cavalier was I.” 

“That cuts out golf for James,” 
I put in, seeking revenge. “He 
would want spurs, you know, 
to scratch his drives out of 
bunkers.”’ 

“Don't quarrel, you two,” 
said Mary, “ but listen to me. 
What about a boat?” 

« Well, what about it?” asked 
James. 

“A nice boat or a canoe on a 
nice river, and you would slip 
down ever so softly to the sea. 
As changeful as a cinema, but 
not so restless. It’s not origi 
nal, of course, but it's jolly. 
Watching the cows and the 
rushes.” 

“Should we hire this—er 
this aquatic vehicle, or should 
we buy it?” I asked. 

‘“ Whichever you like.” 

‘How much do they cost?” 

* Twenty-five shillings a foot,” 
said James with a brisk business 





ee PUNCH, 


«“ Not it,” said James, peering over 
my shoulder. ‘ Butterbridge’s little dot 
is close beside the B.” 

“ Song by James,” I announced :— 

Butterbridge’s little dot 
Is close beside the B, 

And therefore Butterbridge is not 
The place for him and me."’ 

“It must be on the river, though, 
James,” said Mary pleadingly, “or it 
wouldn't be called Butterbridge. The 
place where Butter built his bridge, you 


know.” 

“He probably built it in the wrong 
place, and that 's why they called him 
Butter,” said James obstinately, 

“Teave him to grouse,” I advised 











“eanve . 


THE REACTIONARIES. 





like air. 

Feet be blowed,” I objected. “ You 
don't measure them by feet, my boy. 
You've forgotten your arithmetictables. 
It's beams, I think. Two beams make 
one baft, four bafts one binnacle.”’ 

“ Never mind the prices,” said Mary, 
“we can think about that afterwards. 
The thing to dois to find a nice river.” 

We opened a map. 

“ What's that light-blue piece right 
in the middle of England?” asked 
James. “It’s alakesurely. We might 
row up and down on that,” 

“It says Staffordshire,” said Mary, 
examining it. ’ 

“Probably the mines are flooded,” | 

| explained, “ Hallo, I ‘ve found a river. 

| It jazzes a good deal, but it worries into 
the sea all right at Shelbury; and there's 
a place called Butterbridge on it, about 
half-way up.” 


her. * Do you know, Mary, I'm rather 
beginning to like your idea? James 
shall do most of the rowing, and wear 
his field-boots all the time, and when 
we go ashore he shall put on the 
rowlocks instead of spurs, 

“ By the way, what's the name of 
this old river? It doesn’t seem to say 
on the map.’ 

“ They ‘ll probably tell you that at 
Butterbridge,”’ she suggested. 

“If they ‘ve ever heard of it there,” 
put in James. “ How thick is your 
rivulet, anyway? I'm beginning to 
think old Butter 

“1 know how to measure the breadth 
of a stream,” | interrupted hastily, 
“ You take a point on the further side 
and then a point on the near side, then 
you put a stick in the ground and walk 
forty yards and put another stick 
in 
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picked the chairs up again and sat 
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* And take away the number you | 
first thought of,” said James. “Look 
here—there 's another hitch. When we 
get the boat to Shelbury how do we get 
it back again ?”’ 

“The ancient Assyrians,” I said, 
“used to take a donkey down the river 
Euphrates on their boats, and when 
they got to Babylon and unloaded they 
packed the boat up on the donkey and | 
walked back.” 

“That was all right for the ancient 
Assyrians,” assented James, “ but you 
see we've got your shoulder to con- 





otherwise 
cried Mary, when we had 


sider; 
“T know!” 


j\down. “Go to Shelbury, hire 
la boat there and have it taken 
jup to Butterbridge; go up to 
Butterbridge by train and then 
row down.” 
| “Not at all a 
Mary,” I said. 
| “A very good idea, indeed,” 
said James, who had found a 
railway time-table and was 
studying it carefully. 

“There's an advertisement 
here of the Swan Hotel at Shel 
|bury which says, ‘ Boats for hire | 
lon river or sea.’ ” 

‘Let's have a look,’ I said. 

He was right. The adver- | 
tisement also went on to say, 
i** Excellent golf-links. Splendid 
}cuisine,” 
| We looked at 
| guiltily. 
| «Of course, if they won't send 
la boat up-stream to Butter 
| bridge——”’ I began. 
| “Or lose their way in the hin- 
i'terland looking for the place.” 
“ Anyway, we canalways 
said James 

I. vOEg. 


bad 


idea, 





each other 





|} Quite,” 








“GOVERNMENT LINEN.” 

BARGAIN-HUNTING, as & rule, does not | 
interest Henry; but as I read the ad- } 
vertisement of Government Linen day 
after day in the papers I felt that some 
effort was required of me. 

“ Think of it, dear,”’ I said; 
bit of the yarn ‘Government tested 
Can't you imagine a tug-of-war in the 
House testing the yarn?” I added. 

“I don't see,” said Henry, “ bow 
that could be properly done without an 
Opposition. I should have my doubts 





about Coalition linen.”’ 
| Nevertheless he was so impressed 
\that he said I could get as much as 
| liked. 

The conquest was so sudden and 
jcomplete that I felt rather lonely. 
Imagine finding yourself suddenly con- 


“every | 
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Youthful Chor Wi 
fronted with five million yards of linen 
and told to help yourself. I didn’t like 
it a bit. So I said, “ How about an 
eighty five yard piece ? It will come 


| in useful some day.” 


“i 


By all means’” replied Henry; ‘it 
won't make much difference to me, fo 
I shall probably be in heaven.’ 

When he talks like that I have to be 
firm, so I said threateningly, “ Now | 
won't buy any at all.” 

* Oh, yes, do,” he said; “I under 
stand they wear it there.” 

“Not unbleached,” I 


shocked voice. 


said in a 
| 

| went to our big draper’s and was} 
absolutely thrilled. Scarcely had I 
breathed the word “ linen when the 
manager, the shop-walker and several 
assistants all rushed at me, beaming 
such a jubilant welcome that I was on | 
the point of shaking hands with them. | 
They all talked at once and showered 
patterns on me, and referred to books 
and to one another, and contradicted 
each other 


till my brain was whirling 
like an aeroplane propeller. The man 


“DIRECT ACTION.” 


SHAN BRING IT 


BACK, AUNTIE, 


And in thé middle of this I suddenly 
saw over my shoulder Mrs. Carruthers 
waiting to be served, her face wearing an 
expression of wondering pity. Sheis one 
of those maddeningly capable women 
who never know an irresponsible mo 
ment. She is on a dozen committees 
land is a guardian, and whenever you 
vo to see her she has to rush off, with 
her hands full of minutes, to a meeting 
ot some sort. 

“Oh,” I said, “I didn't see you be- 
fore; I—I am buying some of this 
Government linen.” 


“Why?” asked Mrs. Carruthers. 


“T thought it such a bargain,’ 
! | . | 
said; ‘it will do for almost anything. 


It would make nice curtains.’ 
“ You won't like it for curtains,” 
said, ‘ They ‘d crumple directly.” 
“Tt doesn't I replied; I 


she 


matter,” 


rind. YOU PROMISE Us 


CREAM FOR TRA, 


’ 


«* Aren't you thinking of army huts?’ 
she interrupted, 

“So I was,” I exclaimed, my brain 
suddenly clearing ; “ but"’—intelligently 

“it would do for children’s frocks 
That wasn’t in the army huts adver 
tisement, was it?” 

“You'll find it extravagant 
wear forchildren,” shesaid. “ 1 wouldn't 
advise you to use it for that unless you 


most 


can give them a clean one every other 
day.” 

“T haven't any children,” [said 
sweetly, ‘ but I could use it for a tent. 
Kighty-five yards should be enough for 


I} a marquee, | thimk, and possibly a few 


tea-cosies, Which I badly want. Good 
bye.” And I left her staring blankly 





| haven't the remotest idea what 


atter me, 
But I don’t mind telling you that I 
I shall 


don't want any curtains and shan't for|do with that linen or why I bought it, 


But,” Ladded, grow 
more “the 


years and years. 


ing more and confused, 


advertisement mentioned 
blinds, 


loose 


things it could be used for 


chair - covers, billiard - rooms, 





dozens of | 
| 


except that it has become a habit with 
me, since the days of Government tea 
and Government War Bonds 
and Loans, to support the Government 
I would even buy an army hut for use 


cheese, 


ager would say confidentially:in my | boxes, cricket, football, tennis and golf|as a Government coal and wood shed, 


ear at short intervals, “I don't 
telling you, Madam,” ete., ete. 


mind | pavilions, cow-houses, poultry houses, | as advertised 
icoal and wood sheds.’ 


' ment coal to put in if 


if 1 could buy Govern- 








be 


7a: 
aa 
: : 

Hy 





ee 
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RECONSTRUCTION IN 
CLUBLAND. 
‘Tne futareof London Clubs isalread) 


| seriously exercising the minds of our 
instructors in the daily Press, one of 
| whom has uttered a weighty plea in 


| 


| raided. 


favour of concentration and amalgama. 
tion as the only way to meet the econo- 
mie and social difficulties of the situa- 
tion. But, as so often happens, specific 
suggestions are lacking. A great oppor- 
tunity is at hand for promoting social 
fellowship, if only it 1s resolutely and 
fearlessly grasped. 

Tobe more precise, there are a number 


| of © West EndClubs,’’ seldom mentioned 


by name, which are constantly being 
Excitement, as another of our 
public instructors has recently informed 
us, is an essential and healthy element 
in life. Why should these Clubs have 
a monopoly of these stimulating ex- 
periences ? One of the first needs of 
Club reconstruction is the fraternisation 
of the dull and decorous elubmen of 


| Pall Malland Piccadilly with their more 
| vivacious and enterprising brethren of 
Soho. 


There is one very select Club, of 
which it was once said that it was like 
a duke’s mansion with the duke lying 
dead upstairs. Such an atmosphere can 


| only tend to perpetuate that unfortunate 
| class feeling whieh Mr. Sminiime and 
| Mr. WinttaMs are so heroically labour- 


ing to remove. The notion that a Club 
should be a sanctuary is little short 
of an insult to the intelligence of the 


| majority and a survival of the old ex- 


; clusiveness, 


preemie ngprane 


which the new and en- 
lightened distribution of honours has 
happily done so much to break down. 
Arrangements for sound. proof dortni- 
tories ave perfectly compatible with the 
general brightening of Club life. How 


| clamant the demand is for this spiritual 


quiescence may be gathered from the 
fact that at none of the old Clubs are 
any meals accompanied by music. Un- 


| less we are greatly mistaken there is 


not a single gramophone in the Pry- 


_ taneum, where an archbishop is credibly 


_ reported to have recently asked an emi- 
_ nent doctor whether syncopation was 
| the same as syncope! The roof-garden 








at the Petroleum, begun in 1914 and 
interrupted by the outbreak of the War, 
still remains incomplete, a tragic monu- 
ment of thwarted but noble enterprise. 
Incredible as it may seem, it is none 
the less true that the plans of the new 
International Ballet Club contain no 
provision for a swimming-bath, 

_ On the negative side perhaps the most 
imperative need is that of dealing faith- 
fully yet humanely with Club bores. 
Many schemes have been put forward, 
but perhaps the most satisfactory is 





the system of probationary selection for 
two or possibly three years, after which 
every member will have to come up for 
a confirmatory ballot, those who are 
rejected becoming ipso facto honorary 
members of the United Bronchitie Club, 
or the Pulmonarium, as it is proposed 
to name this great residual institution. 
But even before the probationary period 
has expired it is suggested that the 
Committee of any Club should take 


powers to deport any member who in | 


the space of twenty-four hours uses the 
phrase, “ What are we coming to?’ 
more than twelve times. 








THE WRAPPER. 

He was a perfectly good novelist ; 
not quite good enough to be kept under 
glass in a uniform edition and not quite 
bad enough to be a ‘‘ Best Seller.” 


LONDON CHARIVARL. 
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The job took several weeks, 

But he did it. He wanted to give 
her a pleasant surprise. 

“1 ’ve been working frightfully hard 
too,” she murmured, when he “called 
at last. 


“Good, Let's have another look at 





the picture.” 

| She turned the canvas, The heroine 
| had suffered a hair-change. 
,elure was now bright red. 
He hadn't the heart to ask her to 
|}undo her work, nor the energy to re- 
| store in the novel the original colouring 


Hei chey- 


}of his heroine; so he let things be: | 
jand the book appeared with red bai: 


|on the outside and black within. After 
all, this often happens in real life. 
The combination made a great hit, 


and they married on the proceeds 














| “NEW WORLDS FOR OLD.’ 


His next book, which was to be his} 


masterpiece, was practically finished 
when he met her. 

She was the prettiest possible young 
artist. Ked bobbed hair and just eigh 
teen. So, when mentioned 
wish to paint a picture as a frontispiece 
or “ wrapper” book, he 
delighted. 

“T've got something now,” she said, 
“that might perhaps 

“* Please let me see it.’ 

lt was perfect! Justright! Only- 
his heroine had bright red hair and lay 
a good deal on purple cushions. The 
girl in the picture was a brunette. 

** Never mind,” he said, consoling ben 


she 


for lis 





“1'll have it all the same. It will 
reproduce beautifully.” 

“ But r 

lle explained to her—for she was, 


like very many young people, rather 
old-fashioned—that neither the title of 
a book nor its wrapper need have any- 
thing to do with the story; that a 
portrait should be like the artist, not 
the sitter, and other obvious facts. 

He also told her that the picture 
would make the novel a success; but 
it was clear that she was still troubled 
by a prejudice in favour of the old kind 
of illustration, the kind that bore some 
relation to its subject, so, when she 
had gone, he determined to alter the 
colouring of his heroine to suit the 
picture. 

Iie soon found out that hair-dyeing 
is not the simple business he thought 
it, and that the transformation of his 
blonde into a brunette compelled him 
also to change not only the colour of 
the cushions and other accessories, but 
the style of her character, and indeed 
re-write much of the dialogue and what 
there was of a plot. Even the hero had 
to be touched up, so as to be brought 
into harmony or else contrast. 


her | 


| 
Was | 


IN my youth, when impressions 
chronie, 
| I recall my deep joy as I heard 
| Of a State which was purely platonie, 


were 


| 


Where no wickedness ever occurred: | 


Of its truth long I nursed the conviction, | 


Till, alas! when but half through my 
teens 3 
pronounced poor Atlantis a fiction 
To tell the Marines. 


Still inclined, in a way, to myopia 
| And the cult of fantastical lore, 
| 1 next read of a world termed Utopia, 
And daily kept shouting for More; 
But its roseate hues changed to yellow, 
And I turned, like the Hun from the 
Marne, 
To find it as false as its fellow 
And simply a yarn. 


New-born from the wreck of the ald 
And the ruins of madmen who ran it, 

Will produce a fresh Eva of Geld; 
Yet I mean to withhold my laudations; 

I shall wait till it’s not quite so new, 
Lest it prove, like these storied erea 

tions, 
A fairy-tale too. 








“For the many thousands of girls of all 
ages, descriptions, and sizes who find, when 
their yearly holiday comes round, that they 
have no place to go, the Y.M.C.A. holiday 
camps are not only a blessing but a real Para- 
dise on earth.”"— Evening Paper. 


Possibly ; but what does the Y.W.C.A. 
say about it? 
“Month by month the time is to be 
away until the nation that plunged the world 
into a war which has—well the results are well 
known— shall come out of her enforced retire- 
ment on an equality with you who read these 
lines, and with we who write. We have writte! 
the last sentence advisedly.” 
Bangalore Daily Post. 





We had hoped it was an accident. 





} 


Now ‘tis said that our own little planet, | 





ee 











ae 








cw 





orld 
well 
tire 























| 


) even had this been so, 


| method at 


haphazard manner from which Mr. pe 


| tery, that, as I say, 
| plained by Mrs. pe 
} 

| her husband's liter: ary manner 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE, 
(By Mr. Punck's Sta of Learned Ui erks.) 

A PECULIAR interest s itself now to the work of 
Myr. WinniaAM pE Moraan, since the death of the writer has 
removed it definitely into that past to which, even at the 
time of its production, it seemed always so strangely to 
belong. It is odd also, in view of the inevitable comparison 
with CaarRLes Dickens, to find that both have left their 
unfinished mysteries. Fortunately, however, for the patience 
f those who dislike the unsolved problem, that of Zhe Old 
Vadhouse (HrineMann) is shrouded by no such obscurity 
as the fate of Hdwin Diood lam afraid | must add that, 
and the fate of Dr. Carteret never 
been disclosed, it is improbable that any specially poignant 
curiosity would have been excited. The fact is (to be done 
with carping) that here is a tale showing the pz Mor@an 
its best, or worst, according to the taste and 
fancy of the individual. Dr. Carteret disappears in Chapter 
Three, when surveying the old house of the title as a pro- 
spective residence for his nephew, about to be married; the 
nephew, his engagement broken off, falls gradually in love 
with the wife of his friend. Behold all! And for five hun- 
dred and fifty-odd pages a number of natural, credible and 
very talkative persons discuss these two subjects in that 
Moraan’'s countless 
admirers derive so much pleasure. As for the actual mys- 
is no great matter; indeed, when ex- 
Morgan, in an interesting note upon 
, if may seem to have been 
One sees however possibilities 


attache 


much ado about rather little. 





where he 











iM hh ‘ Ti) 


i i! t i" 


ME: 14 


FLOOR. 


has spent the jiret five dances), “Am 1, On DoRS iv?" 


for unwritten scenes that woul 1 have heightened its effect. 
| Because those scenes can never now be written, Zhe Old 
| Madhouse is assured of a warm welcome as the last of 
series that has made its definite mark x upon English fiction 
aa 

The Graven Image (Hopper axp Stovewron) is precisely 
one of those books whose virtues cannot be concentrated 
intoa sparkling paragraph. Eminently a sound tale, dealing 
with a large number of characters, all well and truly drawn, 
who never do anything that real persons would not do in 
similar circumstances—-what can one say of such a story 
except detail the plot, which would take too long, or record 
a curt mark of approval, perhaps hardly fair to the prospee- 
tive reader? However, wedio tutissimus ibo, and content 
myself with giving you some kind of epitome of Mr. Davin 
Lya..'s scheme. I will reveal at once what took me some 
| little intelligence to detect, that the Graven Image of tlie title 
=the Golden Calf=an over-strong appreciation of money. 
Hence an interest distinctly topical. The root of all evil is 
shown worshipped, or in some cases spurned, by the various 
members of the Rawdon family; by Olerer, the father, who 


by Marjorie, his second wife and stepmother of his children 
(a charmingly drawn character, who slips too soon into the 





commercial or matrimonial adventures. Of these younger 
folk | myself best liked Judy (an unusual girl, if only because 
she used the word camouflage with familiarity in the Spring 
of 1914—one clearly who might be called in advance ol 
her time). Judy, alter some inclination towards the Image, 
in the person of an elderly but affluent suitor stolen from 








spent his life contemplating it, and hardened in the process ; | 


back-ground), and by the second generation in their own | 





Pt 








f 
( 
; 








years much as might have been expected of them. Their Fields of Victory (Hwurcutson) consists of letters written 





| den hand up his sleeve 


| the worst. No doubt he is again by now busily plotting | and thus added enormously to the value of these letters, will 


| (c) mysterious because Miss Etnern M. Dew tells me so at 
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the clas appropriate Bertha, repented, and chose love in a thrills ee - not =e a ie + seta — 
i own ye ] saVS 1b} bret ) £ 4] ‘ ( } , 
cottage with a mate of her own years. The author says 1t | breath at Geiehs, There ob: tae pene Sn on nding 
was his‘ young beauty’ that influenced her, a view that the | from ater ~ nis a comet ce ag 2 masse ar io an 
wrapper-artist sternly discourages. Mr. LYALu's hunch of rising-—and oh, As m é ose! s a wd é th pet 
life—it is rather too substantial to be considered a slice—if | mongoose. He fights with & snake om fe su ‘ quently 
devoid of sensational plums, provides fare at least nourish-| killed by a heavy bronze papet weight w lich @ ady hurls 
» and digestible. fat him ina fit of temper. But true love burns true to the 
nme . Rocweenee | end. Dacre is disposed of; Everard and Stella are happy, 
Admirers of Mrs. Maup Diver's Strange Roads will please | and Netta, the owner of the pet mongoose, has a pet mon- 
note that the end of the War and the Peace Conference | gosling to play with. Zhe Lamp in the Desert 18 a very 
find their friends of that book still, with some exceptions, | exciting book. G 
intact, after having borne themselves during these last few 
history, as related in this second instalment, is all mixed up| by Mrs. Humpnry W arD for the purpose of riveting atten- 
with that of Europe, and is called The Strong Hours (Con-|tion upon the decisive part played by the British Armies 
STABLE); but really and truly the authoress is not nearly so|in the concluding stages of the War. It is an opportunity 
strenuous as, judging from the title, she seems to think, | which she has grasped with both hands. From one cause 
being much more apt at character-sketching than the thrills} or another the magnificent work performed by British 
of battle. This is all to the good, because readers who have | troops during last autumn has not been duly realized, and 
not met Derek Blount and the rest before may yet be sufli-| it was time that this defect should be remedied and the 
ciently intrigued in then for their own sake, rather than| truth brought home to people who from constitutional 
for that of their earlier doings. They still retain the habit! disinclination do not read despatches. The task was not 





of not taking their excite-{— ) an easy one, and Mrs. Warp 


ment quite seriously ; their ‘mud ant Wi ny apologises for her audacity 
experience, for instance, be- wee n iL) 

oe ZF — . 

Za 





| in undertaking it. Happily, 
ing mainly remarkable for ye however, her apology 1s un- 
opportune retuins to that ee necessary, because she ap- 
exactly right hospital where ~ | SS | proached the work in a pro 
a hero may find the exactly per spirit and has carried 
right nurse waiting to help it through with a finely 
continue the story on lines balanced judgment.  Iler 
which suggest armistices book is at once an incon- 
already signed, Pci ee ry of rae 
there 1s a creepy German— vaiour and a great tribute 
one of the sort with a hid- | to the bravery of our Allies. 
| Illustrations, a coloured 
ae 

|map and a statistical chart 
are ineluded in this volume, 








whom the writer is sure 
should have been interned. 


ADVERTISEMENTS ILLUSTRATED, 
lt would appear she has not “IMPORTANT POSITION IN THE CrTy Now opEN. Sane sacary, | and, much as I hate statis- 
yet been able to prove any-| Fink, LIGHT AND BUNGALOW RESIDENCE FREE. Repry ‘Joy’ 78602. | tics, I feel bound to say that 


thing worse against him| T#!5 orricr.” this chart simply bristles 
than a desire to dominate Phe above simple twenty-word ad., written by an undergraduate of | with interesting informa- 


War-hospital subscription home Aevermanment College, pecs’ upwanis of one tion. The various authori- 


lists; but I am inelined to _ icaeeal i ties (French, American and 
agree all the same that his character, like his accent, is of | British) who placed themselves at Mrs. Warp’s disposal, 

















| 


this country’s downfall in that next war to which the writer | please regard themselves as embraced in my vote of thanks. 
seems to look forward not too unhopefully. She can be ~ ' 
trusted, one is confident, to provide men and women, like I have never felt that the solemn exr-cathedra verdict, 
Derek and his sweetheart, well able to check his vague!‘ We are not amused,’ ever proved anything more than 
nefariousness by tireless, if again rather vague, vigilance, | that the sense of humour of the one pronouncing it might 
making love much more satisfactorily in the intervals, be defective. So I hesitate to make much of the fact that 
eee I found A Sailor's Home (Herxemann), a book of stories 

Given a cruel, ruthless, mysterious land like India—and mainly humorous in intention, by “‘ RicHarp Denay,” 

I feel convinced that India is (a) cruel, (6) ruthless and| rather a gloomy affair. Its vigorous author seems to be 





under the impression that she can make jokes by sheer 
least in every twenty pages; given also the lean, sunburnt,| force, and I am led to wonder whether she takes enough 
masterful kind of man with burning eyes who “crushes” 
the heroine to him, and is able to make up like a mendicant 
fakir; given such a setting and such a man and many things 
are likely to happen. They do. Hverard Monck—the lean 
man—diseovers that Richard Dacre, married to the girl 
whom Everard also loves with a love that “burns and will 


trouble to make her always bizarre situations reasonably 
plausible, or if she ever crosses out anything once set down. 
I also find her obscure, and, turning back, as a conscientious 
reviewer needs must, to elucidate this or that mystery, find 
that there's nothing much in it. “The Rector’s Duty,” in 
re es with which a sporting ne'er-do-well takes the place of his parson 
never go out,” has a wife in England. Attired in his native! brother for a hectic week or so, isthe best of a disconcerting 
get-up he follows Dacre and persuides him with a revolver! bunch. But even that is marred by senseless exaggeration, 
to disappear. Then he marries Stella. Then it is discovered | such as the description of a man getting back to bed in a 
that Dacre 8 former wife was dead before he married Stella. strange room “after having firmly wed red the burner of the 
Chen Everard is suspected of having murdered Dacre. Then gas-bracket in the socket of his left om The kingdom of 
bat why continue? If you are susceptible to Oriental! humour surely suffereth not such violence. . 
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We understand that an interesting 
law case may be heard in London early 
next month. It appears that a gentle 
man who started trunk-eall 
months ago has just died without in- 
cluding it in his will, with the result 


a eight 


| that several of his relations are claim- 


brigade, use a postcard, 


} capt 


ing the right to use it as soon as if! 
gets through. 


In view of the telephone’s delays | 
people should, when calling the fire 
marking the 
»p left-hand corner of the address side 
wath the word “ Urgent.’ 
* 
several weeks ago, 


A prisoner who, 
last 


escaped from gaol, was re-arrested 


week whilst masquerading as a captain | 


In the Royal Air Force. The fact that 
he had only one variety of 
rm in his possession 19 
appears to have 
suspicion which led to his 


unllo 


a roused 


ire, + 
* 

There is no sort of con- 
trol over the kind of eggs 
a hen shall lay, 
Mi iq Post. li is rather 


says Lhe 





pathetic tosee our contem- | 
porary admitting defeat. 
‘ 
The Premier in his 
great speech made no re- 


ference to the policy out- 
lined for him by Lord 


RorHeERMERE. It is ex- oR 





pected therefore that Mr. 
Liuoyp GrEorGE will have to get the 
country out of the present hole single 
1 i 
handed, * 
‘During the recent Session,” says 


conte “Sir Donaup MACLEAN 


npor ary , 


spoke ninety times on sixty subjects.’ 
It appears that on the odd thirty occa 
Slons he just spoke. 

The German Government has set up| 
a Committee to ascertain-what lost the 
War. And only the other day they 
were calling it the All- Highe st ! 


Charged at Aldersho! with theft a 
charwoman was stated to be the pos 
sessor ot a banking account, Labour 


not being represented on this Bench, 
the second charge was not pressed, 


There is no Publie ‘ity Bureau at Scot 
land Yard, the Homm Secretary states. 
Criminals must air their grievances 
through the Press in the usual way. 

* 


. . * . 
Sixty disabled soldiers training to 
be watchmakers visited Bi g Ben the 
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jother day. T his disposes of the report 
that the CHANCELLOR oF THE Ex- 
|CHEQUER had been seen slinking into 
|& pawnbroker’s with the timepiece 
under his coat. 
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A la dy advertises in a morning paper 
for an elephant. It appears that her 
last one, named Fido, was run over by 
a motor-cyclist e 
* At one time a prominent merchant, 
a North of England man, aged eighty 
years, has just been admitted to a work 
house. Influence again, we suppose. 


| 

| \ssociated boot-manufacturing trades 

| have decided to distribute boots with 
| the price sts amped on the soles. It is 





‘feared that this will add a new terror 
o the publicity of the Marriage Service.| A large antique crown covered with 
jewels, supposed to have been worn by | 


}QuEEN Enizaberu, has been stolen 
from a safe in the South of England. 
Any reader who meets in the street a 
man With a criminal face wearing such 
a crown in a suspicious manner should 
at once give information to the nearest 
police-station. 


Six cents was the amount of damages 
Fr awarded by a jury to Mr. Henry Forp, 
for libel. It is reported that the plain- 
| tif has decided to construct for himself 


car with the money. 
. 7 


anew 


\merica proposes spending one mil- 





- ) ’ 
jlion pounds in fighting the Spanish 

influenza germ. Anti prohibitionists “ What can I do,” asks “ SMAnL- 
ideclare that since the introduction of } |} HOLDER, to keep the birds from des- 


— troying my plums, apples 
and pears?” The best 
way is to sell the orchard 
when they are asleep. The 
simple creatures will go 
on destroying 
apples and 


someone 


}else’s plums, 


| pears without discovering 
lthe deception that has 


| been practised upon them, 
| } 


The strangely courteous 











behaviour of the shark | 
| which suddenly appeared 
among some women who | 
were bathing at Barn- 
staple is now explained, It 
FLOODING THE DISTILLERIES TOO, HAVE THEY Was & man eating shark. 
a certain measure several of these germs \ flounder has been caught in the 
| have otte ed to go quietly, Thames opposite Kew. The angler 
| “6 'is understood to claim that he hooked, 
| A Parisian doctor declares that lazi-| but failed to land, a second one about 
ness is a germ disease. Fears are en-| three times as flat. 
tertained that the misguided zeal of | 
|}medical science may be tempted to Grouse Shooting Exclusive 
probe for a cure. Information. 


h yw 
at 
moors have 


* Reports from North Yorkshire moor 
“Ttis healthier to be cremated,” says | that the are more plentiful than was 


| Mr. Pasrienp, of Woking. On the other | {itst anticipated, and some of the 
| vielded good baskets Times 


grouse 





hand some people still cling to the 
theory that you're never the same “Grouse shooting parties in the erts of 
comand _ : ie Lord Kenyon and Lord Howard de Walden 
man aiterv irds l enjoyed "ne splendid sport ” 

Esser County ¢ 

Discuss! the trafhiec problem i; “Yesterday saw the opening of the grouse 
contemporary declares that it is the | hooting season, and the silence of the Scottish 
man whosg feet are tram pled on who | Moor . ys over the t ~ pd Was bro pe Ae 

epeated ¢ eku of t sportsman rifle 
will say the last word. We would |" _—— PASSING oe Da Vail 
rather not know what the last word} 
would be ‘Almost immediately *s company will 
* a ahead with the rehearsing of a new 
m™ Pe 7” evue, which ought to be on the boards in 
» ex-Kaise To g ) he . 

Phe 9 Kai en ue 1 e| about three weeks’ time At present it has no 
Daily E rpress, has been busy house- r name, and neither author nor decom poser will 
hunting. Weunderstand however that be named on the first-night’s programme.” 
the Allies have definitely decided th: at Sunday Paper, 
this cannot be accepted in mitigation} We do not know whether this is a mere 

f his sentence. Ib lunder or an anticipatory criticism, 
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Testes called ateeeribdei ied 
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THE CONQUEROR IN NORMANDY. 


To Mr. Lioyp Georce. 

(The Prime Miyister is described as having left London last week 
for Deauville in a blue reefer suit and a grey felt hat, accompanied by 
| Sir Ensc Geppes, Sir George RippEce and others. } 

Peace be with you, weary Titan, 

In your cottage by the mer, 
Heartened by the horn of Triton, 

Zephyrs siesing through your hair; 
Lustier, hour by hour, and liefer, 
May your figure put on fat, 

Under yon cerulean reefer 
Ana the grey felt hat. 





By those seas of emerald crystal 
Where, when morning gilds your head, 
No “egregious journalist” ‘Il 
Mar your matin-song in bed; 
Where the Norrucuirres cease from troubling 
And vendettas take a rest— 
May the wine of joy go bubbling 
Down your happy chest! 


As you promenade with RippeL. 

Or Sir Eric by the wave, 
Not as Nero will you fiddle 

O’er your country’s open grave ; 
Gently will your fancies pivot 

Round the doom to which she sinks, 
As you readjust the divot 

On the Deauville links. 


When the bank rakes in your louis, 
And you try to smile in French, 
Soft will grow your eye and dewy 
At our efforts to retrench ; 
In the raciest of your revels 
You ‘ll recall with words how wise 
You invited us poor devils 
To economise. 


When along that céte Elysienne, 

Where her maillot pranks the playe, 
You engage some fair Parisienne 

In a bout of badinage, 
While your wit is at its brightest 

You will spare the passing thought :— 
“Is my England, in this high test, 

Doing what she ought?’ 


So, for fear we spoil your pleasure 
In that Paradisal spot 

By indulging dreams of leisure 
When you told us we must not, 
Skilled and unskilled, labourer, foreman, 
Every white man here shall do 
Nigger’s work to make a Norman 
| Holiday for you. O. 8. 





= 
| THE EFFORT. 


“Do persuade Randolf to do something,” said Nina. 
looking at me under puckered brows. “ His utter callous- 
ness in this National crisis makes me ashamed of being 
even an in-law relation of his.” ‘ 

| “Putting aside the ‘even,’ I replied, “1 can hardly be 
| expected to dictate the behaviour of an elder brother, | 
| know Randolf is lazy, pigheaded, unpatriotic and insensi- 
| tive to duty, but brothers often are complete antitheses, 


and any seruples you may have about my family,” I con. 





tinued, straightening my tie and casting a deprecatory eye 
at Randolf's unkempt appearance, “are surely more than 
outbalanced ...” I glanced in the mirror. 

“Do what?” asked Randolf, reverting to the point. 

“Oh, anything,” she replied. ‘ Buy Victory Loan, plant 
vegetables, save coal—anything to help the country in this 
economic crisis.” . 

Randolf smiled—that horrid supercilious smile which he 
uses on great occasions. 

“ You think yourselves very patriotic, but tell me a single 
thing you do which is not utterly selfish and done expressly 
for your own satisfaction. Look you—” he laid down his 
pipe and pointed his finger at us as if he were a school- 
master—‘ look you—you buy Loan because it pays you 
five per cent.; you plant vegetables in order to eat them 
yourself; you economise coal because you both hate a proper 
healthy cold tub in the morning; all your patriotism is 
utterly selfish. Now I—now I——” 

“ Now you,” prompted Nina. 

‘“‘ Now I am engaged in a project destined to revolutionise 
modern society in every branch, and that although it will 
bring upon me disdain and ostracism.” 

“ What on earth are you doing ?”’ asked Nina, thoroughly | 
alarmed. a 

“Ah! you may well ask,” said Randolf, full of mystery. 

“Tell us—please do tell us,” she pleaded. 

“I've been here a week,” replied Randolf, “and borne | 
your jeers. You say I’m lazy and unpatriotic, but I’m 
not. 





“ Well then, tell us what you are doing,’ Nina insisted. 

“I'm letting my hair grow,” exclaimed Randolf with tre- | 
mendous emphasis. ‘To let one’s hair grow is an unpar- | 
donable crime. No public school will tolerate it. The} 
Army, the Navy would rag a disciple of my creed out of the | 
service. But it is a true creed, and once it is recognised | 
England will forge ahead with a giant's strides. Samson had 
long hair and he prevailed. They cut it and he was over- | 
powered. And who has the finest hair in this generation?” 
he asked excitedly. 

“Oh, I should say Paperewski,” replied Nina. | 

“ Exactly.” Randolf was triumphant. “And Paperewski 
excelled as a pianist, as a politician, and as a pig-iarmer. 
Perhaps you haven't noticed—you wouldn’t—that Luoyp 
| GEORGE never became Prime Minister till he let his hair | 
lgrow. There was once atime, too, when they wore pigtails | 
|in the Navy, and those were the days of Trafalgar.’ 
| “Yes, Nina,” I cut in, seizing the idea with my usual 
| facility,“ if only Bearry had had a pigtail do you suppose | 

the valuable German fleet would be lying useless to-day | 
} at the bottom of the sea at Scapa Flow ?”’ 

|} “They might be in a worse place,” said Nina. 

| ‘ Let us waive the point,” said Randolf magnanimously. 
|“*Take my own case. Was I not a bright and witty child, 
and have I ever been the same since I lost my childish 
curls?” 

“ Not that I know of,” said Nina. 

“ No,” Randolf exclaimed, slightly ruffled. “ But 1 shall 
be, now that I have let my hair grow. Nearly all the bril- 
liant thinkers, practically all the greatest ideas, have been 
the result of freely-grown hair. And this is my idea, and 
this is what I am doing, despite criticism, in my country’ | 
| need.” 

Randolf stalked triumphantly to the door. 

Nina eyed him curiously, Then suddenly she exclaimed, 
“Oh, Randolf, I never noticed it before, but now you 
jmention it...and no doubt it explains the brilliancy of 
| your idea,” 

“ But what?” asked Randolf. 
| “You're almost quite bald behind,’’ said Nina. 
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* THE HAZARD. 
be Mz. Luorn Groros (using heavy uiblick). “I DON'T SAY IT’S A SHOWY WEAPON AND I 
DON'T SAY IT SUITS MY WELL-KNOWN FREE STYLE, BUT IT’S THE ONLY ONE FOR || 
THE SITUATION.” | 





— — 
— rn —— = nelle —— $5 











ama 


ae 


Seen 


SOROS 


ak 
: 
é 
5 | 





ely 





| bawbee, thou and I, haven’t we? 

















| 









} Eh: 


wf PEL LIL: ZEZSGRIEL. 












! . 
7 


= 


—————r t 7 i 





184 PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARL. 


| \" \\\ N . 
\ AY 








Commercial Traveller, “How po you pO, MY DEAR OLD BOY? Don’? yot 


Business Man, “ An, YES—OF 





A LETTER TO THE BACK-BLOCKS. 


Dear GincEer,—Your esteemed com- 
munication of the umpteenth ultimo to 
hand and its contents noted, 

White mealies are at seventeen-and- 
six a bag, are they? And monkey-nuts 
thirteen -and-fourpence? Dear me! 
Hard times in the monkey-world 
what? So your latest gold-hole, The 
31 Dorado,” has turned out a fraud and 
a delusion, but, on the other hand, the 
old Mongwato cow, “ Gwendoline,”’ has 
culved at last. I am a firm believer in 
the Law of Compensation, aren’t you ? 

You say that now that the European 
disturbance has been taken out of my 
hands and transferred to Versailles you 
trust the next South-bound ferry will 
be haling me along with it, and that 
ere long we shall meet to quaff the 
bubbling beaker again. Not so, old son, 
not on your side of the Big Drift. For 
many years in many climes we have 
been attempting to overtake the elusive 
And 
with what success? The answer is 
“ Wash-out.” But now at last I think 
I have him cornered, I do, here, right 
here in London. 

Know, then, that the dance is the 
thing in England now. They dance in 
the afternoon, they dance in the even- 





course. Lrr ME SEE NOW 





ing, they dance all night (if they ’re 
let). Take a girl out to tea and she 
insists on consuming it at full speed, 
you in one band, an éclair in the other 

grazing at the gallop as’twere. Take 
her out to dine and she'll get in three 
laps between the fish and the entrée, a 
chukka betwixt the coffee and the bill. 
It’s going to make a hardy race of us, 
my lad. 

But the tune has changed since our 
day. The “ Blue Danube,” “ Destiny,” 
* Amoureuse ”’ voluptuous morsels 
like that which used to send thrills into 
our hearts and feet when you and I 
were susceptible young things, are 
heard no more in the land. To-day all 
hands are up and at it to the duleet 
din of drum, banjo, siren, rattle, drum 
again, bones, squeaker, whistle, motor- 
hooter, tearing calico, cat-calls and vet 
more drum. The result sounds likesome 
thing between a train-wreck, lunch- 
hour at the Dogs’ Home and a busy 
morning in a boiler factory. It’s noise 
the public wants just now, and it 
doesn’t seem to mind what sort of noise 
it gets as long as it’s the kind that 
peeved the oyster, namely a noisy 
noise. 

And who has this City of the World 
by the ears? Who puts down the crash 





barrage ? Why, Coons, my Ginger. 


REMEMBER OUR 


WHICH SIDE WERE YOU ON 
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MEETING AT CAMBRAI?” 





Niggers, Ethiopians, Smokes, Sambos, 
Woollies, Kaflirs, Coloured Gents—no 
and at a rate of remuneration 
which would make the mouth of @ 
cannon water. White din-merchants 
there are, 'tis true, but the black brother 
leads the field in a walk, having @ 
natural gift that way. - 

Do you remember my old outfit back 
in the bush before the War, and my re- 
tainers, Whiskers, By’m'by, Klass and 
Capetown, and the Hallelujah Chorus 


less, 


they used to raise of a pay-night? There 
would be a prodigal issue of over-proof 
native beer all round as an apéritif and 
then the orchestra would get busy. 
Whiskers’ métier was the fiddle. He 
constructed it himself from a derelict 
paraflin tin, the leg of a chair and & 
yard of buck gut. He could make 
the thing whine like a whipped puppy- 
By'm'by had a twelve-inch mouth 
and an eight-inch mouth-organ. He 
would rub one against the other until 
the sparks flew and the jackals and 
hyenas for miles around sat up on their 
tails and howled. 

Klass did the heavy work on the 
tom-tom. He lived for his art. Ott. 
times of an overwhelming tropic night, 
with scorching winds blowing off the 
desert and the mercury singing merrily 
in the thermometer, have I seen him 
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| to drive my ox spans ? I 


specialist. 
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wolloping that old drum as if his life 
depended in knocking it inside out, the 
veins standing up all over him, sweat 
pattering off him like rain. 

Capetown was the song and dance 
You must remember him, a 
bull-necked young Matabele who used 
y have heard 
voices in my day. I have heard the 
heaviest calibre of Feldwebel instruct 
ing recruits, and Coney Island “ Bally 
vaunting their dime-shows. I 
have heard the Prophet Dow1e praying 
ind England's heaviest actor-managet 
tulking about himself. I have heard 
the mate of a Falmouth storm-tug giv 
ing the captain of a Rotterdam wind 





} 
noos 


jammer his (the mate’s) idea of his (the | 


captain's) pedigree in half a gale off 
Cape Cornwall, and the watchers on 
the Longships came out to listen. Just 
before zero of the third Battle of Ypres 
a horse brought down its iron-shod 
hoof on the corn-plastered toe of a 
Squadron Leader of ours. He lifted 
up his voice and for twenty minutes 
completely drowned the bombardment. 
I have heard a ranch capataz admon- 
ishing some young gauchos for letting 
a bunch of two-year-old beef slip round 
them for the second time in one day, 
ind the language he used set the dry 
pampas afire half a mile away. All 

ese were good efforts in their way, 
but mere idle zephyrs to the hurricane 
ullabaloo of my Capetown, believe me 

Did the waggon stick in a drift he 
would fill hiseapacious bellows, open his 
mouth so wide that his head seemed to 
have split in half, and explode. 
oxen did not drop down dead of heart 


] 


failure there and then they would find | 


themselves and the waggon blown high 
and dry up the opposite bank, 
Get my meaning now? If it’s 


niggers they need over here, and noisy | 


higgers, ] 


nos 


fancy 1 can supply 
est quartet in the history of the 


world. 


do get a move on and round 'em up| 


Whiskers, l under- 
stand, is in gaol, He's been there 
ever since I left. Says he “likes it. 
Next to myself Tony Shorecomb was 
the most credulous fool in the country, 
will probably find By'm Dy 
ening on him. Klass lives under a 
nimosa-tree at the fork of the Bongola 
River. He little 
down there, consisting of half an acre 
f melons, a goat and four wives. 

Ot Capetown’s whereabouts | have 
no notion, but if you stand still for a 
moment and cock an ear you will hear 
him wherever he is. 

Round the bold boys up; tell them 
their old Baas is over here waiting lol 
them, surrounded by pots of beer. 
Promise them sixpence a day stipend. 


dor me, old man. 


< you 
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OK, JO! A SEAPLANE! 





on” 


Second A.B. (not in the best of tempers). “S'&LP ME BOB! AIN'T THIS THE TWENTIRTH 


CENTURY ? IF yor 


"D POINTED IT OUT TO SHAKSPEARE 


’ ’ 


BE micnr ‘a’ LOOKED.” 
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| Should they prove at all sticky or dis- 
|play symptoms of Trade Unionism I 
empower you to raise 1f twopence— 
| expense must be no object. Furnish 
lthem with a pair of trousers apiece for 


"| European travel and bring them along. 


| If you could manage to secure a hyena | 
| obliges with a little 


ind a jackal to accompany B’m’'by’s 
mouth-organ so much the better. 

We will take London literally by 
istorm. I have an entrancing picture 
in my mind's eye. I see the ball-room 
lola creat Li ndon caravanserai, all gilt, 
glitter and glass knick-knacks. Up and 
down the shining floor cavorts a galaxy 
of youth and beauty, coronetted chorus 
la lies, diamond studded munitioneers, 
| German-Jew financiers and other mem- 
| bers of the British aristocracy. On a 
| raised platform, amid an oasis of imita- 
ition palms, sit the jackal and the 
ihyena howling as though love had 





passed them by. There also, arrayed 
in their go-to-meeting regalia of leopard 
skins, ostrich plumes, brass-wire fallals 
and human remains, sit Messrs. Whis- 
kers, By’m'byand Klass, raising unmiti- 
gated Cain after their several fashions, 
In the foreground Mons, Capetown 
Matabele blood- 
curdler in a voice like the cracking o’ 
While you and I, Ginger, my 
Ginger (and here comes the most en- 
trancing portion of my vision), sit at 
the door and rake in gate-money by the 
sackful. Iver thine, 
PATLANDER. 


aoom., 








From an account of the “ Peterloo” 
celebrations in Manchester :— 

“* Labour is the scourge of all wealth,’ said 
one banner.”— Manchester Guardian, 
Not for the first time a misprint has 
come painfully near the truth. 
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JH. Dowp-if a 


Cautious Proposer (anticipating shortage of labour). 
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PRESS TROUSERS AND THINGS, AND BAKE A BIT 0’ BREAD--WHAT?” 








INNER HISTORY. 

Ir was in Perey’s rooms that we 
listened spell-bound to this story of the 
War. 

Percy, who is in his way a bit of a 
pivot, 18 now in an advanced state of 
demobilisation. He retains the rank of 
Captain but declines to take the badges 
and buttons off his tunic and dye the 
remainder of his uniform; he prefers 
to owe fourteen guineas for a complete 
suit. 

No,’ said Percy, in answer to nothing 
in particular, “I am not vet publishing 
my Reminiscences of the War. If I 
did, I should feel it my duty to truth 
and posterity to cast aspersions of a 
deep and lasting nature on several 
senior officers. These officers are still 
serving and an iron discipline would 
forbid them to reply. That is not my 
idea of British fairplay. Nevertheless | 
haveseen a little of Inner History during 
these last four yearsorso...” He 
blinked and looked important. 

Jimmy snorted openly. “I suppose 
that is what you got your Croix-de- 
guerre for,” he said bitterly. Jimmy is 
apt to be a little bitter on the subject 


| of other people's decorations. 


“ That incident in itself,” said Perey 
imperturbably, “ might besaid to belong 
to Inner History. Come, I will tell 
you the story.” 

" Before we could stop him he had 
started. 

‘ It was just alter the Armistice- 

“T knew it,” said Jimmy fiercely. 

* Just—after—the Armistice,’ Percy 
continued, keeping his gaze fixed on his 
steel helmet suspended in the corner, 
“and we had moved up to the line of 
the Meuse. Here things became a bit 
monotonous, until the Corps Com- 
mander decided to select and fortify a 
main line of resistance, in case the 
enemy should change his mind. Quite 
a large number of the Staff happened 
to return from leave about this time 
and they took the matter up with great 
zeal. I changed my company frontage 
about once a day under expert advice 
of different branches of the Staff. At 
last a tremendously senior General 
decided to inspect the line. He arrived 
with the usual immense following—vyou 
know the sort of thing ?” , 

“Yes,” came the murmured answer 
of suffering reminiscence. 

“I could hardly see the turnip field 





where | was supposed to resist the tide 








“COULD YOU POSSIBLY—ER—DOMESTICATE—I MEANTERSAY—WASH A SHIRTI, 





lof barbarism; it was submerged in 
caps of brilliant hue. I received the 
General—I hope with some dignity. 
He, on his side, was stern yet affable, 
if you understand me. Then we mean- 
dered in column of route along my 
front. At one point the General sug- 
gested moving a trench further f rward; 
my Colonel hastily agreed. With a 
withering glance at the Colonel, who 
had chosen the present site himself the 
day before, I also agreed. A murmur 
of enthusiastic agreement also passed 
down the long column of the Staff, who 
were following us; the A.P.M., who 
was smoking a Woodbine in the ex- 
treme rear, seemed particularly pleased 
about it. 

“About half-way along the line we 
had to pass through a barbed-wire fence. 
Here young Smith, one of my subalt- 
erns, very officiously held up the top 
strand of wire while the General crawled 
through. The Colonel, who is a stout- 
ish man, handed me his trench-coat 
and crawled through.in light fighting 
order. Then, as has happened before, 
he walked on and left me to carry his 
coat. 

“Tt was abrand-new coat and he was 
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Village Dancing Master (late of His Majesty's Forces). “AT THE WORD ‘ONE’ BACH 
LADY FIRMLY WITH THE PALM OF THE RIGHT 'AND, FINGERS EXTENDED, THUMB 
OF STEERING AND, WHERE NECESSARY, FOR ‘OLDING OF ‘ER UP.” 
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| why he had brought it out. It was a} looking at me, and not in the direction | General asked how long | had been with 


‘ 


| fine day, and the only others with coats | of the enemy, as the book directs. 
the General and an A.D.C., “After a few moments the General 
had a wonderful yellow garment, all} arose and said the position was excel- 
pockets and fur collar, lent. The D.A.Q.M.G., who had been 
‘Presently, insome very moist plough, | pretending to kneel in a puddle, said it 
we came to one of my Lewis gun posts. | was one of the best fields of fire he had 
‘ Here we halted and talked learnedly | ever seen. The A.P.M., who had not 
about the field of fire. Young Smith,|even pretended to kneel down, made a 
without any orders, threw himsel/ on| note about it, and the procession pre 
the muddy ground and said the field| pared to moveon. 
of fire was splendid—a Quixotic per-| ‘ With the help of young Smith, who 
formance, I thought; but the General) had now reached the giggling stage, | 
seemed to find his youthful ardour] managed to extract the Colonel's coat, 
catching. I saw his knees giving gently, which had become firmly embedded in 
and I knew instinctively that he was|the mud; it came out with a sort of 
going to lie down too. The G.S.O 
‘One glance at his bright field-boots| smiled approvingly as I wrung it out 
| and his new riding-breeches decided me. | and said something about Sir WaLrer 
With a respectful yet firm ‘ Allow me,| Ra.etan; the General also smiled as he 
Sir,’ I placed the Colonel's new coat on | shook hands and said that my line had 
the mud and waved an inviting hand. | been very well chosen. 
With a sigh of content the General} “It was a most pleasant party of 
sak on to it, and the Staff Officers all! warriors, all smiling and chatting in 
aiound sank in unison. ithe bleak Belgian field, their trials all 
“Only the Colonel stood, and he was lover and victory in their grasp. The 


were who 


| hollow squelching noise. 





Infantry in Franee, and smiled again 
when I said three years. 

“At last the Colonel suggested—a 
triflecurtly, I thought—thatthey should 
move on to thenext Company. Sothey 
passed on, and I stood aside as the long 
column, with glint of spur and bright 


| nany-coloured caps, passed slowly by. 


I sent young Smith to Headquarter- 
with the Colonel's coat and instructions 
to start about the work of restoration 
« A few weeks later I met the General 
and he congratulated me on having been 
recommended for a Croix-de-guerre 
“There are other things I could tell, 
Percy concluded, * but the time is not 
yet. We are too close to these events 
to see them in their true perspective. 
We are apt to draw faulty conclusions.” 
We agreed and left it at that. 








“ August 4, at Christ Church, by the Dev 
J.R. ."— Wedding colunnof Local Paper 
It doesn't look as if that marriage was 
made in Heaven. 
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| THALASSA. 

| Ir was a bright warm day with a 

| sportive wind, 1 went into a hat- 
monger’s shop and asked the proprietor 
for a straw hat. 

| “A light one?” he asked. 

“ Well, I had thought of a dark quiet 
maroon with an indigo stripe,” I began. 

“] was referring to the weight, Sir,” 
he explained. 

“Oh, L see,” I said; “a light one by 
all means.” 

“ Light straw boater for this gentle- 
man, George,” he shouted into the inner 
recesses of his store. 

I was conducted to a glittering pile 
of casques. ‘ 

“ Why is it called a‘ boater’?” I in- 
quired as I made my choice. 

|  «* Boater,’ Sir—trade term, Sir,”’ he 
assured me as he gave me my change. 

“Well, you may send my Smuts 

| home for me,” I said as I entrusted my 


| grey collapsible to his care. 


It was a poor joke, and I soon paid 
for it. The Mall, I suppose, is too 
severe a temptation to offer to any 


| meddlesome light straw boater on a 


gusty day. Mine had gone some fifty 
yards at about the pace of an ordinary 
whizz-bang in the direction of Buck- 
ingham Palace before I realised what 
was happening. Fortunately a taxi hove 
in sight. 

“ Follow the gleam,” I cried to the 
driver and leaped on board, 

It was the Victoria Memorial that 
saved the situation. The taximan 
helped me to fish it out of the fountain, 
and | hoped the wetting it had got 
would sober the pranksome thing. It 
did for a time. I had walked back 
along the Mall and was in Whitehall 
before the spirit of Bolshevism took it 
violently again. An upward gust caught 
it by the battered brim, and I was just 
able to mark it whiffling through a 


| second-floor window before it disap- 


peared. I went and laid my troubles 
before a stout commissionaire. He 
took me into a large room, gave me pen, 
ink and blotting-paper and a pile of 
printed forms. 

“John Arthur Binks,” I wrote with 
great care, “to see the First Lord of 
the Admiralty. Business: Recovery of 
light straw boater.”’ 

After waiting about twenty minutes 
I was shown upstairs into a room where 
a very grave young man was sitting 
at a desk. A stack of minutes liberally 
sprinkled with blots was in front of 
him and he had a slight abrasion of the 
left temple. He rose as I entered and 
handed me my refractory morion, 

“The First Lord is engaged,” he said 
in an even voice, “but I am directed 





by him to return this to you, and to 





request that if you have any further 
specimens of—er -headgear to sub- 
mit for their Lordships’ approval you 
will forward the same through the 
customary channels.” 

I bowed profoundly and went out. 
Catching a motor-bus and climbing 
on to the top I had proceeded as far 
as Charing Cross station when the 
irrepressible took the bit between its 
teeth and bolted again. This time it 
chose the roof of a motor- bus travelling 
in the opposite direction ; but I was 
much too cunning for it. I climbed 
down speedily, dived into the Tube, 
changed on to the Underground and 
beat it at Victoria by about half a 
minute. 

“Caught one of my fares a nasty 
crack in the jaw, it did,” said the con- 
ductor as he handed it back to me in 
the station yard, 

I surveyed the dishevelled object for 
a few moments and reflected. It was 
spattered with mud and ink; one part 
of the jagged brim was bent down- 
wards, and the other tiptilted like the 
petal of a flower. 

Further, I concluded that its heart 
was clearly set on the sea. Twice it had 
made a dart for Victoria, and once to 
the head-quarters of the British Navy 
itself. Who was I to baulk it of its 
desire? It was evidently absurd to 
think of going to the oflice that morn- 
ing. I could easily explain the incident. 

[ went to the booking-office. “Is 
this the Light Straw Boater Company 
line?” I asked the man in the hutch 
“T mean the London, Brighton and 
South Coast?” 

“Tt is,”” he replied, 

1 booked a return to the silver sea 
and made my way to the train, 

The people who walk about on the 
front at Brighton are not accustomed 
to violent exercise as a rule, but they 
got it that afternoon. I discovered at 
least three new short slips for Sussex 
and a couple of Olympic sprinters pre 
viously unknown to fame. There were 
men who salved the L.S.B. from under 
the wheels of Government lorries and 
men who clawed it from the air with 
ebony canes. Most of them took the 
game in good part, but I must except the 
lady who dropped a priceless Pekingese 
and her golden reticule at one and the 
same moment as the truant caught her 
in the neck and made a crease in the 
powder; the two stout gentlemen who 
were tripped up on the esplanade when 
if cannoned against their calf topped 
patent-leathers, and the obvious war- 
profiteer whose pince-nez it broke just 
opposite the Monopole Hotel. Slightly 
exhausted myself after an hour or so 
of this pastime, I went for a stroll on 
the pier, pressing my mangled straw- 
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rick firmly to my head, The first time 
that I relinquished my pressure it gave q 
happy sigh and flapped off deliberately 
like a seagull towards the white capped 
waves. I fancy I saw a motor-launch 
setting out after the derelict, but so 


-; 


far as I was concerned the light stray | 


boater was no more. 


farewell and let it boat. vor. 








GOLF TRIOLETS. 
I'w clean off my drive ; 
Imagine my feelings ! 
I'm going to play five ; 
I 'tn clean off my drive ; 
What ball could survive 
Such toeings and heelings ? 
I'm clean off my drive ; 
Imagine my feelings! 


I ask for a cleek 
And he gives me a putter 
My caddie's a freak ; 
1 ask for a cleek ; 
Now wilder than Greek 
Are the words that | utter ; 
I ask for a cleek 
And he gives me a putter ! 


We're like as we lie 
On the green and it’s you to 
play ; 
I'm nearly hole-high ; 
We're like as we lie 
(If he misses it, I 
Shall be one up 
play a 
We're like as we lie 
On the green and it’s you to 
play. 


and two to 


I’m playing two more ; 

If he wins this he’s dorn 
He'll do it in four ; 
I'm playing two more, 
In a gorse-bush ; oh lor! 

With a bunker before me 
I'm playing two more ; 

If he wins this he’s dormy. 
He'd that for the match 

And I'd laid him a stymie. 
If a half he could snatch 
He'd that for the match ; 


tt 





The putt was no catch 
But he just trickled by me. 

He'd that for the match 
And I'd laid him a stymie. 


The piffle we played 
Sr. ANDREW may pardon, 
Although I’m afraid 
The piffle we played 
Would seandalize Brarp 
And horrify Varpon. 
The piffle we played 
Sr. ANDREW may pardon. 








“To the credit of Kent it must be said that 
rain was falling heavily during tho last wn 
minutes of the game.”’- Daily Pape r. 





—— 


Where's your Jupiter Pluvius now? 


I waved it a last | 























| 
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llost OH, SO YOU BKETCH, DO You - lytest Guest, ** Yus.”’ 
Hoste ‘* Bor now Nici SO MUCH CHEAPER FOR YOU THAN PHOTOGRAPHY, "’ 
, Pte ts Eee Give the spectator a chance and|mateh; let certain of the pieces, un- | 
BRIGHTENING CHhSS. there may be hope. For it is the spee-| known to the players, be fastened to | 
For a game which is generally ad- | tator who has made football what it|the board with cobbler’s wax; let there | 
mitted to be admirable, by those whois, and given vitality to the so-called} be a gramophone on every chess-table 
play it as well as by those who do not, | game of baseball; and we predict that|let it be a rule that each player shall | 
chess has not the popularity it deserves. | che will be a different game when! wear hob-nailed boots and do what he 


We have yet to read o! a bookmaker 
who has thought it worth his while to 


turn his attention to the game It 
will be interesting indeed if there is 


truth in the rumour that chess is now 
inder the consideration of Mr. CHaries 
13. Cocuran, who has done so much to 
popularise the drama. 


One great fault of chess has been 
that the interests of the spectators 


(who, if there at all, have a good chance 


of being in the majority) have been 
swcrificed to those of the players. Chess 
wants brightening. As played to-day 
it uppears to be more an anxiety than 
# recreation, Hach player frowns at 
the board as if he had added up the 
squares again and again and could only 
find sixty-three. True, there that 


is 


slow expansion of the cranium familiar | 


to all chess-watchers; but, when all is 
said and done, there is too little move 
nent in the game, 


88 
ttles, house-bells and motor-horns are 
permitted among the onlookers. 

\ less abbreviated style of chess- 
reporting would help the game into 
the favour of the million. When 
Casabianea with eyes flashing and his 
Paraguayan blood ten degrees C. above 
boiling-point, shoots out a lithe band 
and with republican ruthlessness grasps 
the white queen by the head and sets 
the midst her sable 
something more might 


ra 


her down In of 
;eneinies, surely 
|be written about it than “Q—KB2. 
That sort of thing is all very well for 
communications in the “ Per- 
sonal’ or “ Servants Wanted” column, 
but in the news columns it is calculated 
almost to the reader to the 
leading article 

If the game is worth playing it is 
worth brightening. Let aseventy-nine 
|square board be introduced if that will 


costly 


arive 


do it: let us abolish the three-day | constantly at work.”-— Weekly Paper. 





likes with his opponent's legs under the 
table—anything for brightness. 

It is said (with what truth the pre 
sent writer cannot tell) that during the 


recent chess tournament at Hastings 


more people attended the cinema each 
day than went to watch the chess 
players! This at least is certain, that 
the game must be taken in hand quickly, 
and thoroughly reconstructed, if it is to 
become one of the popular spectacular 
sports of the coming winter. 








Our Candid Advertisers. 
“YounG MAN, with small capital and brain 
Investment or Partnership.” 

Daily Paper. 


or 


Another Impending Apology. 

* His studies of animals alone must run into 
hundreds. for he brought a sheaf home cach 
time he visited the Zoological Gardens, and in 
cafés and amongst his friends his pencil wa 
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) ° i Jadut 
Lady. ‘‘ AND WHERE HAS THE WASP STUNG you?” 
Little Villager (not forgetting her manners). ‘*‘ ANYWHERE YOU PLEASE, MY LADY.” 
HOLIDAY NOTES. H ALL ( AINE has been compe led to fortify Greeba Castle 4 
| ox : a ic d ets 1 lei against invaders, relic-hunters, etc., with a strong system 
| 2 R. VOBI RT MILLIE 1s ¢ evoling 18 1arc “earned leisure of trenches, barbed wire and pill-boxes. 
to the composition of a brilliant. satire called The New | 
| Battle of Blenherm. Sourtney's deplorable poem, it will be | ’ ‘ 
remembered, ended with the stanza :— ANOTHER TOUCH OF NATURE, 
** And everybody praised the Duke Negro workers employed in the nut, fat and oil trade at Lagos, on 
Who this great fight did win.’ the West Coast of Africa, recently came out on strike for higher pay. 
 eOusth Little Peesckin Aspeva Tuus one by one our old beliefs get shaken, | 
y -fterk , - ? . . ' 
‘Why, that I cannot tell,’ said he, . And lo! — Rome swells their wreck, 
‘ But ‘twas a famous victory.’” For Europe's fell disease, I find, has taken 
It is enough to say that Mr. Smitnie's poem ends on a very Che nigger in the neck. 
| . ‘ . - . 9 ° . | 
| different note, und that a considerable fluttering of the ducal No more we ‘ll know him for the docile creature 
doyecotes is expected from its publication. _Who took things calmly underneath his tan, 
- ae x * Since he assumed that all too striking feature 
phages its eens as - as its privileges. Madame Which marks the “ working man.” 
CLARA Bu" so We rez “Tea Table Talk’ ac | , 
vpd- eden sh sayy ow the “Tea Table Talk " of a con- Ah me, that Lagos too creates such crises 
temporary, “ has’ been driven to the erection of a special And : 
ree Cle And lands her traders in these local ruts ; 
stairease from her rooms to the garden to avoid curious They ‘ll pav the nigger—v nd raise tl I 
7 2 : a ¢ he ligver mS. § ais re prices 
eyes,” at Liandrindod Wells. The faithful chronicler omits : Ot fats ¢ +9 l oud «Sg maa 
to mention, however, that Sir Epwarp Carson, who is stav- , : Sierras Deter 
ing at the same resort, descends, heavily disguised, in a Yet there occurs one thought that 's passing pleasant, 
parachute from his rooms on the fifth floor whenever he _ Emerging from this state of darkest night 
wishes to take the air, re-ascending in a small airship called East may be East, and West be West (at present), 
“The Covenant; ” and that Mr. Caartes Hawrrey, another But Black's the same as White. 
visitor, has had a special light-railway laid down from his = = == 
hote » links 
iotel to the links. In a Good Cause. 
4 Mr. Punch vent for tl 
_ a wr, I ntures to ple: v3) re the man 
At Aix-les-Bains Sir ALFrep Monn, to avoid the em- » giathiie plead once more for th ny 
; : D, avoid the em-| poor children of London who need a holiday in the country. 
barrassing attentions of the enthusiastic populace, has! He begs oie y 
i bli ‘ pulace, has| He begs that those whose children are now enjoying their 
— obliged to have a special tunnel constructed from his | holiday, or looking forw wd to it, will not forget t! needs 
hotel, providing him with a s cj : ¢| we oking torward to it, wul not lorget the 
; g secret exit at a distance of] of the | ' quired 
| . ; * less fortunate Funds are urgently required by the 
about a quarter-of-a-mile. Again , oe . ate. ids are urgently required D} 
. Again, now that the normal} Children’s Countr sa, See : 
holiday traflic has been resumed in the Isle of Man. Sirlt =" J ?) intry Holiday Fund, and gifts should | e oom 
Be A CIC uf sa ; oe o the Secretary, 18, Buckingham Street, Strand, W.C. 2. 
met Pe = —_ = a 
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To Mr. 'T. P. O'Connor's help 
ful suggestion that the Commer 
cial Secretaries now being sent to 

| South America should acquire a 


Aveust 27, 1919.) 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT, 

Monday, August 18th.—The approach 
of the holidays found Lord MILner in 
an unusually skittish mood and deter 


| mined to act on the schoolboy’s maxim, 


« Last day but one; take it all in fun.” 
A propos of the Profiteering Bill Lord 


MIDLETON suggested, not unreasonably, 
| that Government should do their 


} rency. 


can ask more questions in five minutes 
| than the wisest man can answer in] 
i. lifetime.”” Lord Emmort, I fear, did 


pa 30n, 


Minister declare the contents of the | 

locked box F dre Ww a larg numbet ol 

| visitors to the House of Commons; and | 

there was a fair attendance of Members, 
although by past experience they 
| have learned not to expect too much 


| intery 


part 1 1 keeping down prices, first by 
removing the restrictions on imports, 
secondly by selling the surplus 
modities in their own possession, and 
thirdly by ceasing to inflate the cu 
3ut his only reward was to be 
heavily chaffed by the temporary Leadet 
of the House on his sudden reversion 
to the doctrines of CoBDEN., 

Similarly, when Lord Emmorrt tried at 

e eleventh hour to get from the Goy 
ernment an exact definition of “ reason 
profit,” Lord Mityer made no 
ttempt to satisfy him, but airily quoted 


com 


able 


the old saying that “ the simplest child | 


not appreciate the humour of the com- 
for he declared that he 
never heard an important point treated 
so cavalierly. But the 
whole was not disposed to delay the 


House as a 


adjournment for the sake of making 
technical Improvements In & measure 
generally regarded as being more fot 
than tor use, 
prespect of hearing the Primi 


from these freely - advertised 
tior The Sreaker, however, was 
‘unavoidably further 
prool, the opinion of the cynics, 
of his unfailing wisdom. 
A few light turns beguiled 
al of waiting for the plece 
Mr. HARMSWORTH ga 
lantly defended the accuracy of ‘the 
French text of the Pe rat 
against the critical attacks of 
Colonel Wau rgR GUINNESS, and 
pointed out that, right wrong, 
the “ exotic syntax’ of the Foreign 
Office had nothing to do with it. 


ora- 


absent ’’—a 


the 
aeé 
ies tance. | 


eace Tre 


knowledge of the loc al tongues Si 
Hamar GREENWOOD re plied in stri 
dent ** Nobod ly 1s 
asa Commercial Secretary or Con VW 
sul to any country unless he 
master of the language ' 


tones, accredited 


“oVW 
rH! 


iS & 


had | 
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By way of whetting the appetite 
of Members for the vast banquet of 
national economy which, according to 
the Ministerial Press, was about to 
be offered them, Mr. Bonar Law an- 
nounced that Ministers had decided to 








| 
| 
| 
YA 
““ ST lew - _ 
| —, aan 
[HE END OF TERM. 


Lonp MILNER 


lrel nquish af once the motor - cars 
hitherto allotted to them. 

[f Mr. Liuovp GrorGae had taken his 
icue from the cheers that greeted this 
noble — of patriotic self-sacrifice, 
und at once announced the further steps 
which the Government proposed to take 
}in order to establish financial equilib- 
rium I think speech would have 
I by en n successful. It would cer- 


| 
| 
| 
} 


his 


ore 





ining fron the rl 
2? WELI 


HAT! NO OFFICIAL MOI 
V’EACE HOME TO ON} 





the 


THIS BRING 


tainly ‘see been considerably shorter. 
As it was, he devoted the first half 
of a three hours’ oration to telling us 
a great many things of which we were 


painfully aware already—such as that | 


we had spent an enormous amount of 
borrowed money, that our 
existence depends upon our foreign 
trade, and that we cannot recover it 
without increased production, 

Then followed some pretty straight 
talk to the Labour Party. The pre- 
valent fallacy that the less men worked 
the more work there would be for others 
was vigorously denounced; and the 
notion that nationalisation was the way 
to industrial peace was critically ex- 
amined in the light of the Yorkshire 
miners’ strike against the State. 

But except on this point there was 
little of light or leading in the speech, 
The “locked box" was opened for a 
moment, to let out the announcement 
that after September Ist there would 
be no more restrictions on imports, 
and was banged to with the 
keys—or at least the “ key industries" 
—inside it. Vague hints of the Gov- 
ernment's intention to cut down ex 
penditure were given, but, as they were 
accompanied by a rebuke to those who 
had ferreted out depart 


again 


instances of 


national | 


mental extravagance, they did not much | 


impress a House by this time a little 

bored and decidedly sceptical 
There was unusually little applause 
during the delivery of the speech, but 
plenty at its conclusion. Mr. Lroyp 
GrorGE, as he hastily swallowed the 
contents of the “ pomatum - pot’’ duti- 
fully placed at his elbow by Captain 
Guest, probably attributed the cheers 
to the excellence of his peroration. 


peroration would hay 
welcomed. 
Tuesday, 
SPEAKER, 
recovery, again in the Chair, 
The House learned without enthu- 
more than six hundred 
e still employed 
at home and Asked to 
Say how the y were employed, Mr. 
ForsTER begged for notice. It 


e been equally 


August 19th, The 


was 
siasm that 
general oflicers we! 


oversens 


also 


appears that some two thousand 
five hundred oflicers and men are 
still engaged on anti-aircraft de- 


fence in this country. It is thought 
by some Members that they might 
usefully be lent to the Treasury to 
repel raids on the Iixchequer. 

On the very the Recess 
Mr. HoacGr has discovered a 
scandal in the Pensions Depart- 
ment, There are than 
five Englishmen employed in the 
a Edinburgh headquarters of the 
Ministry. James CRAIG men- 


eve of 


gross 


no fewer 


My own impression is that any old | 


having made a speedy | 
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= | 
THE REPTILE HOUSE AT THE ZOO. | 
Awyt (explaining the habits of alligaters), “No, 1 pon’: THINK THEY COME OUT OF THEIR RIVERS MUCH, THEY WAIT FOR PEOPLE | 








tioned as extenuating circumstances 
that one hundred and twenty-five Scots- 


|} men are employed in the Edinburgh 


office, and that a considerable number 
of Scotsmen are employed in the Minis- 


try outside Scotland. On the other | 


hand, when asked how the fortunate 
five had managed to get their appoint- 
ments, he answered, “ By superior abil- 
ity.” Mr. Hoaox was still mentally 
struggling with this amazing situation 
when * Black Rod”’ arrived to summon 
“this Honourable House”’ to the House 
of Peers to hear the Commission read. 
On its return the Commons adjourned to 
October 22nd, so Mr. Hoaer will have 


| just nine weeks to decide whether Sir 


James Craia’s reply was a statement 


| of fact or an example of misplaced 
| humour. 








“VICTORY CHESS CONGRESS. 
TWO WOMEN PLAY ON AFTER A MATE.” 
Times, 
The Ruling Passion—strong even in 
chess. 





| 





Sympathetic Little Girl, “ Bur HOW DO THE POOR THINGS MANAGE HERI 


FASHIONABLE INTELLIGENCE. 
Sir Creasy Bagster has arrived at 
the Brummell Hotel 


Mr. Ramsay MacDonaup has 
compelled by patriotic claims to aban 
don his projected trip to Florida for tlie 
tarpon-shooting. 


Sit Mucus and Lady Membrane and 
Miss Medulla Membrane have left 
London for a yachting exeursion in the 
Mesenteric Ocean. 


Mr. Otis P. Stunt is confined to bed 
with an attack of otitis, but hopes to 
be able to proceed shortly to his moor 
in Ross-shire, where he is entertaining 
a party, including Baron Oddenino, Sir 
Odo Ortolan and Lord Waterstock. 


Sit Reuben Nasalheimer, who was 
recently struck on the nose while 


playing golf on the North Boreland 


been 
i 








ae ee | 





| Links, is now convalescent. No further | 


bulletins will be issued, and the compe: | 


tition for the Thanksgiving Challenge | 


Beaker presented by Sir Reuben will | 


| take place on September 7th and Sth. 


| 

Major Tufton - Hunter, whose name 
was unaccountably omitted from the 
list of those on whom the O.B.E. was 
recently conferred, wishes to express 
his gratitude for the numerous letters 
of sympathy received from all quarters, 
and his regret that it is impossible 
for him to reply to them individually 
owing to the severe nervous breakdown 
from which Mrs. Tufton-Hunter is still 
suffering. 


‘‘The Long and the Short of it.” 

iixtract from Brigade Routine Orders 
of the —th Cavalry Brigade, E.E.B.i— 

“ The G.O.C, notices with displeasure that 
men are in the habit of cutting down thew 
‘shorts’ to make them shorter. If this pew 
tice continues the Brigade will not be allowed 


to wear shorts any longer.” 
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BATHING PICTORIALLY. 
| Yo Men.—Undress ; put on bathing 
} suit; enter sea; stay there a time; 
come out; dry; dress 

lo Women.—The choice of costume 
is of first importance ; itself 
hardly counts. There was a time when 
no costume was required. With the 
outbreak of civilisation a f 
certain dimensions became desirable. 
In comparatively recent years the ad 
vent of the photographic newspaper has 
created new standards of decency, and 
for successful pictorial bathing these 
must be conformed to. 

Suitably attired (whatever else is 
omitted, the bangle above the elbow 
must not be forgotten) the bather 
shoulddescend slowly from her machine, 
for who knows that the Press Photo 
grapher may not be at hand even in this 
early stage of her progress? Expert 
operators agree, indeed, that for the 
photograph of a bather «a modern 
bathing-machine is a most appropriate 
and romantic background. 

All posing for photographs in bath 
ing costume should be accompanied by 
merry laughter —laughter so unmis- 


the sea 


garment o 
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“STEP ON BOTH SIDES, PLEASE!” 


when the reader puts his ear to the 
| ry 

|newspaper. The mouth should be well 
| opened, every front tooth (true or false) 
glistening white in the sunlight. There 
} Should be no suggestion of having just 
swallowed sea-water. 
| On the way to the water's edge it 
would not be amiss to recline grace 
| fully on the sand, holding an unlighted 
jcigarette in the hand that is attached 
}to the arm with the bangle on (‘ The 
| After-Dip Cigarette"). A chat en route 
| to the sea with some venerable boatman, 
jwith hearty laughter at his remarks, 
would make a good picture ( “ Beauty 
and the Beast"). If portrayal as * The 
Fair Rescuer’’ is desired a pet dog (not 
necessarily your own) should be seized, 
dippedand held up dripping. The bather 
should take care that the dog does not 
hide her face, and she should laugh un- 
restrainedly into the camera. 

It is a mistake to go far into the sea, 
as the operator is not allowed to charge 
for shrunk socks in his expenses. Shal- 
low water, or preferably the dry land, is 
best for the successful bathing picture. 

Observe these rules and you will be 
unlucky indeed if before your fortnight 
lis up "your portrait is not exciting 





takable that it can almost be heard|comment in a million British homes. |the Gulf of Finland. 
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THE 
Iv you should go to La Bassée 
Or Bethune, grey and bare, 
You 'll hear the sweetest bells that play 
A faint and chiming air; 
And belfries in each little town 
Sing out the hour and mark it down, 


BELERLES. 


If you should go to La Bassée 
Or walk the Bethune street 
You 'll see the lorries pass that way 
And hear the tramp of feet ; 
And where the road with trees is lined 
You ‘ll watch the long battalions wind. 








But all the clocks that mark the time 
Are months and years too slow 
And all the bells that ring and chime 
Strike hours of long ago, 
And all the belfries where you pass 
Lie tumbled in the dust and grass. 


Yet still the long battalions wind, 
Though all the men are gone, 

Because one hour has stayed behind 
And wanders there alone 

Yes, one heroie shining hour 

Chimes on from every fallen tower. 
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PETER GROWN UP. 


I nap been reading The Young Vis- 
iters” (with preface by Sir James 
Barrie) to my young son and daughter. 
Both are novelists, Hilary’s masterpiece 
being named The Petrol Hawk, while 
Maureen’s first effort has the sibilantly 
soothing title of Sylvia's Seven Sweet- 
hearts. Their attitude during the 
reading was pointedly hostile, as they 





were quick to see that the joke was with 


“ The book throws a light on the per- 
verse fortune that may await to-day’s 
most heedful child, and will be read 
eagerly by those of us who are not 
afraid to anticipate destiny. As Captain 
McHookey says more than once in the 
course of the manuscript, ‘ Losh, losh, 
my bairn, ilka day is takin’ ye nearer to 
bein’ deid, as ye micht say.’ 

“The life of the adult is too little 
understood by children. We sometimes 


‘IT never did naething ‘at wasna weel 
intended,’ says Peter. 

“We quote the passage not merely 
because it means nothing, but because 
it conveys everything. The adult's 
smiles of condescension, his attempts 
at teasing, his poses in relation to 
worldly knowledge—all these find their 
apologia in the specimen abstracted. 
In the language of this adult, ‘They 
ken nae mair than oursels.’ f 





‘What is known of the author of 





envy them their freedom and authority, 





the adult at the expense 
of the child. I had ex- 
pected them to laugh 
occasionally, but the 
phrase or incident that 
was funniest to me had 
a familiarity for them 
that provoked contempt 
utterly unqualified by 
amusement, Surely, 
said their eyes, it is well 
known that people who 
bath overnight don’t 
have to wash much in 
the morning. 

That night in my 
dreams I met with a 
vengeful counterblast. 
The Managing Director 
of the Children’s Story- 
book Association pre- 
sented me withavolume 
entitled The Mixture 
As Never Before, the 
preface to which was 
signed with the names 
of my son and daughter, 
The book I was not des- 
tined to read. When I 
reached the last words 
of the preface | awoke 
with a cry of horror at 
what seemed veritable 
sacrilege, 

“This book,” began 
my impertinent child- 
ren, as far as I may 
remember the text, ‘Sig 
published just as it was 
written by a grown-up. 
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this remarkable work? 
He appears to have 
been born in Scotland, 
where there are hardly 
any public schools, His 
early education cannot 
therefore be the explan- 
ation of his spelling. 
That he lives in Lon- 
don, that he does not 
publish all he writes, 
our readers know al- 
ready. It appears how- 
ever that he is also the 
author of plays in the 
English language, prob- 
ably translated there- 
into by ALEXANDER 
TEXEIRA DE Mattos, 
Our evidence is flimsy, 
but on the back of one 
of the sheets of this 
script are some pencil 
notes that revive mem- 
ories. Thus there is, 
written in capitals, the 
name ‘Peter McPax,’ 














and under it ‘Or the 











My Goop Sim, THIS IS A GARAGE. 


I'VE TURNED TURTLE. 


bairn that was loth to 
grow auld.” This may 
or may not have some 
connection with an en- 
tertainment to which 
one has to take one’s 
parents every Christ- 
mas, 

saa { : only remains to 
add that the MS. has 


WHAT YOU WANT rapgantck : 
been accurately repro- 











It was found in a kitchen in the Adel- 
phi, and the paper used was torn off 
sheet by sheet from a ‘ Robert Burns’ 
writing pad. The author's age is un- 
known, but he has a moustache. In 
the picture which forms the frontispiece 
it will be noticed that he has meditative 
dreamy eyes. We imagine that he al- 
ways looked like this, at the end of the 
writing of each page, at Mr. Geraup pu 
Mavrirr or Mr. Dion Bouctcautr, and 
over his shoulder at Mr. R. Gonpine 
Bricur. Praxrrenes used just such a 
model for his Hermes, though it has 
never been explained how the infant 
| Dionysos managed to put up with his 
| company for so long. 


but almost all their pleasures appear 
hollow and vain. There is no avoid- 
ance of this cognate attitude, but in- 
dubitably it is within our power to get 
a grip of the adult point of view. No 
child merits a moment of compassion 


who does not trouble to learn something | 


of his rulers from their books, and in 
certain passages the material is so self- 
revelatory that it seems strange that 
the gap between child and adult should 
not have been bridged long ago. 


crisis of his life, ‘I like ye fine, Wendy, 


“* Hoots,’ remarked Peter, at the 


duced, not a word added 

lor cut out. In fact some of it has to be 
reproduced twice over because we can 
find nothing further to say in this pre- 
face and shall be compelled to satisfy the 
| publisher's demands in regard to length 
| with long excerpts from the text.” 
| In my dream I dropped the hook and 
| shrieked. 

“Why? Why? You impertinent 
llittle devils, why ?” I sat up in bed, 
now wide-awake. 
| And from the far distance | seemed 
ito hear the voice of Hilary replying: 
'“So that the book will be fat enough 


as fac’ as death.’ Note the reply of | to sell for three shillings and sixpence, 


the young maiden. ‘ Peter,’ says she. 





‘are ye well-kent for a guid body ?’ 


| Daddy . Because that seems to be 


| the idear.” 
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AT THE PLAY. 
RetTurN OF THE FOLLiEs. 
Tue new Follies go nearer to filling 
the blank left by the death of Mr. Pet- 

issier and the break-up of his admirable 
repared to find. 
Except for Mr. Das Everarp (who has 
lost nothing of his form) it is an en- 
The mantle of the 
dead jester fits Mr. Ben Lawes physi- 
cally. He would do well to wear it 
after his own humour and not fall to 
the temptation of reconstructing a de- 
parted ghost. Loyalty to a charming 
memory on his part may cut across an 
equal loyalty on ours. 

Mr. Rex Lonpon does a good deal to 
fill the gap left by Mr. Lewis Sypney 
of the ape-like antics. He is perhaps 
more versatile. Mr. ArrHur Marcor- 
son, who was a little tame in the kind 
of thing the Follies do and always did 
less well, the pretty-pretty song and 





| dance, was quite brilliant in his “ Im- 


pressions” of music - hall comedians. 


| Among the pierrettes there is perhaps 


a lack of distinctive personality as con- 
trasted with their predecessors. Miss 
Vivian Regs, diseuse, goes nearest to 
the old achievement. A certain ner- 
vousness, as of folk realising that they 
were playing against a prejudice in 
their audience in favour of the old firm, | 
probably hampered the whole team. | 
It was certainly a severe ordeal, They 


came out of it very creditably, 


It is a wonderful testimony to the 
wearing qualities of the old Follies 
humour that the best numbers were 
from old programmes. The music-hall 
burlesque is still a gorgeous piece of fun. 
Mr. Lawes as Miss May de Colté, who 
had been basely deserted by a blue- 
blooded toff; Mr. Dan Everarp as Mr. 
Gransby Billious, Dickens Imperson- 
ator (there was never surely a better 
‘line’ than that appeal addressed from 
the gallery to Fagin, over-anxious not 
to be hanged —‘ Be a sport!"’); and 
Mr. Rex Lonpon, as a basso who swal- 
lowed his bottom notes, were all par- 
ticularly good. The “Beverage Quar- 
tette"’ (Rum, Port and Zider) had a 
new and quite excellent flavour. The 
“ Smoky Impression "—an outrage, by 
the way, in a theatre where the au- 
dience are smoked against not smoking 

seemed a little less tuneful than of 
old, if memory does not betray me, as 
it well may. I would most seriously 
beg Mr. Lawes to restore the exqui- 
site pathos of the old Follies’ first ver- 
sion of the “ Baked-Potato Man,” and 
cut the cheap tom-foolery which after- 
wards completely spoiled it. Does he 
| not realise the value of tragic relief ? 
| Of the new matter, “Choo Chin 
| Chow,” millionth performance, was as 


good, perhaps it would be a little more 
truthful to say almost as good, as any 
of the old burlesques. The attenuated 
and compressed Mr. Asue and the in- 
definitely expanded Miss Lity Brayton 
were alone worth the money—to say 
nothing of the perfectly superb camel. 
I have mentioned Mr. Maraorson’s 
“Impressions.” Let him add to these 
as many as he likes. The “ Sunday 
School Treat,” in which Mr, Lonpon 
had the rare good sense not to overdo 
the curate, and the Russian Ballet, after 
Heatra Roptnson, were both excellent 
and will be better. But the ballad 
about the lonerly lady who lost her 
way in Somerset and found her way 
inner-to somebody else’s heart on a 
final high note far up in the flies is 
the sort of thing our Follies should 
be burlesquing, not offering for sale! 
Surely Iam right? Altogether a most 
attractive show. i 








CONCERNING RARITIES. 


I Have met her at last. 

For years I have been searching for 
her in vain; and yet I knew that she 
must be somewhere. 

She is in service in a hotel. I should 
like to give the name of the hotel, but 
such things are not done. There are 
journalistic conventions which such 
divulgence would fracture. But I can 
throw lights, as the acrostic people do. 
I can tell you that there is an engrav- 
ing after LANDSEER on one of the walls. 
But perhaps that is not enough. Very 
well, then, I can say that the hotel is 
situated in a town in a county which 
gives a certain illustrious young traveller 
and orator the title of duke. It is situ 
ated in a town with a harbour at whose 
entrance are relics of saints, and among 
whose most constant yachtsmen is an 
artist who has more than once sent to 
the Royal Academy a painting of boys 
bathing and drying in the sun. Inei- 
dentally I may add that last Wednesday 
he did not win his race. This town is 
an incredible distance from London, in 
an easterly direction I don't think. An 
old song once said of it that it was a 
fine town, with ships in the bay; and it 
is, although at the present moment one 
of the ships in that bay is a wreck, heel 
ing over on the rocks, a pitiful sight. 

Perhaps I have thrown lights enough? 
As to the hotel itself, mum must be the 
word. Consider me eager to impart 
the information, but restrained bv fear 





und worldly guile deftly blended. 

My discovery of this marvellous crea 
ture, this rara avis in terris, asthe Lorp 
| CHANCELLOR, that impenitent Latinist, 
| would Say, Was only one of a series of 
}remarkable events that haye marked 
the opening of this holiday. For as | 





| 
| 








reached the London terminus (whose 
name must also be suppressed) some. 
thing occurred so untoward as, in a 
more superstitious nature than my own, 
to implant every kind of misgiving and 
possibly cause me to abandon my enter- 
prise. In the Middle Ages I am sure 
it would have been a portent of doom 
not to be disregarded. 

The cab had drawn up at the foot- 
way by the booking-oflice, and various 
porters Were moving towards me, when 
suddenly, as though at a preconcerted 
signal, every one of them let their bar- 
rows go and turned and ran in another 
direction. At first I thought that a 
new lightning strike had set in; but no, 
for once that was a mistake: all that 
had happened was that a rat had been 
so ill-advised as to make its appearance 
and must now be hunted to its end, 

How, in the dusk of the evening, 
its figure could be so quickly detected 
and the glad news so instantaneously 
spread I cannot explain, except by refer- 
ence to that extra sense which the pur- 
suit of four-footed animals can evoke in 
the two-footed; but the fact remains 
that the chase was in a few seconds 
universal, Up and down the pavement 
fled the rat; up and down scuttled the 
men, With no weapons but boots with 
which to kick at the terrified creature, 
for a long time in vain, while their 
shouts and clamour filled the air. 

At last the rat was cornered and des- 
patched and the perplexed passengers 
and their luggage had a chance. 

“Ts this,” I asked the flushed and 
triumphant sportsman who now con- 
sented to attend on me, ‘‘a common 
occurrence ?”’ 

** Never saw one here before, 

But if | were a director of that line 
I should see that his eyes weve often 
thus gratified. The life of a porter is, 
[ am sure, marked by but little fun, and 
no one need be surprised if discontent 
is theirs; but there would be less, if any, 
of it if those in authority took a leaf out 
of the Book of Chance and now and 
then provided by design sucli a diver- 
sion as caprice had just furnished. 

You see that this holiday was destined 
to be marked by strange happenings! 

But what is a rat hunt on a London 
terminus pavement compared with the 
phenomenon of which I started to tell? 
Routine, sheer routine. : 

For in the hotel where I ain staying 
there is a chambermaid who, after she 
has brought the hot water in the 
morning, goes back to the door again, 
stoops, and brings in my shoes. 


he said, 
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First Gentleman of i.cis ‘ Direct 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 
(By Mr, Punch’s Siay of Learned Clerks.) 

Because Mr. JoserH Conrap has placed his new work, 
The Arrow of Gold (Unwiy), in the turbulent period of the 
Carlist rising, you must not allow yourself to anticipate a 
story of cut-throat adventure and blood-letting. Adventure 
there is indeed, but almost wholly subjective; an affair of 
the soul, or rather of the heart. Youth is the keynote of it, 
since it is through the dazzled eyes of the lad who was 
known as “Vr. that we watch this shifting group 
of strange and violent characters, camp-followers of con- 
spiracy, who revolve about the figure (unseen) of the 
l’retender, or that of the woman whose wealth and beauty 
dominate both the movement and the story. That adoles- 
cent soldier of fortune, Mr. George, was selected by the 


George ' 


| plotters to conduct their gun-running, an exploit that he 


appears to have conducted with success, but incidentally 
and altogether off the stage. lt is his passion for Doja 
Rita and the gradual drawing together of these two, the 
adoring boy and the girl to whom youth had been hitherto 
nknown, that make the matter of the tale. Its telling 
ap s all that richness of effect of which Mr. Conran has 
the secret; as usual, his persons move in an atmosphere 
that gives to the least of them a digni ity almost heroic. 
There are two women es pecially, slightly but unforgettably 
portrayed, the pleasant sister o f the heroine and an old Re- 
publican grande dame, living with exquisite insolence upon 
he Yr aristocratic wits, that are as fine as any in the author's 
ong g jallery. About Dota Rita herself, brilliantly coloured 
though she is, I remain a thought less convinced. Mr. George, 
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MEAN?” Second ditto, Dt NNO 











infatuate, saw her through a mist of worship, which sendered 
it natural never to know what she would be at next, or why. 
My trouble was a lurking doubt as to whether Mr, Conrap 
was always any better informed. 


I fear that Through a Tent Door (Mornay) may suffer 
somewhat in popularity through appearing at a time when 
active-service books are slightly in eclipse. It would be ¢ 
pity if the many admirable qualities of Dr. R. W. Mac 
KENNA’S work missed their reward. Perhaps you may 
know already the two previous volumes of his reflections, 
The Adventure of Death and The Adventure of Life. Here 
he has set down certain comments and sketches of what he | 
might have called (but doesn’t) the Adventure of War, | 
drawn from his experiences as a hard-worked medical | 
officer in the fore-front, in fact several fore-fronts, of the 
battle. They are most of them slight things, giving the | 

| 
| 








effect of having been transferred to paper in “odd and | 
broken moments;” all but one, the writer tells us, are true | 
in substance. Perhaps he will forgive me for adding that | 
the exception is by some way the least impressive and 
moving. Because Dr. Mackenna has looked out from 
his bell-tent upon a world made unspeakably hideous by 
War, but redeemed by patient endurance and heroism ; 
because, in fact, he sees the fighting from the viewpoint 
of one who had to mend, if possible, its ghastly wounds, it 
is only to be expected that this record of his impressions 
should be sombre. He writes indeed with a passionate 
and angry sympathy that it would be easy, and false, to 
call sentiment. So his book is hardly a cheerful one 
on the face of though, besides the gloom and horror, 
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it conveys, more clearly, 1 think, than any I have read, 
the spirit of ungrudging sacrifice, of heroism without the 
limelight, which his position enabled him to see and his 


Mr. Ian Hay is a model of discretion, and in The Last 
Million (Hopper axp Stoventon) he says much that is 
charming and much that is wise. His mission here is to 
conduct the American Army, or a select portion of it, over 
a perplexing but patriotic England, and dump them on 
the battle-zones of France. It would be impossible to 
find a cheerier cicerone or one capable of apologising with 
more humour and tact for the eccentricities of Great Britain, 
while constantly reminding the United States that we too 
had a share in the Great War. He is at his best, I think, 
in explaining the methods of fighting, both general and 
particular, which the contending armies employed in 1918. 
This he does with an intelligibility and accuracy that other 
writers—more technical or more romantic—might well envy. 
In the actual incidents which he describes he is not always 
so successful. There is a good account of a trench raid in 
the American sector, but the visit of two hospital nurses 


not plausible. Nor is the introduction (made in a quite 
casual manner, as if it were more or less a matter of ordi- 
narv routine) of the suicide of one of them who has loved 
“too much and too wildly.” One can drift a good distance 
away from the paths of one’s early teachers without caring 
to see good men travestied, and cheapened. 


My only grievance about Miss Marsorie Bowen's Crimes 
of Old London (OpHams)—London of the rapier and sedan- 
chair—is that the crimes, a subject I dearly love, fill hardly 
more than half the book, and then are short stories about 
crimes rather than the carefully documented relations I had, 
gratuitously perhaps, led myself to expect. 1 thought that 
Miss Bowen, who is quite at home with musty old records 
and has a particular talent for detailed reconstruction, 
would have done this sort of thing so well. I rather think 


are, most of them, if not all, mere short stories out of her 
head, not embroideries of actual fact. They are not un- 
interesting—on the contrary; but they lack the authentic 
| air. And I am bloodthirsty enough to demand real, not 
‘imaginary, murders. The dissertations on the Seven Deadly 








to the front line seems 

a little out of place fo 
and a concession 
rather to the film- 
fanciers than to the 
demands of the Anglo- 
Saxon entente. Nor 
do I care very much 
for such phrases as 
‘‘ stretcher - bearers 
with their patient 
cheery freight.” But 
everything ends in a 
blaze of glory with 
the announcement at 
Paris of the signing 
ft the Armistice and 
the ecstatic fraternis- 
ing of Sammies, Tom- - 
mies and poilus., If Native. “To Be suReE, Sir, THIS PL 
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Sins, by an old French 
monk (of some deli- 
berately vague period 
5 —say pre-Renaissance 
for a shot), are un- 








show our author in an 
entirely unexpected 
but, I should judge 
from these samples, 
readily exploitable 
vein. 

To welcome Crab- 
tree House (GRANT 
RICHARDS) is irre- 
trievably to convict 
oneself of being old- 
fashioned. The “ mo- 
derns’”’ will not con- 
sider it a work of art, 
and for all I care 


Way, Ii 
STALLS AND 


SEEMS ONLY 
A PHRENO- 


ACE ‘AS GROWN. 
JER, TWO WHELK 








who is unwilling to|‘0G'? 
give America due credit for her share in the final triumph, 
this is undoubtedly the stuff to give them. 





In a “Coda” to The Bonfire (Hetyemany), of which the | 


| scene is set in a Jesuit school in England, Mr. AnrHony 
| Brenpon explains that he has tried to “ present the recog- 
| nition by the Jesuits of the spiritual values of life’ and 
also to protest against the teaching of hell-fire to children. 
| The book has an interest mainly for those who have been 


educated by the Jesuits and those outsiders who have 
a fairly serious interest in their spiritual system and edu- 
cational method. For Kensitites the fathers in these 


| pages are in the main too virtuous and harmless to be 
| interesting. For the guileless reader I must enter a caveat. 


It would be difficult to maintain that any incidents or 
characters in this disjointed tale are impossible; but 
they are often extremely unlikely, and the whole emphasis 
seems to be wrong. An abnormally sensitive boy like Luke 


Trevor might have had his life darkened by the thought 
of hell-fire, but though, at the date roughly indicated, 
very horrible pictures of a material hell were painted by 
| zealous preachers it wasn’t by any means a hell-fire religion 


that was taught. These studies of priests haunted by the 
fear of death, or being confoundedly astute or talking of 
love to their pupils in the way old Father Joe does, are 





they may be right; but the fact remains that to read it 
is to obtain refreshment and repose. Mr. Hower Evans 
is as it were president of a society for protecting his 
pleasant people from being unduly preyed upon and 
maltreated, and I am glad to enrol myself as a member of 
|that fraternity. It would have been a thousand shames if 
the Harbotis and their faithful servant, and “Ma"’ Millner, 
and Reggie Kemp and the rest of these attractive folk had 
met with more than temporary ill-luck. In the course of 
this leisurely novel we are introduced to music-hall artistes 
(I like especially the man who could lift a donkey with 
his teeth), tramps, rogues male and female, and all sorts 
of curious people. They seem to belong to a world which 
has almost been forgotten, and I suggest that those who 
cannot go on a holiday at present should at least get a 
change of atmosphere by reading Crabiree House. 


| 
| 





From a cinema advertisement :— 

“A special attraction, ‘ Adventures among the Cannibals,’ in W hich 
one is introduced to a strange tribe which is rapidly dying out. 
Possibly the very monotonous diet upon which they feed—fish, cocoa 
nuts and stagnant and salty water drawn from a hole in the ground 
—is the cause. Unless this simple race receives assistance from the 
outside world it will soon die out.”—Local Paper. 





It seems a case for missionary enterprise. 
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too—but here, haply, my ignorance betrays me—that they | 


evenly diverting and | 
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“ It is not for us to leone ass nashomel 


of military defence,” savs The Morning 


Post. We think that our contemporary 
is unduly—almost morbidly—lacking 


LLoyp | 
th- 


out a threepenny morning paper. 


The Mexican Congress has pa 





RANZA. President WILson, it i 


cipated, will retort by passing an 


vote of confidence in himself. 


r ALFRED Butt is about to 


produce a new comedy entitled | 
The Telephone Call, C uriously | 

. as . } 
enough, that is the very name} 


that we had cont emplated for 


our next tragedy. 
* j 

“What is missing in Ire- 
land?” asks a contemporary. | 
Speaking generally, the ac-| 
cused * * 

* 

“ Professor Geddes, of St. 
Andrew’s University,” says a| 
news item, “ has been enga ged | 
by the International Zionist 
Commission to plan the new 
Je isalem.,”’ we rather ga | 
ered that the other Geddeses 
had the thing well in hand. 

* * 





Following on Mr. Sminwie's | 
statement that he could have |. 
been a Cabinet Minister with | 
five thousand pounds a year, | 
Mr. ArtHur HENDERSON now | 
declares that he could 
been Ambassador to Russia, | 
with a salary of eight thousand | 
pounds. It is no secret in York- | 
shire that if he had chosen to 
abandon his principles a cer- | 
tain strike-leader could have 


have 


been Lord Chancellor and had | 

a bath * * | 

* | 

French, British and pe On ites 
can liaison officers and 
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of Asylum Workers, 


TO A 


interpret 


in self-c nfidence 


“ Lunatics,” savs the National Union 


“are demanding 


shorter wor ours.” Yes, we knew 


le; 1 
King bh 
* 
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A woman tc 


old the Tottenham mi ugis- 
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only fair to add that Postiament was 
not sitting at the time. 


A serious quarrel was only just 
averted on a crowded Tube train the 
other evening, when a hand was acci- 
dentally jammed in the gate as it was 
closed, It appears that two passengers 


both claimed it as theirs and were 
only appeased when the gate was re- 


the hand released, It 
- | proved t to belong to a thir rd party. 


" } 
;Openedad ana 


| x 
| Quite a commot 


ion was 
| caused last week at a station 
“@ jon a well-known South Coast 
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NEW HOUSE 
THE BELL STUCK.” 


jrailway. A train arrived so 


MAP OF | punetually that a porter in his 
\ Buttercup |confusion was heard calling 
Esrate jout the name of the previous 


station, x * 

The Australian private who 
was reported by a contempor- 
ary to have saluted a subaltern 
in the Strand last Tuesday now 
writes to explain that he mis- 
took the officer's attempt to 
knock a fly off his ear for a 
salute and was merely acknow- 
ledging it. : * 


‘Even the nerves of insects 
|have been affected by the 
| War,” states a naturalist. This 
| explains why so many of the 
| little pests who appear to be 
suffering from the jumps are 
now to be found recuperating 
| at seaside lodgings. 





| 
| Comment is being made up- 


jon the fact that in spite of 
iSir Jonn Brapsury’s distin- 


| guished public services his 

| autograph continues to fetch 
little or nothing. 

x % 

| és high Treasury official re- 

j couty declared that he could 





get plenty of men with Uni- 


rs| trates that her husband had given her | versity os for two hundred 


have formed a society called the Asso- 


The 


ciation of the Sphinx. 


pre 


sident 


has explained that the part of the 
Sphinx emblematic of the United Stat 


Ss 
is the lion’s tail. 

\ new uniform of a darker shade of 
blue, it is announced, has been de 
signed for the Royal Air Force. The 
present shade, seems, does not ad 


quately reflect the financial situati 


7 


At West Ham Police Court a sol 


pointed out the dangers of boardin; 


moving train. Travellers in 


to whether 


VOL. CLYVIT, 


a@ train is moving « 
should consult the guard. 


4 


doubt 


ul 


a 


S 


ot 


ling he 


| 


| 


impressed 


relied on 
] 


a black eye in May of each year since} 
their marriage. It would be interesting | 
to know what system of memory-train- 
had adopted, or whether he just 
a note in his diary. 

When told that Herr Esnert had taken 
oath as German Imperial Presi- 
dent, the rx-Crown Prince is said to 
have inquired sympathetically if any- 
thing else had been missed. 


* 


the 


> 
Thirty Indian soldiers awaiting their 
return to their native shores were 
shown over the Houses of Parliament 
a few days ago and seemed very greatly 
. by they saws It 


what 


The Universities, we 
| understand, bane retorted by saying 
ithat they cannot get men with Treas- 
ury qualifications at any price as long 
as the demand for plumbers’ assistants 
remains unsatisfied. 


pounds a yea 


Milk is to be a shilling a quart. 
Whether this will have the effect of 
making the stuff attractive to the plu- 
tocracy of labour remains to be seen, 

- 

An ingenious fraud committed by 

means of a telephone message was de- 





1S | 


scribed at Westminster police-court, 
How the defendant managed to get 
through still remains a mystery. 
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A Farewecrn From A Departmentarn Heap. 


The Prove MrisTER, in a letter to the various Government Of 
| has pointed out to heads of departments that unless the remove 
upertluous employees they will have to be remov: d themselv 


' . . 
Now for the last time, on official duty, 





The powdered joy-puff to your nose apply 
And through the mist of tears that veils its beaut) 
Give me, for this last time, the old glad eye; 
Never again, fulfilled of tea and erumpet, j 
Here through your prattling lips sball laughter flow 
Lioyp Grorce has spoken (almost like a trumpet), 
And you have got to go. 


Farewell! the happy, happy, times are over! | 
But please don’t put this down to me, my dears 
I would have kept you on like pigs in clover, 
Steadily on for years and years and years; 
| had no option—just a moment’s sick doubt, 
| Then conscience showed me where the right course lay ; 
, 
| 


« Kick,” said the Voice from Deauville, “ or be kicked out !’ 
And I arranged to stay. O.S8 


Or eourse Frederick ought not to have been there at all 
| For one thing, regulations were dead against it, and for 
| another his bank balance had been ordered complete rest for 
at least a month. The atmosphere of a Casino is notori- 
ously unhealthy for a weak and ailing bank-balance. 
However, he was there, watching the crowpier pass his 
magie wand over the green cloth, and noting figures with a 
stub of pencil on an envelope back. Percival interrupted 
him in a calculation involving the misuse of five figures, 
“Don’t do it, Frederick, old légume,” he said. “ These 


like you.” 

“S-h-h!” said Frederick, ticking off units on his fingers 

and tens on his thumbs, “ I’m working out a system.’ 

Nother reeruit for the army of Cox's disinherited,” 
groaned Percival. “ Don’t you know the management fat- 
tens on people who invent ehance-tight systems? Every 
| time they see a new system coming along they buy a new 
safe to hold the proceeds. Save the money to buy some 
thing useful—sueh as Egyptian cigarettes or pink thirst- 
quenchers,” 

“If you don’t speculate you don't accumulate,” replied 
Frederick, borrowing the vocabulary of the Crown and 
Anchor expert. “ Foller my system an’ you comes in 
wheel-barrows an’ goes away in motor-ears. | hotfers 
my clients—meaning you, Percival—a chawnce of mone 
for nothink, and I only ask the loan of fifty franes to 
provide the necessary capital.” ; 

“If I refuse to lend it, my cheery old bank-smasher,” said 
Pereival, * you will ever hold it as a reproach over me t! 
I stood between you and untold wealth. If, on the other 
hand, I lend it, [ may retain your friendship but lose 
the money. Therefore I take a last farewell to this note 
and hand it to you. But don't ask me to wait and see it 
sacrificed to the system. I regard it as dead, but I don’t 
feel called on to attend the funeral.” 


at 


no visible signs of opulence. 
“Probably I am touching on a painful subject,’ 


franes kept afloat before it finally sank.” 





worked heantifully.” 
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THE PASSING OF THE WHITEHALL FLAPPER. | 


| ciphering.” 


strenuous mental exercises are too trying for a mere nursling | 


Percival, “but I am curious to know how long the fift y | “Owing to the heat, Judge 


“It didn’t sink—at least not all of it. The system 











| «TJ don’t see notes fluttering from you like autumn leay 

, ios -) ’ p : LVes, 
and I observe you are drinking water. Did your arithmetie 
llet you down? I know you aren't highbrow stuff at the 


| «No, it all worked out like the staff plans for an Aldershot 
| sham fight or the menu at a Brigade dinner—not a single 
lhiteh. But L’Il tell you from the beginning. 

“Tf you remember, the tables were pretty crowded, | 





got my money changed, and the system was all tuned up 
ready to start off by itself. The only thing that gave me 
the chilly spine was the fear that the Old Man or some of | 
the red tabs might come in and spot me. ‘Course there | 
would be no harm if I was just watching, but if the Old | 
| Man spotted me playing there would be the uncle and aunt 
of a wiggin’ for little Freddy.”’ 

Percival nodded sapiently. “I’ve had some,” said he, | 

‘‘ Now, if there is one thing we have learned in this War | 
lit is the art of digging in and fighting behind cover, so | 
'reconnoitred the ground and selected a tactical position 
behind a fat Frenchwoman and her husband. Having dug 
myself in I used indirect fire over Madame’s shoulder to 
get my stakes on the table. Naturally it would be necessary 
to come out into the epen to collect my winnings, but the 
\idea of my system is that you hang behind and keep drop- 
ping franes all along the course, and then you double up 
fand come in with a big scoop at the finish. Compree?” 
| «Qld fruit, the Prince of Monaco buys a new diamond 
levery year for the crown jewels out of that systei.” 
“Hecan't. It's my invention and I've got the patent | 
rights. But tocontinue. I'd been pegging away dropping | 
| francs on Neméro Huit till thirty of our fifty had gone, and 
| I’d laid the remaining twenty to bring off my big seoop. | 
|The ball rolled round and round, trembled on the edge of 
| 
} 
' 





the eight and 
“ Rolled into the five.” | 
“No, it didn’t. It rested like a cuckoo on the eight, 
and the crowpier pushed a hundred-and-forty frances to my 
| side of the table. I was just emerging from cover to piek 
| it up when I spotted the Old Man on the other side of the 
| table glaring in my direction. F eould tell he hadn't seen 
| me, but he was looking to see who if was had pulled off 
}the maximum, What was I todo?” 
[ dunno. What were you?’ 
“Don’t ask silly conundrums, I daren't pick up the 
money and give myself away. Better to lose the one-forty 
than imperil my gratuity, Then I had a sudden inspiration | 
you know how they come over me—and I whispered in 
jmy best French into the ear of the fat amiable Freneh- 
|} woman who was camoutlaging me: ‘ Will you have the 
kindness, Madame, to continue gambling for me—for luck? 
| I shall return in a few minutes.’ 


| 
| 
| 


} ‘** Volontiers, M’sievr,’ she answered. 

| “FE bent down and slipped out of the room, and in ten 

{minutes I returned to see her emerging from the salon 

| with her husband. She threw up her hands with a gesture 
worthy of Bernnarnpr herself. 

|} “8 Jag she said, ‘J'ai perdu tout!” 

| ‘Frederick, old mutt,” said Percival with emotion, “) 

the charm of your society were not more precious than all 

| the fifty franeses in the world I'd jump on you with both 


uis désolée, M'sieur ! 


t| feet. I heard the Old Man telling the Adjutant just now 


> : , 
that the restrictions on gaming were not being enforeed 


They met the following day at luneh, but Frederiek bore during Joy-time, and he 'd had a flutter last night and won 
‘vege thousand franes.”’ 
said 








let off his wig at County 
Court vesterday .”"— Provincial Paper. 


iW e understand that the wig was accused of interfering 
ok ee —. 

with the administration of justice. 
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THE KNIGHT ERRANT. 
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‘HOLD TIGHT, MA‘'AM; HE’LL QUIET DOWN DIRECTLY.” 
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iN an, spc im nnd came 


| menced to ring. 


| for breakfast and the buggy to be pol 
| ished, for Mrs. Clapshaw still kept the 


| 


_ named in the old days—had died last 


| Fall, 


j 






















THE OLD HOMESTEAD. 

(In grateful remembrance of the daily 
New England life in American novels.) 

Maisie Clapshaw awoke with a jump 
as the alarm clock beside her bed com 
It was four o'clock 
and she had almost over-slept. She 
began to dress quickly, for there were 
the chores to do, a turnover to be baked 


old farm going, though her husband 
* Hard-fisted Jim" he had been nick- 


Maisie slipped on her plain gingham 


QE 
ASA 


Mother. “You pox't MIND FOR A FEW MINUTES, Sin? 





gown. It was quite colourless, and had 
been turned so many times that she 


the twins: 
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‘ 


YER SEE, ‘IS FAT 
Winnie had died of bron 

chitis, and Jim Clapshaw—Hard-fisted 
Jim—had cried like a child. Then there 
were Bridget, Daisy and Mollie. As 
she reached the bottom of the stairs 
she realised she had remembered them 
all. When she entered the kitehen she 
began to think of her eight brothers 
rm all by name and 


some vhing characteristic of 


She remembered the 
thought of 
each, 
Soon she had the fire going and was 
washing clothes, baking the turnover, 
and 
doing the numerous things she had 


sweeping, sorting the tea-leaves 
done since childhood, 

At seven they breakfasted 
simply in the big kitehen. On the 
table crupulously clean, 


o'clock 


\ 
Which Wa 


had forgotten which side was which, | there were two tea cups, two saucers 
| It had belonged to each of her seven! 


| sisters in turn,all of whom had turned it. 


| Shethought of each of them as she went 


downstairs, There was Jinny, who had 
married a rich man and had never done 
the chores since. There was Susy, who 
| had gone to teach in Boston— Maisie 
remembered she had worn a pair of 
light-brown shoes which squeaked ; 
she remembered the squeak quite well. 
| Then there were Minnie and Winnie, 


a basin of coarse brown sugar, a china 
tea-pot, fou plates, two knives, two 
forks, a bowl of curds and whey, a large 
loaf of home-made bread, a dish of last 
year's pickled nasturtium seeds, a salt 
cellar andthe now crisply-browned turn 
over. When breakfast was over, Maisie 
cleared away the things while her 
mother made the beds, counted the 





chicks, hoed the onions, tossed the hay 
and plaited a straw hat for Maisie. ~ 


, OEPTEMBER 





AN * » | 





BR Watire pant 





HER 'ASN'T GOT A BEARD,” | 


Then, when the buggy and horses had 
gathered 
me sweet 


been groomed and the sedge 
and put to dry, Maisie made 

wine of apple -juice and nicotine and 
designed a dress for herself out of an 
old curtain. As the morning wore on | 
she began to make preparations for | 
dinner. The location of the farm was | 
remote and so she killed and plucked “| 
home-grown fowl, carefully saving the 
feathers for a pillow for her mother as 





a surprise for Thanksgiving Day White} 
the bird was roasting she set about | 


freezing a custard, oiling the vinegar | 
|and churning some butter. After din- | 
ner there was the sheep-shearing, the | 
long wool to be separated from the | 
short, eggs to be hatched, chestnuts (0 | 
be canned and all the daily routine of | 
the Old Homestead to be gon » through 
before sundown. ° 

For supper Maisie made a dumpling 
of the cold fow! and knocked up & pud- | 
ding from the chestnut-rinds over from | 
the canning. After supper she and her 
mother sat quietly hemming dusters 
and singing the songs that they had all 
sung since childhood. 

When Maisie retired to bed she set 
| her alarm clock carefully for four o'clock, 
eager to begin the work of another day. 


j 


| 








Aare nave 





adie 





othe Oh REO 

















eee 





J sept Netate = 


Pe ODRE Ore 








} 


| like receiving the morning's milk or} 


; you one 


| the face of the enemy, 
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PINS, SAFETY. 

Dip the safety pin play its humble 
part in winning the Great War? Ask 
the 0.0. Anti Gas who has 
and trained some millions of the little 


collected 
creatures. For myself | cast 
persions on its temper and tenacity in 
What | ao ay 


is that the safety pin is losing the 


no as 


Peace. “In good company,” you will 
say. I agree. But let me pursue my 


single crusade against expensive insig 
nificance Mr. Luoyp GEORGE and the 
others can wait. 

[he voucher morning 
neatly made out in triplicate—Army 
Form G.982, if you must know. Now 


arrived this 


the receipt of a voucher in the Army | 
| is not a matter to be dealt with lightly, | 


‘I here's al 


othe 


the Freedom of the City. 
ways a chance that the 
has le 
account” or the “Mode of conveyance 


or the “ Number of sheets forming this 


voucher. 


beginning ‘It is not understood,” and | 
that makes you one up on him for the] 
O.B.k. Of course if you don't spot the 


omission then by-and-by the Audit o 
the Treasury or the O. i/c Waste Pro 
lucts twitches one into you commence 
ing “ Please explain,” 
down, 
| summoned 


and that 


the chief 


| foreman in charge of the pattern-room 





and the blue-eyed boy who coaxes the 
telephone, and we gave that voucher 


the once over. It was absolutely air 
tight, the real Peruvian doughnuts, as 
they say in New York, and then some, 
PINS, SAFETY 2: SAMPLES 

He was a crafty man who thought 
of that “SAMPLES.” Ilad it not been 
there I should certainly have taken his 
middle stump with an “ It is not unde: 
stood,’ inquiring whether they were} 
“ Pins, safety, Q.M R.A.F., overseas de 


tachments only,” or “‘ Pins, safety, non 
corrosive, Submarine Miners’ Trouser 
for the suspension of,” 


Anti 


at 
There was no getting 


voucher (** Accessories, Gas’ 
he had added. 


away from that, 
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fellow | 


{ something out, the “ Period of 


If so you write him a letter | 


leaves | 


clerk, the] 





5 payers, 
But he was} 
no fool, the fellow who compiled that | 


a | 
| 


us A JoB?” 


~ 


YOU GIVE 


Builder. “I THINK 80 COME ALONG WITH ME INTO THE YARD AND WE'LL 


FOREMAN,” 


MY LAD. 
Oe | rit 
Boy. “Ay, BUT 
Boy. “ AY 


Builder, “Ost rounp 


wor’s THE pay?” 


AND 'OW MANY TIMES A WEEK DO YER PAY I1 





|bit and are now to be sold in their | than yesterday, mayhap, resolutely 
lteeming millions to the thankful tax- | wrote these two pins off Ledger Charge, 
all too long the palpitating | lightly erased them from the Weekly 
You will | Stock-sheet,cheerfully—almost defiantly 
struck them from the Tally. Do 
and 





vietims of pin- 
| therefore exhibit these two sample pins, 
| these Gemini of Pindom, to such of the} you therefore proceed at 
may call to inquire about|choking back your emotions, to take 
jthem upon Ledger Charge. Prepare 


prohteers, 


once, 


public is 
them, not omitting to point out that 


7 ext : 

And all the rest was perfect. The|the minimum number of pins which | also and with all the customary for- 
fellow had thought of everything.|can be sold to any one customer is| malities a nice fresh Tally. Further, 
Thus, Description of Package” wa | thirteen tons. Nete further that they | omit not to record their presence upon 


given as “ P,P.” (Postal Package). He 
had even thought of some things twice 
over, for the voueher went on to say 
“ Mode of conveyance, Post.”’ 
Thoughtfully I addressed inyself to 
the staff. “These pins, | observed, 
“which, mark you, are no ordinary o1 
prickly pins, but pins made safe for 
democracy, have so to speak done their 


fare anti-gas pins, which no doubt en-}the Weekly Stock sheet. Lastly, as 
|hances their value. If you can't sell| there may be some possibility of their 
| the inquirers thirteen tons of pins sell| being mistaken for one another, attach 
| them acopy of Surplus, price threepence, | to each a strong label bearing respec- 
Our motto is, ‘Take care of the pins| tively an inscription as follows: 

ee the public will look after the Pin, Safety. Anti-Gas, sample ‘A’ 
| pounds.’ (or if you prefer it ‘ James’). 
“Tn the meanwhile don't forget that Pin, Safety. Anti-Gas, sample ‘B’ 
| some light-hearted hero, no longer ago (or ‘John’).” 
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| place at Shepperley a sort of feeling 


| be of the party. 
| elobe-trotter and rather épris with 


| always captivate women. 


| Gunter, as it were, if possible) | 


| the labels of hotels at Marseilles, 


| torso of ny kit-bag I travelled 
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THE GLOBE-TROTTER. 
As I fingered the Sheldon-Browns 
invitation for the week-end to their 


came over me as if my withers were 
being wrung. No doubt I think it 
inust have been caused by jealousy, 
for Gunter, so Lucy Sheldon-Brown 
said in her letter of invitation, was to 


[ had heard of Gunter but had never 
him. I understood him to be a 


+ 
rie 





No doubt he had told her 


These things 


Lucy. 
travellers’ tales. 


On Friday my eye caught a 
somewhat similar advertisement 
to the one reproduced in the 
pages of Punch (issue of July 
16th), which offered foreign 
hotel labels for swank-potting 
p irposes, 

“T too,’ I said, “ will be a 
vlobe-trotter and biff the odious 
Gunter with his own petard,” 

So I wrote for a sample set of 
thels of out-of-the-way places 

o as to avoid running into 


and received what was deseribed 
as “Series 14,” which ineluded 


Cairo (Shepheard’s Hotel, the 
only one I knew by name out of 
he twelve labels sent),Colombo, 
Sarawak, and several other 
Oriental spots. ‘“ Sarawak,” I 
aid, “is my trump-card, I 
think.” 

Having arranged the whole 
eries very artistically on the 


down to Shepperley on Friday 
evening. The Sheldon-Browns 
(péve et fille), Gunter and I 
formed the house-party. 





CH, 





and lie freely about without fear of | 
detection.” ol 

Slamming my cue into the rack, for 
my blood was up into the high num-| 
bers, I strolled over to the sofa and sat} 
down heavily on the other side of Lucy. | 
Gunter scowled. 

Mastering my feelings, I smiled and 
‘ ‘Borneo? Yes, | 


said almost sweetly, 
lovely place, isn’t it ? 

Gunter started. ‘You have been| 
there?” he said, in a tone that seemed | 
to imply a sceptical att tude. 

This sent my blood further up till it 
touched the top and rang the bell. | 
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EX-PRIVATE PARKINS MECHANICALLY SALUTES 


HIS SARTORIAL SUPERIOR. 





The conversation at dinner that! 
night was not particularly geographical. 
True, Scarborough was mentioned, and 
Widnes was lightly touehed upon, but 
I was quite at home in these latitudes 
ind held my own with Gunter. 

But after dinner we retired to the 
billiard-room, and whilst I played a 
hundred up with old Sheldon-Brown, 
Gunter snookered Lucy in a corner and 
took her (in imagination) to the far 
corners of the earth, 

The game was just over and old 
Sheldon- Brown had gone off on a 
search, probably fruitless, for whisky, 
when I heard Gunter say something 
about Borneo. 

“Surely,” I said to myself, “this 
globe-trotting bounder might have left | 
one corner of the world unguntered, 





one little spot that I could call my own 





saw red and other colours in several 
shades, but I still managed to smile. 

‘‘ Er—yes, some years ago,” I said. 
“ Top-hole place.” 

‘Oh, do tell me about it,” said Luey, 

What else could I do? Sueh girls 
as Lucy Sheldon-Brown do not grow 
on every family tree. Gunter should 
not oust me from Borneo without a 
struggle. 

“ Whieh way 
Gunter, ; 

“Oh, the usual route,” I said, « Mavr- 
seilles, Cairo (Shepheard’s Hotel there, 
of course), Colombo and—and the way 
you probably went.”’ ; 

“Very likely,” said Gunter. 


did go? * said 


you 


“ And 


| whereabouts did you stay in Borneo? ” 


he asked, his voice apparently trembling 
With emotion. ° 
“ It'’s—er—rather a long time ago,” 
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| airily. 








I said dreamily, ‘and you probably 
wouldn't know the little village that 
was my objective.” 
Gunter made a peculiar noise in his 
throat. “Sara-Sarawak?"’ he asked. 
me | only stayed a night there,” I said 
“IT trekked into—er 
Quite the wildest 


Southern 
Borneo. part 
what?” 

“Quite, I shouldsay,” Gunter agreed: 
“though [ have not been further than 
Sarawak,” 


Tsaid, “Never been further than | 


Sarawak ? My dear fellow. you 


—— 


“This is money for nothing,” I said | 
inwardly. “This is where | begin to | 
get the bulge on Gunter.” Aloud | 


don’t begin to know Borneo till | 


& nicely powdered back on the 
odious Gunter. I couldn't resist 
such an urge. 

“So far as I remember,” |] 
said slowly, “ when I left Sara- 
wak I took the first turning to 
the left and followed the path 
leading to the mountains, which 
run along the centre of the 
island” (the map had shown me 
these). ‘* After taking this path 
for about one hundred and 
tlairty-five miles or so I turned 


divide, and, after walking over 
| mountains and valleys for about 
| another two hundred and fifty 
iniles I came toa village. Here 
I distinetly recollect that I had 
to ask the way. The headman 
could speak a kind of Lingua 
Franea, and with that and a few 
signs and wonders [ managed 
| to reach——. ‘There, I've forgotten the 
iname of the wretched little village— 
some name like Songalong or Wangaloo, 
chiefly huts—and palm-trees, of course.” 

“Oh, of course,” Gunter said in an 
endeavour not to be out of the scene. 

‘And of course Dyaks.” 

“ Naturally,” said Gunter. 
| ‘Some of their customs,” I continued 
with confidence, “are very quaint; for 
instance——”’ 

But my apparent familiarity with 
such outlandish regions and their iM- 
habitants was evidently too much for 
Gunter, who rose at this point and 
went off to help old Sheldon - Brown 
to tind the whisky, he said, So I spent 
|@ pleasant hour teaching Lucy the use 
jof ‘the long rest” (entailing several 
hand-holds) and inventing manners 
and customs for the Dyaks for which 
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lyou've been up-country, into 
| the—er—the hinterland.” 

| Gunter winced a distinet | 
| winee at my evident familiarity 
with my subject. . 
‘You simply must tell me all | 
j about it,” Lucy urged, turning | 


to the right, where the roads | 
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WAS LIGHTING THE GAS 


hey would probably not thank me. | 

: . . ¢ se 3 9 I 
yas tl rilled, and as Gunter didnt 
return J that either the 


whisky was found or that he had gone 


concluded 


YSTABLE, AND WAS BLOWN OUT OF 


LOCAL COLOURISTS. 
Harpy enough attention has been 

paid to the announcement that Mr. 

Lytron Strracuty has taken a flat in 


THE WINDOW—PUT ONL) 





NORTHCLIFFE are approaching com- 
pletic n, alternates visits to his dainty 
bungalow on Mount Carmel with resi- 
dence in Pitt Street, Campden Hill. 

work the 


Dr. beipars’ 


to bed in disgust great on 
By the tine Gunter and I left by| Kensington Gore, facing the Albert} prosody of Cuartes Lamp is now in 
the 9.27 for Town on Monday morning | Memorial, with the obvious purpose of ithe press. It is interesting to know 


(nothing but the infrequency of trains 
made us companions) I was several up | 
i Dim but I was heartily thankful 


wt during the journey he avoided the| 


ign travel. In fact, he 


buried mself in his newspaper. 1 
Cad Mle 
\s we neared King’s Cross I notice 


ng at my kag in the rack 


BPOVe Dy ] retaliated instantly 


ead. 


by staring at jis bag in the rack above} ¢ 


sig ed. His 
lief 


1 don't 


head. He sighed; | 
sigh sounded like one of re 
reliei or a peace-night peas-bladder at 
the point of death, but it was certainly 
DY relief. For bag 


caused Gunter's 





uke mine, was plastered with an un 
gdenlably genuine set of ‘pe l4 
| labels. 
I rl nuns i 23 t pia i 
ery any capacity ; do entire work of hous 
! iditions ; town, « try, abroad ; live 
lood, If Wag excellent servant, ex 
} t ‘ uv th ts. anythi ’ 


Times. 
fellow 


A thoroug} ly womanly young 


Know if mine sounded like a sigh of} 


i threatened 1 


six months 1 


jin his Pagan pranomen ; 


steeping himself in an atmosphere at- 
tuned to the composition of his long 

fe of Queen Victoria. 
There was a time, not so very long 
ago, when hasty critics condemned the 
practice of who studied local 
as a preliminary to creation. 


writers 
c ylour 
No doubt the @ preparations were some 
times crudely and hurriedly undertaken, 
but the method has never failed to 
he true artist and 


nscientious ex 


} } 


seit 
und more c 


mnmend if to the 

1 

nas neve 
aA , 

present aay. 


Roarr Fry, who 


at the 
For example, Mr. 
jon an epoch-making mono- 
h Avaustus Joun, has de- 


ponents than 


is engag 
cr} ip 1 on \Ir 
cided to spend 
n Wales, in order to satur- 


ate himself, first, in the magnificentia 
Rome, which inspires our great artist s 
colossal cartoons and is adumbrated 


and, second, 


| in the Celtic fervour which is his family 


heritage and is exhaled from his mighty 
and monosyllabic surname. 

Mr. Crartes Wuisriey, whose Par- 
allel Lives of Lord CuatuHam and Lord 


six months in Rome and | 


that during its preparati mn the Laure- 
ATE lived partly in Shepherd Market, 
vartly on Shepherd's Hill, Highgate, 
land latterly on Mint Pavement. Tab- 
| lets to commemorate his sacrifices in 
the interests of biographical realism 
will no doubt be ere cted by the toyal 
Society of Arts. 








To Keep the Home Fires Burning. 
“ The orders received have already absorbed 
the second large edition of The Daily —— 
Cookery Book. Place your order at for 
this is a book which will bea help to you when 
fuel i Daily Paper. 


once 
scarce and dear.” 
“He came from a part of N where 
there are huge factories for the production of 
from the air, which is a well-known 
vik centre.” — Nottingham Evening Pos 


rway 


| 

| 

} hitrates 
| Bolshe 


What is our Marshal of the Air doing ? 


* The Times understands that the Shaw of 
Persia, who is coming on a visit to this 
country, left Teheran on August 12th.” 

Trish Paper. 
It is understood that, on reading this, 
“G. B. 8.” at onee instructed his 
solicitors to institute proceedings. 




















- 
i 
et 
i 
ai 
t 
7 


sity “> ram 








meen 





3 
; 
i 
: 
- 


-weremrenanins Gaia Sep maO AS. 








pens 


oye 


eater se A Nein Ne 


Ns i He a 


sis 


es 





Lia shi 


ws 


mete 


a eee 
When ta ei * 


ore 


“208 PUNCH, OR THE LONDON 


Caan 








| HOLIDAY TOSH. 
| By TxHroposia, 
Contributor of “ Tea-Cup Twaddle” to 
| « The Peeress,” and of “ Boudoir Bab- 
blings” to * The Flapper.” 
| Ant the world’s away to the sea, the 
| mountains and the moor, and we, the 
| world’s better half, are askin’ ourselves | 
now as ever the biggest question in life, 
“ How can I look young and lovely?” 
For girls who've been girls some 
/time and who've got a worried look 
‘long of readin’ all the frightful things 
in the papers "bout what's happened, 
| what's happenin’, and what's goin’ to 
happen, I don’t advise the seaside. 
The glare, salt winds, “‘ What are the 
wild waves saying?” ‘n’ all that sort 
of thing are a bit tryin’ and unbecomin’. 
| But if you must go take one of Falla- 
lerie’s “ Seaside Beauty Baskets,” which 
contain simply everything for keeping 
the hair safe from the winds, the 'plex- 
| ion safe from the glare, and in short 
for keeping the seaside quite at arm’s 
length! Sounds 'surdly contradictory, 
doesn't it? To go to the sea and take 
all these precautions against it! But 
we women ave contradictory—it’s part 
of our charm. 

Lady Flutterwell, who did such 'stra- 
ordinarily good work during the War 
in runnin’ a dance-hall for Allied troops 
at Mseapadeville, is having a lovely rest 
time at her place in the Isle of Wight. 
She's a big party there, and I hear of 
rippin’ beach-dances by moonlight, or 
starlight, or whatever old thing is on 
duty in the sky, when bathin’-kit is | 
worn and all the jewels. That fasci- 
natin’ uncanny creature, Twirlinsky, of 
the Russian Ballet, is of the party and 
is generally Lady Flutterwell’s beacl- 
partner, 

Seems to me the heat-wave’s been 
used, like charity, to “cover a multi- 
tude of what-d’-you-call-’ems.”" People 
have been ‘scusin’ themselves on ac- 
count of it for lots of little lapses! 

| Poor old heat-wave! It’s been worked 
for all it was worth. No wonder it 
struck at last. It had more reason 
than those miner creatures who won't 
mine. Best heat-wave story I ‘ve heard 
comes from Tatterly Towers, where a 
famous Family Ghost does stunts in 
the Haunted Corridor of the disused 
wing. There wasa houseful of guests 
of the effervescin’ brand, and rumours 
got about of ghostly figures being seen 
in the park at unholy hours. “ What’s 
this [ hear about something bein’ seen 
_ in the park in the middle of the night ?” 

asked Lord Tatterly, who’s dull and 
| heavy and believes in the Family Ghost: 

Answered Lady T., who's the opposite 
of heavy and doesn’t believe in any- 





heat-wave again. Can't expect the 
poor Family Ghost to stay in the 
flaunted Corridor in this weather. 
‘Course the poor thing comes out into 
the park.” , 

Glad to hear their impressions of our 
dear naughty old Babylon from provin- 
cial friends who’re invadin’ London. 
Yes, “ Rustica,” St. Paul's is a large 
building and, as you say, it’s got a} 
dome. It's ever so far more import- 
ant, “Country Cousin,” than seeing all 
those funny old Towers and Abbeys 
and Museums and things that you 
should get yourself a frock at Fragolet’s 
(Sloane Street) and an Anne Dixon 
hat (Hanover Square). 

Blew up to town the other day 
on biz and positively saw some People, 
with a big P, in the deserted village. 
Mrs, “ Croppy’’ Chaloner was in Bond | 
Street, just back from a tour of the | 
battlefields, lookin’ fitter than ever and 
still wearin’ her “Battlefield Tour”’ 
kit. It’s Désiré’s last word in tailor- 
mades, and if you get one don’t forget 
that a rather serious look’s worn with 
it, ’Fraid it sounds heartless, but what 
we've got to be is modern, isn’t it ? 

Happened on Lady “ Dickie” Delmont | 
havin’ solitary tea at Kickshaw’s. Like 
little me she was “ passin’ through” and 
gettin’ pretty-pretties. Tells me frocks 
at Douceville are worn short enough 
to show the honz soits, and those are in 
evidence even when stockings aren't; 
diamond-black velvet honis for choice. 
No grumblers can accuse us women of 
bein’ without visible means of support 
nowadays, canthey? Notice that Mrs. 
Grundy’s grandsons and daughters are 
howlin’ in the “‘ Should-wives-kiss-their 
brothers-in-law?” part of the dailies 
over the decay of morals—the frocks 
and want of frocks, the dancin’ that 
isn’t dancin’, the manny girls and girly 
men and all the rest of it. Silly old 
dears! Can't they see it 's just that we're 
all the children of the moment? If they 
must scold, let ’em scold the moment. 








} 








MORE HOWLERS. 
From an Examination for Army 
Educational Certificates. 


Juguiar.—A wild animal found in 


ee, 


(SerremBer 3, 1919, 


VARI, | pl toe 





nection with partridges. If we say a 
brace of partridges we mean three birds, 








Split infinitive.—A_ secret told by 
somebc uly to keep quiet, but he go and 
split on his pals by telling a policeman 
or somebody else the secret. 

Erample of a split infinitive.—There 
is no use arguing the question as you 
came into the business with one-tenth 
of what I put, so let it be a split intini- 
tive, as I am entitled to more than you, 

Board of Guardians.—This body of 
men are mostly attached to what is 
known as the workhouses of the differ- 
ent towns. 

Civil justice.—A Court where a ques- | 
tion of argument arises between two 
parties. In a civil justice court if a 
defendant is charged with doing a thing 
and he can get enough witnesses to 
prove that the same thing is not his 
doing, then he is treated with a little 
civility and dismissed. 








SIDE-LINES. 

Dr. Beatriz Crozier has astonished 
friends and admirers by revealing, in a 
series of articles in a London evening 
paper, that in his earlier days he was 
a patron of the prize-ring, numbering 
many famous boxers among his inti- 
mates. 

A rival newspaper, we understand, 
has made a generous offer to Sir 
WittrAM Orven for half-a-dozen short 
snappy articles on “ My Romantic 
Adventures as a Press Photographer ;” 
but the editor of the Church Family 
Newspaper had been unable to persuade 
Mr. Cuaries Hawrrey to contribute 
to the pages of that journal a few 
papers on * My Investigations in the 
Realm of Comparative Theology ;” and 
there is still some doubt whether Mrs. 
Humpnry Warp will entertain the sug- 
gestion that she should contribute a 
short series of ‘Practical Hints on Race- 
horse Training” to The Winning Post. 








A Fair Warning. 
“To be Let, Furnished Service House; 2 
| re-eption and 5 bed rooms, bath ; electric light; 





India, like a tiger in looks and build, 
but not so fierce. 


Jugular.—A person on the stage who 
does great feats with instruments which 
other people cannot do. 

Slough.—An animal without a shell, 
but rough hard skin on its back. It is 
like & snail. 

’ ’ 

Cogent.—Cogent means partner. One 
gentleman who works in business with 
another gentleman. 





thing, “ Easy to guess what it is. The 





Brace.—This word is used in con- 


” 
phone ; no servant worries, we pt vide them, 
Daily Paper. 
‘ Londoners may be contorted by the assur- 
j} ance that their city is not always the hottest 


place in a heat wave.” 
|Quite true. We went into a perfect 


kink of laughter when we read it. 


Evening Paper. 


Miss - was the most successful com- 
| petitor at the swimming gala on Thursday. 
She won the 50 yards ladies’ open race 12 
| seconds, and came in an easy first in the 100 
vards race for ladies, Her time in this event 
result of sitting on a railway spike.” 

Local Paper. 


A little accident of that kind often 








conduces to rapidity of movement. 
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THE PROFESSIONAL HUMOURIST PAYS A VISIT. 


WOULD YOU WRITE SOWE 
yY ALBu™ ? 





—AND NOW WE'LL ALL GATHER ROUND, CHICK? 
AND BE READY FOR A REAL Goop LavuGcn!”’ | 
} 
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“WELL, JOAN, STILL IN THE SAME PLACE? 





THE PICNIC, 
Dip we not swear, at many a meagre dinner 
In many a shell-hole at the seat of war, 
Whereby, it seemed, one kept on getting thinner, 
Because one always fed upon the floor, 
On foods half-cooked, or not at all, « 
And full of flies or eariwigs or sand 
Did we not swear, when England came out winner, 
We simply would not picnic any more ? 





canned,’ 


When one has chairs and table-cloths and glasses 


And all the things which make it good to eat, 


Why should one climb high cliffs and mountain-passes 


With paper packets of perspiring meat, 
To drink too thinly from the children’s mu gs 
And get chewed up by beetles and by bugs 
It is a myth that sitting in wet grasses 
Makes water whisky or cold mutton sweet. 


What is the point of perching on a thistle, 
A rock, an anthill, or some spikes of gorse, 
While people tell you, with a cheery whistle, 
* We didn’t put a corkscrew in, of course?” 
The pepper and the salt are both left out 
(Though what is that with so much dust 
about?), 
And all one’s sandwiches are filled with gristle 
Presumably intended for the horse? 


What is the point when, looking o’er the ocean, 
Pua i isa Tange and well- -equipped hotel 
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“Yrs, Unc SAME PLACE, BUT—DIFFERENT BUN.” 








W ith kniver s and forks and every kind of poti ion, 
And people paid for answering the bell ? 
What is the point, when every person there 
Is dressed at last in good civilian wear, 
Of waking up the sad extinct emotion 
Of being in the Army? Who can tell? 


Yet every morn, with hideous recollections 
Of iron rations and the cannon’s roar, 
One cuts the mutton into greasy sections 

And, labouring forth, consumes it on the shore; 
And, after all, the more a fellow feels 
The awful horrors of al-fresco meals 
The more it stimulates his stout objections 
To taking part in any future war. 


A. P. H. 


“Fifty years ago our ancestors used the stage-coach an 1 drank 
wine. Now they travel by train and drink one of the inn amend 
and delicious beverages of which as yet England is not allowed to 
know anything.” —Mr. P. W. Wison, writing from New York to“ The 
Daily News” in praise of Prohibition. . 


We are very grat teful for this graphic picture of social life 
in the E lysian Fields. 


“Has the difficulty of finding houses had anything to do with the 
interesting fact that you now see in the Temple various ‘ Mr, an 
Mrs.’ prefixes to the names of occupants of chambers ? 

“One thinks of these precincts of the law as an Adamless Eden, but 
nowadays they are more humanised by the addition of the other sex.” 

Daily Chroniele. 














The writer had better think again, 
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CENTRAL THEATRE IDEALS. 
At the close of the Drama League 
Stratford-on-Avon a 
meeting was held by the 1 ewly formed 
Central Theatrical Party to d 
aims and policy of the movement. 
Sir Stollery Skrine, who occupied the 
Chair, said he wanted to see throughout 


Conference at 


ISCUSS the 


the country a virile theatre, racy of the | 
soil, yet animated by the highest uplit, 


combining the abandon of the Restora- 
tion stage with the austere dignity of 
ne 

Loe 


‘Eschylean drama, the 
the film with the intensity of 


**spool ' of 
[usEN 


Mr. Ernest Grhys stated that the aim | 
of the Central Theatrical Party was to | 
effect a synthesis of the Great and the} 


Theatres. Standing outside a 


Little 


bookshop in the Brompton Road he had 


just put down a copy of SHAKSPEARE’S | 


works, when a young man picked it up 
and made the casual remark, ‘‘ SHAK- 
SPEARE has too much jawforme.” That 
young man touched the spot. But even 
the old dramatists had no monopoly of 
prolixity. If he might say so without 
offence, even Mr. SHAW had too much 
jaw. Concentration, condensation, com 
pression was the clamant need of the 
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1S ¢ ispera 
i 


ij hour, and a new lease of life was being 


| conferred on SHAKSPEARE by the enter- 
| prise of the film-producer. Already 
The Merchant of Venice had been re- 
| duced to its true perspective in the car- 
toon burlesque of Mr. Aston Dyrr, and 
the process of jaw-extirpation had been 
l taken in hand by Mr. Kenetm Foss, 
who proposed every year to direct two 
‘“‘super-productions ” based on the works 
| not only of SHaAKsreare, but of Dickens, 
| THACKERAY, SHERIDAN and STEVENSON, 
|The appeal to the eye was superseding 
lithe aAppe al tothe ear. The tvranny of 
| elocution was at an end, and the theatre 
vas now thrown open to the deaf and 
dumb. It was indeed a hopeful sign 
of the times that people no longer spoke 
t ’ but “on the 





| ~ 
of going *“‘on the stage, 


screen 

Mr. Java Ongtong, a student from the 
Solomon Islands, welcomed the toler- 
ant spirit of the preceding speakers. 
To run 


a doctrinaire theatre insisting 


on one form of art would be a great mis- 
i t ike The ideal theatre should appeal 
to all types—dolicocephalic, brachy- 


cephalic and mesocephalic. He him- 
| self belonged to the central or mesoce- 
phalic type. Nothing gave him greater 


y batsman is at last disposed of). “'E.'s Yitternp!’ 


ran k__ 
IFiqnolds 


, 


utterance of its musical eritic that “ the 
devil as bogy is now quite an anachro- 
nism” and that he is “a maligned and 
essentially misunderstood personality.” 


issue of The Times a writer had ex- 
pressed his approval of a play in which 
“the unsuccessful lover played his part 
so well that one can only regret that 
the lady could not accept them both,” 
The horizons of the drama were con- 
tantly expanding. Art was long, but, 
like a play of ArisTorHANRs, it ought 
to be as broad as it was long. The 
Central Theatrical Party should always 
be in touch with the circumference. 
During the discussion which followed 
views were expressed from Tahiti, Tierra 
del Fuego, Tibet, Oklahoma and Kili- 
manjaro. 





“Outfitters maintain that legitimate pecu- 
lation is worthy of reward.” —Daily Paper. 


We had already gathered that from 





their “ Accounts rendered,” 


pleasure than to read in the issue of | 
The Times for August 26th the noble | 


Mr. Brigham Younger, home from 
the Mormonsk Front, noted with satis- | 
faction, as a further evidence of this | 
enlightened tolerance, that in the same | 
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| months to making the article against forming contortions under maekin 


f 
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| myriad coves of the South-West coast, and Edisonian, 


embarrassed by what you plump upon. it—for during the summer months the} makers choose to call them, and a 
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Lady (after the Punch and Judy show), “Writ, | Must say, POR YOUR AGH THE PERFORMANCE WAS SPLI Npip,” 
Showman, “THanK You, Lipy, ANp, ur I May say rr, Ll’ PPOSED TO ‘AVE THB FINEST SQUEAK IN THE PROFESsI 
byes po ; is peculiarly inimical to any rapid a | Femains stubborn, is how to be for a 

? 4 . AJ Ta. d : : 
A BOON FOR BATHERS, sumption of under garments, and this| while honestly naked and yet unob- 


Like so many of the ideas of the stickiness only exposure to sun and air} served; and my invention, at any rate 
d J 
amateur inventor mine has come a little can remove. But neither sun nor air} where there is a backing of rocks 


| late; but it is too late only for this year. can reach us, because we are all, from | olves it. 


Wise carpenters will devote the coming the eminent judge downwards, pet My invention is this. A two-sided 
| open screen of the lightest possible | 
the summer of 1920, and next summer toshes or other protective shrouds, The} wood or wicker, similar in shape to a 
it will be wanted even more than this, result is that we become hot and often | towel-horse—which anyone can carry 
hecause after the chilly winter which cross, and for too long afterwards are| and which placed against the rocks and | 
Mr. Suri and his friends have been conscious of rucks and a general want of} hung with a mackintosh or rug will) 
ensuring for us there will be such # ease in all our clothes, and grit in our|make a boudoir. Bathers will undress 
rush to the seaside as never before. | socks land dress in the angle—* you in your 
Ilowever far we may as a Power Of course, the sensible solution would | email corner, [ in mine: ” and they | 
have progressed along the road to be to flaunt our own nudity and dis-| will undress freely, without trammels 
ruin, | prophesy that the bathing en- regard that of others; but the time is| The burden of carrying the screen will | 
thusiasm of next year will exceed that not yet. Some progress towards that|}be no more than a deck-chair. If the | 
of this. Utopian state may have heen made, | d Ly is very windy stones hung over the 
My invention is for those shores not unhelped by the picture papers, | screen will keep it steady, while when 
where there cannot be either bathing but much is yet to be accomplished.| bathing is over and repose sets in it 
machines or tents, and in particular the Meanwhile, then, we must be practical | will make a shade. 


“ I see (‘in the mind’s eye, Borrow 
where everyone has to find a rock, and An enterprising contemporat y, Which! ney”) the Cornish coast next summer 
there are not enough rocks to go round, certainly owes something to bathers,|thick with “Mr. Punch’s Portable 


while if you go round them you are* considering what bathers have done for| Dressing Rooms.” or whatever. theit 


I have one such cove in mind which whole energies of the photographic] blessing invoked upon my ingenuity 

every morning Is ® scene of nervous staff seem to be devoted to the exploit- levery time a bather emerges from his 
| discomfort. Behind every rock is a ation of “The Seaside Girl,” in order! beloved element. For it ig on emerging 
| bather-——often there are several—all in that its circulation may inerease—this| that the trouble begins Anyone can 
| the narrowest space and, fearful of paper has gone so far as to devise for| undre esing is, 
| strange eyes, endeavouring to perform tentless shores a cireular towel with a| 
| hurriedly a task which requires more hole in the middle for the head, beneat}: | waa tifull 
than most others leisure, serenity and | whose protecting but horribly clinging | me on <0 sey soe ae oy ‘uld keep 
| space ; I mean the drying of the haman folds the bathing costume may be dotted | hia men on his towa like Plum Warner.” 
| form after immersion in salt water, and and the other elothes donned: but that Morning Host 
in particular the elimination of sand. is not a solution of the problem, only| Though he has not quite so much ae 


8; but dressing is, at present, the 
devil, ae FEE Lave eo 

















G satar ' ee : on “m. 
Salt water leaves a stickiness which a compromise, The problem, which! commodation for them as“ W.G.” had. 























Sepremper 3, 1919 PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARL, I 








» a F - ? 
‘ Pa “ ‘ 
UNREST AT THE ZOO, 
kirst Camel. **Gur a move on! AREN'T YOU GOING Ot ro-pay?" 
Second Camel. “Nor me! Nov vor A Penny A RIDE WITH THE PRESENT PRICK OF FOOD.” 


| “Qh, dear, no,” he said with a sigh ‘* fine’! 


Miike PERIPHRASISTS, 


My dear fellow, things were 
and seeing my genuine concern he leant |‘ fine’ at the end of May— fine,’ mark 








Philipson is in the Air Ministry lover and whispered confidentially, * I }you, when the heroes didn’t arrive. At 

often wondered what his job was. Last | have to send the telegrams.” the beginning of June they were ‘ mag 
| Saturday I found out. We were to} ‘Do you?” IF said, rather interested. | nificent;’ at the end, * unprecedented 
| spend the afternoon together, so 1} “Vor the whole bunch,’ he added|in July they were ‘unique’ and Ta 
strolled round to his eflice about mid-| hoa ely. purist. The fate of Jones and Robinson 
| day to take him off with me. | “Really,” said 1, @ litthe impatient,}has hung over me for days, and now 
| He looked anxious when I entered, | for I wanted to hear his trouble. they ‘ve succeeded and I-—1 have failed 
but obviously pleased to see me. | “It'sawful!’’ he exclaimed with such | l'm bankrupt.’ He bowed his head on 
The next moment a telophone bell | intensity that TI blurted out, ‘‘ What ?"'| his arms. 
| rang. | «Sending the telegrams,” he hissed.| ‘ Don't say that,” I said. “* You are 

“Confound my luck!" said Philipson| Ile was obviou sly upset overworked | overworked. Let me try again. Why 
as the message came through, “ [’r| perhap | would humour him. I] not‘ uneonseionable’?' No one know 
awfully sorry, old man, but it's all off usked him how many he represented. what it means.’ 

“ What's the trouble?” I asked, for| Ile took down a typed list, starting He thought for a second, It wouldn't 
you must remember we had long ago|l think, with the Secretary of State do. He was far too conscientious. 
settled down to the ways of peace and | a mere half-dozen, Then I had a brain wave. This iv 
resented any interference with our Sat-| I laughed and offered to do the lot| what | dietated, and as | dictated a 
urday afternoons. | off the reel. smile broadened on Philipson's face 

“The worst has happened,” he an | A curious smile curled on his lip (like |“ Felicitations on your journey from the 
swored, looking unspeakably dismal, | Carson's smile when a mere Engtish-| hypothetical federal republic of Nige: 

“My dear fellow,” I interrupted, * you|man tries to provide fot Ireland), but| to the dyarchical democracy of India.’ | 
have all my sympathy. If there is any-| he bet me try. We walked out arm-in-arm, 
thing I can do " But may I know | started, ‘‘ Congratulations on a fine Pee RTI a EINER 
the cause of your distress?" — | performance.” fis arms fell imply to} “A new of true thankfulness was struck in | 

“ . | . the celebrations throughout the country, which | 


You won't understand,” heanswered;| his sides and he looked as a Futurist} owas to take of its coal, and to upply itself 


“but Jones and Robinson have flown| might look at a pre-Raphaelite, or a} to the work of real national resettlement.” 








from Timbuetoo to Karachi |} woman at another solemnly suggesting Parish Magarin 
“Do you mean there has been an/a return to crinolines. Exactly; the only difficulty is to get 
“o » . | 2 , 
accident?” I asked sympathetically. | “* ine he said with terrible scorn, | the coal. 
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THE MESSAGE OF MESSALINA. 


we had quite finished, “ comes the 
question of what we are to do with it 
all,” 


of our household possessions at. No. 34, 
Nestling Court, and it was the higgledy- 
piggledy heap of articles for which we 
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I $e 


+ soma 


had no further use that had inspired 
her remark. 


“For Sale. 
One Chair (legless), one ditto 
Table. 
Toast-rack, only wants secco- 
tining. 

dealers.” 


“haven't you realised that we 
don’t advertise thus to-day? 
We run to a column dialogue 
about someone with a classical 
name, like CLEOPATRA, arousing 
the envy of her friends by se- 
curing the goods.” 


ently, “ you write it, 
pencil; but don’t lick it, because 
it’s copying stuff, and I could 
not love thee, dear, so much 
hadst thou a purple tongue.” 


begun, though it was not until 
a week later that I was able to 
read to Mary 


Tur MessaGe or MESSALINA, 





“ Axp now, Cyril,” said Mary, when 


We had been holding a belated strafe 





“Sell it,” I replied at once. “Pro- 
perly advertised in the local \~ oe 
paper——” A bi 


“TI know,” she interrupted. 
Freak Furniture. 


Handsome two-piece <A 


Genuine offer. No 


“My dear Mary,” I said, 


“ Very well,” said Mary irrever- 
Here's a 


And so our advertisement was 


I found Messalina armed 
to the dentifrice and endeay- 
ouring to pin on her brother's 
tin hat when I called upon her 
recently. 

“Croquet this afternoon ?”’ 


ge = ——S= > 
—=S== " 
20¥w az moRRaw _ _ a 
New Curate (to village q ssip). “Don't? yor 
ABOUT TIME YOUR SON LEARNT SOME TRADE? ”’ 
Village Gossip. * 


fairy fingers as she smiled at my 
incredulity. 

I glanced at the dainty room that 
seemed to have bully-beef box written 
all over it, from the goat leg table to 
the oak curb, as I answered, “ But 
surely you of all people don’t fur- 
nish at sales?” 

For answer Messalina tossed the 
settee towards me, and when I had 
caught it (second bounce) went on: 
“Sit down and I'll tell you my sys- 


ION CHARI 





tem. I don’t go to sales haphazard 


Yj - 


WltG) bi 


¢ Va 





BLESS YER 'EART, NO; ‘E'S ALL 


I asked, knowing her fondness |'15 FATHER 's PONE VERY WELL THIS MANY A YEAR AS 


for Lord's as a background for 
her charms. Indeed at one 





INHABITANT, AND 'E'LL JUST STEP INTO THE BUSINESS WHEN 
THE TIME COMES.”’ 


THINK IT'S 


3, 1919, 





VARL 





arm is missing and two legs broken, 
but——” 

“One can do a lot with seccotine,” 
I said, slipping off the settee on to 
one of those dinky stools with whieh 
Messalina loves to litter her rooms, 

“Including sit on it, as you are 
doing now,” she said. “ But you 
really must go, old thing, or the goods 
will be sold before I get there.” 

The stool and I broke away to- 
gether. 

“ Don’t forgetnow,’’ said Messalina, 
“7 as she shook hands; “ 34, 
| Nestling Court is the address, | 
| The rubbish there is priceless, 
| 
] 


and so reasonable too 


‘ mt F 
‘ Z “Well?” I asked Mary as I 
Z \ finished. 


“ Quite all right,” she replied ; 
| but the dustman took all that 
|rubbish away yesterday. I only 
| gave him sixpence, and it would 
| have cost a lot more than that 
ito get 
| printed.” 

“It ought to be possible to 
economise without losing all 
|sense of the respect due to art 
and enterprise,”’ I retorted with 
simple dignity. 


your advertisement 








THE LATEST DISEASE. 
(By our Medical E-rpert.) 

THE news that a strange and 
unfamiliar malady has mani- 
fested itself in Normandy must 
be received with a certain amount 
of reserve, in view of the facts 
that so far the symptoms have 
only developed themselves fully 
in one patient, and that ¢ xperts 
differ as to whether they indicate 
a mental or a physical cause. 
The former view is strongly sup- 
ported by Professor Oppenheim, 
who describes the disease 4s 
“ developing exclusively or prin- 


RIGHT. 
OLDEST 








time the centre court there was not 
considered central in her absence. 

“No,” she replied, “for a change 
I'm going to try a sale.” 

“How brave of you!” I coved. 
“Aren't you a teeny bit afraid of 
floating mines ?”—for it was impos- 
sible to connect the dainty Messa- 
lina with the commercial variety of 
sale. She seemed too fragile for the 
task. 

“Go on,” was my natural com- 
ment when she explained how she 
really intended passing the after- 
noon, 

Ry: Yes,” she said, “ I want some fur- 
niture,”’ and she picked up the settee 





and stood idly swinging it in her 


I only go where I know I am likely 
to find what I want. To-day I am 
going to 34, Nestling Court.” 
“What,” I exclaimed — “ where 
Cyriland Mary live! I was at school 
with him. It only seems yesterday 
that I tied a clove-hitch in the tail 
of his white mouse. He’s honest, 
Cyrilis. What is it he’s selling?” 
“T especially want his two-piece 
toast-rack. No breakfast-table can 
look dainty without it. You must 
come and breakfast with me when I 
get it.” , 
“ Delighted!" I murmured. “Shall 
I come before lunch, or after?” 
“And,” she resumed, “he has 
just the arm-chair I want. One 





| stricted perusal of newspapers of a pessl- 


cipally on the basis of the neuro- 
pathic diathesis.” Amongst exciting 
causes emotional disturbances —lear, 
etc.—take first place, and it has been 
found necessary to prohibit the unre- 


mistic or inflammatory type. Per contra 
Sir Lionel Hotchkiss attributes the tem- 
porary loss of vision by which the disease 
is attended to a deficient percentage of 
red blood corpuscles in the pedal Ox: 
tremities and a consequent ret! igeration 
of the tootsicums. He has accordingly 
registered the new disorder at Stationers 
Hall as “ Retrench fever.” He further 
points out the curious fact that the 
symptoms are never so acute as In @ 
patient who has previously suffered 














trom a prolonged wasting fever. 
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| DEAD SEA FRUIT. 
Irom the English Doas in India to 
their Brothers at Home 


| Tury told us we would ride on elephants 

| And sleep on Persian dyes 

That Indian kings would bring us regal 
meats, 


That people would salute us in the 


streets 
And many other lies ; 
So we came out, thinking, poo! 


ignorants, 


We sailed for Paradise 





We ride upon no elephants ; we run 
| Deep in the stinging dust ; 
Noman salutes us—nay, they are afraid, 
| They draw aside from us: their 
are made 

Of terror and mistrust : 
| We walk on chains with servants in 
| the sun, 
Because, it seems, we must. 
] 
| 


minds 


| No rajahs bring us offerings of food ; 


| We live on rice and bone, 
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And in this country meat is always lean 

And dry, and decent milk is never seen, 
And we must eat alone; 

By Persian rugs, it seems, was understood 


\ cheerle Ss floo of stone, 


This is a country where things cannot 


play 
They bite and sting and kill; 
If pi-dogs touch you, masters 


get 
annoyed 
And say that you will have to be de 


And so, alas! you will; 


|Then pi-dogs give you cheek and run 


aw ay , 


We like it very ill. 


From time to time they send us to the 


Hills ; 


This would be well enough, 


But Master, it appears, must stay below 


And cannot see us. Brothers, as you 
know, 
Dogs find that very rough; 
If we stay down they give us draughts 
and pills 
‘ Benbow " and similar stuff. 





DAMLIAR, Sin! 








Why don’t we chuck it? Well, we 
don't suppose 
Masters can find it fun; 
Some reason that we cannot understand 
Keeps them shut up in this infernal 
land 
They otherwise would shun ; 
As for deserting, everybody knows 
It simply isn't done 


Ah, brothers, when they come to you 
and vow, 
Be you more circumspect ; 
Their words are but imposing on your 
youth 
And that is why we tell you here the 
truth, 
Faithful and unbedecked ; 
Follow you must—noblesse ¢ blige—but 
now 
You know what to expect. 








How to know Admiral Beatty when 
you see him. 

‘He instantly recognised the Fleet Com- 
mander by tis published photographs—the 
Grecian chisel trace of strong impersonality.” 

Teesdale Mercury. 
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(The minaret in Mr. Hicens’ play 


‘than a bore; it may tend to remind 


| she had indulged while on her way home 


| the Prologue, five years before the open- 


| way to supply the title of a drama that | 
| takes place in England and not the | 
Kast at all. 


| Holy Land and into Holy Orders, and 


| marrying asuitable wifeforaclergyman, 
| Lady Caryl (returned to England at the 


, entertained of a renewal of their liaison 
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AT THE PLAY. 

“Tue Voice From THE Mivarer.” 

Waen a man is sharing a luxurious 
suite in an Oriental hotel with some- 
body else's wife it is always rather a 
bore to have a minaret immediately 
commanding that suite, with a muezzin 
on it calling the faithful to prayer at 
fixed intervals of the day and night. 


seemed to be lower than most minarets 
and almost leaned up against the bal- 
cony of the sinful pair.) But if he 
happens at the moment to be making a 
pilgrimage to the Holy Land as a pre- 
paration for taking Holy Orders the 
proximity of the minaret may be worse 


him painfully of his lapse from virtue. 

That was the trouble with Andrew 
Fabian, and that was also the trouble 
with his partner, Lady Caryll (who by a 
curious irony was herself ona pilgrimage 
to the Holy Land, a diversion in which 


from India to make arrangements for 
divoreing her husband). Not that the 
muezzin worried her own conscience, 
but that she was annoyed by the 
effect he produced on Fabian’s. For 
she had a proprietary nature, and 
having got possession of the man’s 
body and half his soul she could not 
be happy without the rest of him. 

All this, however, only happens in 


ing of the play proper, and therefore 
{ should not insist on the Damascus 
minaret if it hadn't gone out of its| 


Rather a deceptive title 
perhaps, as it naturally suggests tliat 
the scenes of the play are laid in the 
Orient that Mr. Hicnens has made 
familiar to his many readers. But 
that is really the only false note in it. 
The lady, finding that her man stil! 
entertains ideals in which she has no 
part, leaves him for his good and returns, 
a little chastened, to her husband. 
Fabian is now free to proceed to the 


becomes a popular and much-respecte:| 
preacher. Five years later, when the 
episode of Damascus is a faint exotic 
memory which he proposes to stifle by 


close of her husband's career through 
illness) intrudes at night upon Fabian’s 
seaside vicarage, to find out what hold 
she still retains upon his affection. 
The old wound is satisfactorily re- 
opened, but any hope she may have 


is spoilt by the sudden and tactless 


from Paris in what is described as the 
Channel night boat, though, for the 
ulterior purposes of the plot, it gets 
inat lip. Itis Mr. Norman McKrn- 
NEL, with something more poisonous 
than an Anglo-Indian liver, and things 
begin to move briskly. Thescene where 
the three are brought together is per- 
haps the best of many good scenes in 
the play. But at the end of it, when 
the lady has gone out, leaving the two 
men alone, and we are holding our 
breaths for a great struggle (possibly 
physical), the author runs away from 
his climax and lets the husband walk 
abruptly out of the room. Contrary to 
custom, three has been good company 
(for us) and two is none. 

The drama finishes on a high plane. 
It is true drama, for it shows us action 
going on in character. After a year, 
in which none of the three has met. 
Sir Leslie Caryll, who has learnt that 
he has only a few months to live, pro- 
poses to lighten his doom by bringing 
a divorce action against his wile. But 
his revenge is defeated when he finds 
that Fabian will welcome the exposure 
of the truth and that both he and 
Lady Caryli, in payment of their past 
offence, have renounced all intention 
of ultimate union, whether set free by 
divorce or by Caryli’s coming death. 
In particular the deliverance of the 
woman’s soul, no longer selfishly dis- 
puting all other influences—God’s or 
man’s—in the life of her lover, but 
devoted to self-renunciation for his 
sake and the sake of his ministry, is 
finely drawn. 

The author has had the courage to 
deny us a happy ending in the common 
theatrical sense; and the high resolve 


the final scene, where the husband is 
faced with imminent death, from all 
suspicion of melodrama. 

I have my doubts about certain de- 
tails. [ question whether enough 
reason is shown for Lady Caryll's re- 
turn to her husband in India, when 
she had more cause than ever to want 
to divorce him. I question too whether 
so astute a man would have overlooked 
the fact that in the course of a divorce 
action against his wife his own infi- 
delity would be liable toexposure. And 
I further question whether he had any 
legal evidence against her. But these 
are trifles in a play that keeps an 
exceptionally high level. 

_ its note throughout was a perfect 
sincerity. Little regard was paid to the 
stage tradition which makes you get up 
from your seat and change over alter 
every third sentence. People sat still 
when they talked as they do in ordinary 
life and only got up when they really 





appearance of her husband, who arrives 


wanted to. 





of these two to forgo their desire saves | 1; 1; 
“aa "| She put out the moon, she did, she did, 





| 


| 
| 
| 





It was a remarkable cast. I haye 
never seen Miss Marte Lour so quietly 
forcible as in her scenes with Sir Leslie 
Caryll, Here she imposed her person- 
ality more strongly than in the Pro- 
logue, where, with all her charm, | 
eould not quite mistake her for a body- 
snatching Siren. : 

Nor, in this introduetion, did Mr, 
ArrTuur WonTNER exactly look the part 
of a prospective priest, or even of a 
Lancelot torn in the struggle between 
duty and passion; he was too well- 
groomed for that. But later he both 
looked and played his part very perfectly, 
Mr. McKrxynetas Sir Leslie had one of 
those unpleasant rdles which he handles 
with such deadly strength and dexterity, 
The interventions of Mr. Henry Vinagr 
as Father Elsworthy (spiritual coun- 
sellor and comforter) gave me instant 
assurance that all would be well. Miss 
Eniten O'MALLEY (as the suitable 
woman for a clergyman’s wife) offered 
with her simple directness an excellent 
foil to the other woman's finesse. And, 
finally, Miss VaNk FratTHERsTON made 
anadmirably fatuous and doting mother 
for Fabian. 

My very best compliments and thanks 
to all. O. S. 


TEMPER. 








“ Biow out the light,” they said, they | 
aid | 
(She'd got to the very last page); 
“Blow out the light,” they said, they 


said, | 
“It’s dreadfully wicked to read in| 
hed;”’ y 
Her eyes grew black and her face grew 
red 


\nd she blew in a terrible rage. 


So frightfully hard she blew, 
She put out the moon, she did, she did; 
Over the sky the darkness slid, 
The stars all scuttled away and hid 
(A very wise thing to do). 


But please don’t whisper the tale about, 
She'd get into trouble, she would; 

Please don’t whisper the tale about, 

If anyone else should ever find out 

She’d get into trouble without a doubt, 
And how she’s ever so gor d. 








The dusty king of Malabar,’ he begins: 
Che dusky king of Malabar 
Is chief of Eastern potentates.’ 
Westminster Gazette. 
Deciding on second thoughts that the 
fellow was not so dusty, after all. 


\ secret session of the ‘Sinn Fein Rarlia- 
ment’ began at Dublin yesterday 
At the police court yesterday they were «. 
ordered to receive six strokes with the birch.” 
Provincial Paper. 





That's the stuff to give ‘em! 
__ 
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Friend. “Do vou KNOW, BARBARA, YOUR FATHER’S GOT AN O.B.E.?” 














OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 
(By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Cleris.) 

You will admit that a hero who meets both Newson and 
Narotron in his first chapter reveals at least an unusual 
flair for fine company. So remarkable indeed was the 
fortune in this respect of Barry Leroy (Meraven) that I 
confess to having felt some fear, at this early stage of his 
adventures, lest Mr. H. C. Barry should overload them 
with great folk, especially since for me real personages in 
historical fiction are always, like the real cab-horse in melo- 
drama, a little liable to upset the scenery. But I need not 
have worried. Though presently celebrities are “thick as 
sprats,” Emma Hamicron, Foucnét, Tanteyranp, Prt, 
SHERIDAN—all the court-cards in the pack—there is 
never any danger that the author and the hero will be 
unequaltothem. As afact I found Mr. Barcey’s portraits 
admirably suggested, whileat no moment does the character 
of his hero fail to dominate the scene. The tale is indeed 
even more one of personality than of adventure, though 
there is plenty of that too. I shall give you no more hint 
of it than to say that it shows how Barry, who started as 
agent of the First Consur and plotter of our naval mutiny, 
encountered first the Netson touch, then that noble and 
unfortunate gentleman, the Duc D’Encuten, with strange 
results in the awakening of his own spirit. Perhaps you 
may find the conversion not wholly inevitable, but your 
enjoyment of the book need not be affected. The fact is 





Barbara, “Is IT ANYTHING HE CAN DIE oF?” 








| that seldom have I met a story of this kind better told, 
From one affair to another Barry's career moves to a melody 
(I think this is the word I want) both gallant and engaging 
and very delicately touched. The result is one upon which 
I make its author my sincere congratulations, 


In these quarrelsome days I envy Mr. H, Coninson 
Owen the genial and benevolent mood in which he composed 
The Adventures of Antoine (Hopper anp Strouauton). 
Moreover, I marvel at his profound belief in the invariable 
and immediate triumph of good over evil, which enabled 
him to give a suggestion of reality even to the astonishing 
career of his hero and to the series of lucky coincidences 
without which he would have achieved nothing. Possibly 
Mr. Ow en is out to be amusing rather than effective, and, 
if this be so, I have little criticism to offer; indeed, ! 
felicitate him on having maintained his good humour 
almost to the end of his seven episodes, in such sort that 
the goodness never quite got the better of the humour. 
M. Antoine Poiret founded his fortunes, and those of his 
| Paris newspaper, La Lumiére, on a lucky plunge at the 
| tables, the lack of evil intention removing the vice even 
| from this, his one possible sin, He developed matters by 
| a ridiculous and delicious coup in connection with the theft 
|of a masterpiece from the Louvre, and consolidated his 
| position by a frontal attack on the strongly entrenched 
| leader of class warfare in the merry capital. Established 
las an old firm, but still requiring advertisement to keep 
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things alive, he bad resort to the old practical joke of 
blocking a public thoroughfare for the execution of unau- 
thorised and mythical repairs, but justified his plagiarism 
by adding some new incidents to the performance. The 
duel which took place between his political leader-writer 
and one of his victims needed no justification at all, in my 
opinion; by itself it constituted a little gem of drollery, 
but with its sensational sequel it became a meaningless and 
rather tiresome taleof complications. ‘The Greatest Adven 
ture,” and the last, I could have dispensed with ; too many 
real heroes have gone forth to the war in too real a way 
to leave any interest and emotion over for the entirely 
theatrical gallantry of a very fictitious patriot. The rest 
of the book I would not willingly have missed ; the author 
and his people have a very happy way with them. 

Your true costermonger, so Mr. New, Lyons informs us 
in A London Lot (Lank), is not to be imagined when in 
his Sunday best as wearing pearl-buttoned trouserings or 
a red neck-cloth or a bowler hat, Such figures are “ only 


about persons and places that gained such popularity for 
its predecessors. “People seem to like them very much 
indeed,” admits the writer, with an engaging satisfaction 
(already casting*an eye upon yet another record on the 
horizon); and it is easy enough to see the reason. As a 
companion for a solitary hour, with the printed word to 
take the place of a pleasantly discursive voice, Mrs. Huvx- 
son’s year-books could hardly be bettered. And often she 
has some illuminating thing to say about the men and 
women who called out what has clearly been a genius for 
friendship. As for good stories, you will not be dis- 
appointed in the reasonable expectation of a score of them. 
I have space only for one quotation from a chapter devoted 
to such gems. “Surely the train wasn’t up to time!” said 
someone to an Irish porter, who replied morosely, “She 
was, thin. She’s the punctuallest train in Ireland, and 
a great inconvanience to the travellin’ public.” Altogether 
a friendly and button-holing volume. 


Out of the Silences (MrLRosr) seems to me an extra- 








to be met with in the ‘a 
romantic pages of 
Punch.” I bowto Mr. 
Lyons, for I feel that | 
he ought to know. 4 | 
London Lot (née London 
Pride in ita maiden dra- 
matic form) contains, 
you may be sure, plenty 
of those illustrations 
of East End life and 
language—especially 
language — which the 
author knows so well 
how to convey. For 
myself, after reading 
them, | always go about 
hoping that someone 
will make one of these 
caustic remarks to me 
and that I shall re- 
member in time the 
truly devastating reply. 
The hero of the book 
is Mr. Cuthbert Tunks, 
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WIV ALL THEM ANGELS ON YER BARRE! 





Boy (after dispute as to short measure).“Yaut I’m suRPRISED AT YER— 


for a Wwo- 

man. The first half at 

least of this yarn of the 

orphan Lob Colamore 
i land his friend the old 
| border Canadian Plun- 

at kett, saddlemaker, and 
i 


ordinary feat f 


their intercourse with 
the Indians of a North 


ae Dakota reservation is 
(pe- j so obviously a man’s 
| ae mh story told in the way 
MET yap | & man we _ most 
Wivwaial ' naturally tell it. I 
<4 ‘Ni ' don’t know much about 

_ “B24, | American Indians, but 
re; Mary E. Water has 

“ made me think that 


now I know quite alot, 
I was less interested in 
the more civilized and 
conventional types 
which appeared on the 
” scene later; and in the 
romance, charming 








and he is quite successfully drafted from Silverside and 
Greenwich Park to the plains of Flanders, not quite so suc- 
cessfully, 1 think, evacuated, after a casualty sustained on 
his unorthodox “leaf,” to a Hampshire hospital. It may 
have happened in the wild history of the War that a 
deserter has come back to report at his depdt only to find 
himself on the point of being awarded a posthumous V.C., 
but | am tempted to say that the incident is less in keeping 
with theannals of the British Army than with the romantic 
pages of Mr. New, Lyons. It looks as if the dramatic version 
of the story had taken the bit between its teeth and run off, 
8o to speak, with the vegetable-barrow. But the earlier part 
of A London Lot should produce a lot of London laughter. 
Mrs. Katuartnr Tynan Hinxson, continuing her reminis- 
cences of Life (mostly Irish) and Literature (various), has 
now added a third volume, The Years of the Shadow 
(ConsTaBLE) to her series. The shadow is, of course, that 
from which we are all now emerging, with, for the writer, 
the added gloom of rebellion. Naturally enough the events 
of that unhappy Dublin Easter play a large, to Saxon eyes 
perhaps a disproportionate, part in Mrs. Hinxsox’s War 
memories. For the rest the book is made up of the same 
easy and gossipy small-talk (very small indeed some of it) 





enough, but not quite on the high level of the early chapters, 
Of that earlier part I can only say that I read it with the 
keenness of a schoolboy; and I don’t think that a middle- 
aged man could pay an author a handsomer compliment. 
Mr. Kesie Howarp is a popular humourist, and, apart 
from one rather glaring error of judgment, I recommend 
The Peculiar Major (Hutcuinson) as a book full of high 
spirits and good fun. By means of a magic ring Major 
Cloudsdale could make himself invisible to anyone who was 
not in love with him. His C.O. in France was not in love 
with him, and, when the Major began to explain what powers 
this ring gave to him, the C.O. bundled him home as a man 
who required careful watching. Then the fun began and 
waxed mightily. The Major, however, was not out to play 
a series of practical jokes, but to rid the world of its areh- 
tyrant, the Kaiser. He gets over to Holland and there 
meets WiLLtAM in full flight. At the moment a hitch had 
taken place in the fulness of the flight, and we are given the 
opportunity to hear the Kaiser talking of the Garden of 
Gethsemane. All I can say of this episode is to confess 
that it did not suit my sense of fitness; but apart from this 
flaw I can assert that the Major and his ring provide a good 
measure of entertainment. 
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CHARIVARIA. 


“The spirit of the gift is one we 
should like to see emulated,” says a 
contemporary in referring to the late| 
Mr. Anprew CARNEGIE’s bequest to 
the Prime Minister. Meanwhile Lord 
20THERMERE remains firm in his deter 
mination to cub Mr. Bonar Law off 
with a shilling. 

It seems a great pity that two such 
really good boxers as Breckrrr and 
McGoorty should have kept on pro 
fessing their ability to beat the other 
until at last they came to blows about it. 

* * 

A Government department has been 
discovered which is still winding up’ 
| the affairs of the Great (—-—— 
Exhibition of 1851. One 
of the junior officials ad- 
mits that he may have 
heard the Great War 
whizz by. * * 


A quarryman charged 
with attempting suicide 
was stated to have become 
depressed because he 


ing his wages at the 
quarry. What makes our 
blood boil is the thought 
that the callous brute who 
refused to discharge him 
will get off scot-free. 


Sir Art HUR CONAN 
Dove has discovered a 
clairvoyant bargee. This 
is the tirst recorded case, 
though many of them have 
been known to have the 


gift of second speech, 
* 4 


“On, Har 





“One hundred and 


pounds,’ 


the other hand, a contributor informs 
us that he recently paid one pound in 
London for a bed in which Grorae II. 
couldn't possibly have slept. 


The Edinburgh Sheriff's Court has 


| decided that whisky is a food. We 
| can only say that there isn’t the nour- 
| ishment in it that there used to be 


. . . * . 
An exciting episode is reported from 
2 
righton. It appears that several 
visitors were amusing themselves by 


| seeing who could lean furthest over the 





pier, when suddenly one of them won. 


* 
A correspondent, writing to Lloyd's 
Weekly News, asks if there is a“ singing 


el] 


oyster ' in this country, 


VOL. CLYIt. 
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seventy-five 
says a news item, “has been 
mm . | 
paid at Tenterden for a bed in which |} 
GroraGeE I], is said to have slept.” On| 


We fancy not, | 
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but we once heard ‘of a chee se which 
used to be second tenor in a choir. 
% 
7 
Despite the appeal of the Prauwzer, 
people seem to be taking things just as 
easily as ever. No fewer he one 
hundred and twenty-eight burglaries 
were committed in London last week. 
79 
An insurance official points out that 
the modern burglar gains access to the 
house by pretending to examine the 
|gas-meter. We had noticed a falling 
| off i in the old-time custom of knocking 
rat the door and saying, “ Will you be 
wanting any burglars to day, ma'am?” 
* 





“The shower-bath was never really 
popular in Germany,” says a technical 





THE RETURN FROM THE HOLIDAY. 
OLD, WE FORGOT TO TELL THE BAKER WE WER! 
Y OF HIS I8 SO UNIMAGINATIVE.” 


journ: al. Our contemporary has evi- 
dently overlooked the soup course in 
the Berlin restaurant 


* 
«“ Water,” says a medical writer in 
|The Evening Vews, “ according to some 
|authorities, is a deadly poison.” This 
| ms ay explain why some dairymen still 
istick to the old custom of mixing a 
| little corrective milk with it. 

¥ 

A new comet has been discovered by 
| the Rev. Jorn Mercaure, of Massa- 
chusetts. If this is an attempt to 
| deflect public opinion from The Sunday 
| Pictorial's articles on the Government, 
we feel it will not succeed. 


“Traveller "’ writes to suggest that 
platelayers working on railway lines 
should carry a red light after dusk. It 
would be advisable too if they were 
required to ring a bell or blow a whistle 
when overtaking a train. 








“It is rumoured,” says The Daily 
Express, “that Mr, Cuurcuin may 
add the Admiralty to the War Office 
and the Air Ministry and rule over the 
three.” Mr. Cucvrcuit. is understood 
to have said that if this is a hint he 
is much obliged, but if it is merely 
sarcasm our contemporary can mind 
its own business. , ¢ 

* 


The newspapers report the case of a 
woman ina state of trance who has not 
spoken a word for twenty-one days, 
City men incline to the theory that the 
lady is a telephone operator. 

* 


The nine million sounds National 
Factory at Gretna is Calee shut down, 
The rumour that the Disposal Board 
~~ | has agreed to sell the place 
to the American Anti- 
Saloon League for a sar- 
saparilla factory is not yet 
confirmed, , 
i o 
After the Premrenr’s 
appeal for economy, it 
seems just possible that 
next week's uniform for 
the R.A.F. will be made 
of Government linen 


Just as we go to press, 
news reaches us that the 
first batch of Scottish 
refugees from the United 
States has arrived at Liver- 
pool in an exhausted state, 


Since the announcement 
in a weekly journal that 
the squeaking of boots is 
supposed to be a sign that 
they have not been paid 

rs! ~ many subalterns have 
been busily engaged in oiling their new 
dress uniforms. 


GOING AWAY, 





Speaking at Newcastle recently Mr, 
Grorce Renwick, M.P., stated that he 
had noticed a better feeling among the 
miners. Many of them, it appears, are 
thoroughly rested. 


Ex-Governor Fouk, of Missouri, who 
told the U.S. Senate Foreign Relations 
Committee that one million Kgyptian 
soldiers fought under the British flag, 
is only about a million out, We gather 
that a million isn’t much of anything 
in Missouri. 








* Liverpool, Aug ist 4. 
Last night was one of the wildest nights 
ever known in the history of this city. 
The asses of people turned out in sympathy 
with the striking police officers.” 
Havana Paper. 
They seem to have sized up the affair 
pretty accurately in Cuba. 
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THE SMILLIE ARGUMENT 
(WITH UNAUTHORISED ANNOTATIONS). 
Nor on the miner, honest soul, 
Be laid the charge of slackness (shame) 
If commerce starves for lack of coal ; 
The rotten system is to blame 
The system which, ere work was on the wane, 
Used to extract just half as much aga:n). 


Nor sniff at Yorkshire’s little fads 
If pumps were downed and pits were queere ; 
What put them out, those loyal lads, 
Was Government that interfered 
(The same old Government that still declines 
lo interfere in all the other mines). 


Economy's the only cure ; 
The work of Britain's best should be 
Nationalised upon a sure 
Foundation by the Ministry 
(The same old Ministry to whom is traced 
Our country’s ruin, caused by wanton waste’. 


Coal is the common source of wealth, 
* Affecting fortunes not our own, 
Since from our industry the health 
Of every toiler takes its tone 
(Lf we get what we want, then all is well; 
If not, we'll let the nation go to h—l). O. 8. 





THE LIGHTER LIAISON OFFICER. 
As a perfectly good field-gunner, familiar with every 
theory coneeived at Shoebury and ripened by years of prac- 
tical experiment in the most popular theatres of war, William 


| came to North Russia. The prospect of shooting over a new 
| type of country under novel meteorological conditions, and 


at a fresh variety of target, filled him with professional 
enthusiasm. Throughout the voyage North be babbled 
perpetually concerning M.V. (which to the R.A. does not 


| mean “ Meat and Vegetables,” as it would to the mere soldier, 


but Muzzle Velocity); ballistic co-efficients, trajectories, 
angles of draught with husky- or reindeer-drawn velhicles, 
and so forth. I daresay in his dreams he imagined himself 


contributing an appendix to F.A.T., or Field Artillery Train- 


| ing, a code name for a stout little volurne containing the 


| passes, 


secular wisdom of all time. 

Arrived at Archangel he made a perfect nuisance of him 
self in the offices of the great, mutinously declining to be an 
R.T.O. for anybody. Finally, having dumped most of his 
kit, stuffed his valise with a library of range-tables and 
festooned himself with a duplicate set of protractors, com- 
field-glasses and similar gadgets, he bade us all 
good-bye and disappeared up the Dvina. He departed so 


| heavily accoutred, so eager and with such élan that one 
| almost listened for the opening roar of a great bombardment 


| mmunition-boxes towered about the _ in 





as soon as his boat had vanished into the blue round the 
first bend. 
_ I saw him next a hundred miles or so up-river, sitting 
in shirt-sleeves on a large hot stranded iron barge, sharing 
a problem in contorted arithmetic with a black bo'sun of 
the Naval Transport. Piles, stacks and pyramids of am. 
f te process of 
laborious demolition and re-erection by a moistly-warm 
Slavonic working-party. Never a gun was near and no 
sound of battle marred the industrious murmur of the long 
sun-seorched beach, with its fringe of barges, 

“ What are you now, William?” I asked. “ What great 
role ave you playing in this relief expedition ? ” 





With puckered brow he looked up from the problem 
sencilled across the pages of his Army Book 153, « Hullo!” 
Pe said, “I am Lighter Liaison Officer to the Allied 
Forces, please.” 

“Explain yourself,” I urged him. “Is there a lighter 
and a heavier liaison officer for employment respectively as 
the situation varies between comedy and melodrama?” 

“You misunderstand me,” said William, “and, I think, 
wilfully. Moreover, while I listen to your idle badinage 
the river is falling and ‘Q’ will not take steps to prevent it, 
Bo’sun, make it clear to our allies that of the two hundred 
boxes they have just brought on board two hundred and 
fifty must come off, otherwise the barge won't float. Now 
let me explain that the word ‘lighter’ 1s not in this case an 
adjective but a noun. To be brief, I liaise between the 
Royal Regiment of Artillery and the lighters of the river 
transport. (This type of craft is known on the Dvina as a 
lighter, because it ought to be, being always too heavy, no 
i matter how little it carries.) Mine is a difficult and re- 
| sponsible task, requiring, in addition to the natural sagacity 

and wide culture common to gunners, familiarity with the 
fe of the stevedore and the mariner and a high degree 





of efficiency in longshoremanship. 

“Theoretically and for ce py of rank and pay I am 
non-existent, having even had to invent a title for the part 
thrust upon me. No scale of pay is laid down for an Aet- 
ing Lighter Liaison Officer; and therefore the vulgar make 

| free to call me Bill the Bargee.” 
“ And what do you do besides sums in the sun, William 
~you a gunner?” 

“To put it modestly, I enable the guns to function. 

|Not an ammunition barge is towed up river but takes 
jamongst its freight ten years of my young life; not a shell 
| bursts in Bolo-land but is charged with the exasperation 
jits transport caused me. What else do Ido? I compete 
, with the forces of nature. I defy the drought, I outwit 
the Dvina, juggling with freights and figures. To-day 
|‘ Intelligence’ have complicated the situation by warning 
jall concerned that if it rains the river may rise, whereas if 
|it doesn’t it may continue to fall. Here then is a con- 
|tingency for which I must be prepared. I am prepared. 
The bo’sun and I have so manipulated the cargo and the 
calculations that the barge is at the present moment draw- 
ing one foot forrard, two feet aft and six inches amidships, 
dead reckoning. We have just completed arrangements 
for a further redistribution and lightening of cargo, whieh 
unless there is some error in our figures—will defeat any 
sly trick the river may play. I am having so much stuff 
taken off her that her dead weight will be a minus quantity, 
that is to say, instead of drawing a certain depth of water, 
she ought to poise above the surface and be a kind of 
dirigible aireratt. I confess this seems queer, but figures | 
can’t lie. Come and see me and my barge to-morrow.” | 

I left him watching the water ebb down the sides of 
his barge as the working-party, warmer than ever, steadily 
took off what they had so laboriously put on. He was 
waiting for the moment when a clearance should begin to 
show between the keel and the surface of the river . « - 

That evening it rained and rained, and I noticed that 
his working-party were carrying the boxes on board again. 
80 William's experiment in levitation is still to be made, 





A Retort to ‘‘ Pussy-foot.”’ 
“Mr, John Drinkwater, the playwright and poet, is sailing toe | 
America next Wednesday.” Daily Express. 
_ An almost incredible fightflif it can be called a fightffitook place | 
in the very harbour of Kronstadt itself.”—Scotch Paper. 
We don't think it can strictly be called a “ fight ffl 
hit ‘ ne a 
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THE BETTER CLAIM. 
Foornanuer. “HERE, I SAY, 1 WANT TO PLAY ON THIS GROUND.” H 


A.vorment-Hontoer. “OH, DO YOU? WELL, I WANT TO WORK ON IT.” 








"a: ROBT BORAT 


ainbneneete. eet 


a ee 
+ MPa sere eat 


reverse 


Pa sr any Mp eC TES 


- 





shade! 


we 


ees 


aecanguiig 


sas on SARIS 





roan 


Sai 


(oan 





224 PUNCH, OR THE LON 


a 


A RETURNED MEMBER OF THE CHINESE LABOUR CORPS TELLING HIS FRIENDS HOW, WITH THE AID OF 














THE L.S.S. 
ArTer Mess, over the port, the time 
comes to talk of many things—War 


| Office imbecility, brighter cricket, Bol- 


shevism, theatres and sometimes the 


; recent War. 








“What was wrong with the War,” 
said the Adjutant, “was its incessant 
din. Hither a Hun heavy or a brass- 
chested drill-sergeantontheramp; either 
a mine or a bugler misusing the breath 
of life.”’ 

‘What do you propose to do about it, 
anyway?” asked a junior. 

“Ah! m’'lad,” said the Adjutant, 
“you think the gentleman hasn't any- 
thing up his sleeve but his arm. Well, 
he has. The spouters have rigged up 
their League of Nations—good luck to 
it! But I feel a wee bit doubtful about 
eternal peace,so I'm preparing to make 
the next war worth fighting in by found- 
ing the L.8.S.” 

“ Legion of Sanitary Squadsmen ?” 
asked tiie junior. 

¥ Don’t be funny,” said the Adjutant. 


| “No, the League of Silent Soldiers.” 


Ever the junior held his peace while 
the Adjutant paused to light his cigar, 
for the Adjutant’s after-dinner schemes 


are famous. 





the Adjutant, ‘ war will be a rest-cure ; 
doctors will prescribe it for neurotics. 
Start at the beginning. Wash-out 
words of command. Do everything by 
gesture, 
instructors. For ‘form fours’ just the 
Sergeant's four fingers, carefully mani- 
cured, upstretched, Pretty to watch— 
and intelligible.” 

“ Squad drill is bound to breed noise,” 
said the Adjutant’s assistant. 

“Domes of silence on every boot,” 
said the Adjutant, “and any man who 
makes his eyeballs click would have ’em 
taken out and lined with cotton-wool.” 

“How about brass bands?” asked 
someone. 

* Adored by the public,” replied the 
Adjutant, “so we'll retain them, but 
only for funerals, sports and National 
Anthems. Delete bugles altogether. 
Turn ’em into ploughshares. Rid God’s 
earth of a pest.” 

* You've got to get the men to show 
a leg of a morning,” said the junior, 
“‘and stop their noisy snoring.” 
“They 're not all hogs like you,” said 
the Adjutant. “ Anyway, that’s easy. 
Instead of bugles we'll have trained 
soldier-choristers. For Reveille, ‘Chris- 
tians, awake,’ con sptrito. For Tattoo, 


Only the dumb employed as | 
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and movement by all means. I don't 
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inuendo and rallentando. 
Out a sort of Sevenfold Amen. 
elevating for the troops.” 

“Tell us about war,” said the Major; 
“so far it’s all peace-time.”’ 

“The impatience of Field Officers! I 
said ‘start at the beginning,” replied 
the Adjutant. ‘“ However—the gory field 
of battle will be revolutionised. Why | 
gory? lLet’s make the thing a test of p 
silent self-control. As a child, many 
years ago (to the junior) you must 
have played at ‘ Staring out’ with your 
little sister. You may even play it still 
—with someone else's sister. My ides 
is to set our own and enemy companies 
face to face for a staring match. The 
man who outstares his vis-d-vis will 
take him off as a souvenir. Convincing 
proof of superior moral.” __ 

“Too slow,” said the Bombing Officer. 
“All right for sitting out at a dance, 
but men like action and movement. — 

“TI don’t expect a rowdy grenadier 
to approve of the L.S.S.," said the 
Adjutant. “Still, I grant your point. 
To meet it we might allow handball 
matches with air-balloons, either side 
disturbing the peace by popping ® 
balloon to be fined a platoon. Action 
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| care if we have ‘pack races across No- 
man’s-land.” 

“Guns?” asked someone, 

« Another slave to convention,” ol 
served the Adjutant; “but we must | 
allow for a strong prejudice in favour of | | 
guns. We'll permit them, but only for 
purposes of ornament—say as a centre- | 
piece of a fountain outside G.H.Q, 
1 E ithet side making ‘shoot-——bang—fire 
| noises to be fined a division, and sus- 
pended from the war for a fo rtnight.’ 


“What about my branch?” asked 
the Musketry Officer. 
‘You are rather a problem,” said the 


Adjutant; “ somehow, war without rifles 

would be farcical. Tell you what; if 

you can adapt your rifles and machine 
| guns to, say, throwing cool and refresh- 
|ing spray over our troops in hot 

weather, you may keep ‘em, otherwise 
| you had better get in touch with the 
Ex-Officers’ Employment Bureau forth- 
w:th.” 

‘Aerial warfare?” asked someone. 

“ Glad you mentioned that,” said the 
| Adjutant, “ because I’m rather in love 
with my scheme. The L.S.S. would 
not discourage aviation — of course 
with engines silenced. No more nasty 
showers of hell-raising bombs, though, 
to catch you without your umbrella. 
Airmen would drop bouquets of arti- 
ficial roses and be paid in the shape of | 
prisoners for skill in craftsmanship, to | 

be judged by a committee of horticul 
| turists from neutral States 
Tanks ?”’ was the next query. 

“The very look of ‘em is loud,” said 
the Adjutant. “Instead of tanks we'll 
have carnival cars d la November 9th. 
Prizes of Kamerads according to artis- 
tic merit. Ex-Lord Mayors and thei: 
ladies to adjudicate.” ‘ 

“ Would the Navy come in?” asked | 
someone, . 

“The ‘Silent Navy’? Obviously,” 
said the Adjutant. “ Naval supremacy | === 
would be settled by y yacht-racing. It} ‘ What 
might be incorporated with Cowes. | Lord No 
Think how WinHELM would have loved | 
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THE HIGHER DICTION AND A FALL. 


Tyman (beginning on a high plane, but dropping into rhyming slang). “Has TH® 


In USE, MapaM, 1 TRUST THAT HUNDER THE CIRCUMSTANCES YOU ‘AVE NO 
N TO MY STANDIN’ ON THIS ERE LitTLe Carin aN’ ABEL.” 





WILSON and| 
about it?” 


aa") P resident 
RTHCLIFFE say 
Major 
- 


Agonies. 
“Dick.—Come Monday, same hour and 
place without fail.—L,. F. T 








it—unless he were beaten.”’ ‘The only ine rem point in my LF. T. Tuesday, same time and place,— 

| ses tay a sae, t | Dick.”-—Standard (Buenos Ayres) 

What would your League sa scheme,’ said the Adjutant, I haven't The old st «N the ti ith 

| : . 9” } . ’ :) story—*" “a al rf 

| conscription ?” asked the Major. “1a asked them yet Math . nd th ] “pi n “ th " 

om . . be ace f »1lOVe yf ue mf. 
That question simply wouldn't | ee Sa ee cree eee oe eer 

arige, said the Adjutant. ‘You ah “Measures we uutlined as part of the ** Lenin’s house is one of the most beautiful 
compel men to take a summer h oli aay. be vernmen policy to induce a better will | villas in Russia, the awful owner, Prince Gar 


All L.S.S. wars would be summer shows. | work 
We should wait for the glass to reach | maximum 
‘set fair.” Imagine it. A picnic 
a beautiful French bois, with a happy 
enemy just over the way doing ditto;| “Trav 
| aireraft skimming silen tly through th 3B bene be ore 
blue and showering down perfut ned | 1; a s th: t 
bouquets! Hold me down or I shall | h aye Spee) 
become lyrical. War would be a gentle- | anim ul 
man’s pastime. War under preset ib} Wes er 
conditions, is a - After you, Sir,|}end” of 
with that match.” ; needed ex 


tea in| We are glad it 


a se 


kapi, though Sir Harry Johuson be- “The 


A Lill is circulated ordaining a| garine, having es 


Provincial Paper. | Bolshevists took Moseow.”—~ Loca 


aped with his life when the 

18 hours d | Paper. 

is only a maximum, We regret to observe a tendency in 

our journalists to adopt the Bolshevist 

explored the dark continent standpoint. 

h. east and west, but they never 

Royal Highlanders and the Black 

Watch advance party left Aldershot yesterday 

morning for Southampton, where they will 
e Children’ embark on a foreign tour.”—Daily Mirror. 

s thought it was the “head-|The mutual affection of these famous 

this legendary animal that] regiments is so strong that the autho- 

planation. rities never dare to separate them. 
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GOLDEN PROMISES. 


I am the owner of some shares in a 


” 


| Mine. I don’t know exactly where it is, 


but it’s a long way off—in Mexico, I 
think; anyhow, too far away for me to 
go and have a look at it. 

I bought the shares some years ago. 


| The day before I bought them the paper 


said they were “a feature on reports of 
a rich vein having been struck.” They 
seemed absurdly cheap, and as I had 
some spare cash which was annoying 
me at the time I thought I'd better have 
five hundred or so of these “Golden 
Promises” quickly, before they went up. 
I had visions of following the prices and 
seeing them soaring higher and higher, 
while I remained cool and collected, 
holding on to them for a still higher 
figure. I would not sell for a paltry 
profit of a few shillings—not I. 

I felt that I had seized the golden 
opportunity which we are all supposed 
to have some time or another. The 
paper said these shares had “ great 
speculative possibilities.” 

All this, as I have said, was several 
years ago. I am still holding on to 
those shares ; but matters did not work 
out as 1 had anticipated. The very next 
day after 1 bought them they seemed 
to hesitate, as if nervous about some- 
thing. They appeared to have got wind 
of the news that I had bought some. 
The paper said they were ‘a little 


weaker on profit-taking.” Evidently 
the man who sold me mine was content 
with a small profit, and I felt a sort of 
pitying contempt for a man who had 
so little confidence. Bui: perhaps, poor 
fellow, he wanted the money. Many 
people are compelled to sell promising 
securities because they are hard up. 

During the next day or two they fell 
considerably lower, and the paper said 
they had “ receded on the denial by the 
directors of the rumour as to a rich vein 
having been struck.” “ Aha!’’ said I, 
“very crafty of the directors; they want 
to keep the price down so that they can 
buy as many as possible for themselves 
before the big rise;” and I felt quite re- 
assured. For the next few days they 
wobbled considerably, but mostly down, 
and I began to find myself quite grati- 
fied if they recovered 6d. or so after 
dropping Is. 6d. or 2s. Unconsciously 
I kept lowering the standard of what I 
hoped from them. 

In due course I received a certificate 
for my shares, and this bucked me up a 
bit. It was a fine impressive sort of 
document, with a very nice embossed 
stamp on it, and it described me as a 
“gentleman,” which I felt to be per- 
fectly true; but all the same I thought 
it a tactful thing to say, and some of 
my confidence returned. 

I don’t often see the shares quoted 
now, and when they are they are ap- 
parently sold in bundles of eight or so 
at about Is. 6d. the lot. I get regular 
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reports as to the progress of the mine, 
and at first these used to interest me 
immensely. They contained all sorts | 
of information as to “cross-cuts” and | 
“winzes” (whatever they may be), and | 
occasionally they would give details of | 
the sinking of a shaft in some new place 
to strike into some other burrow they 
had been making somewhere else, and 
they seemed to have had a lot of amuse- 
ment that way. I expect it was rather 
exciting boring through to the other 
fellows in the other tunnel. They also 
used to give minute particulars of the 
ore “won.” ‘They call it “ winning. 
It seemed to be a kind of game; but 
they apparently had bad luck, as they 
lost all they ever won. é 
The trouble, we were told, began with 
the natives of that part, who evidently 
didn’t take to the mine—spoilt their 
view perhaps. At any rate they de- 
veloped the habit (as I gathered from 
the printed reports I received from time 
to time) of spending their half-holidays 
and week-ends loafing round about the 
mine, rolling boulders down it, taking 
parts of the machinery away as s0U- 
venirs, flooding it and suchlike pleas- 
aptries. They seem full of fun out there. 
There was a shareholders’ meeting 
the other day which I attended. Tbad 
been to previous ones, They are always 
much the same, Everybody goes fu 
of disgust and indignation, and deter- 
mined to make trouble for the directors; 


but when they get there all their plue 
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quickly evaporates and they end up by 


warmly supporting votes of thanks to | 
the various gentlemen who have been | 


instrumental in robbing them of their 
money. 


On this occasion, however, one share- | 
holder was very peevish about things, | 
and he told us, before the proceedings | 


commenced, that he was going to “ put 
the directors through it,”’ 


promised him our moral support and| 


looked upon him as a hero. And after 
theChairman had told usthe usual story 
and had assured us that as soon as they 
had pumped the water out of the mine 


and installed new machinery, etc., all| 
h lbing us of our money we will silently | 
and without warning rise in a body) 
and stone them to death; and we will) 
| feel that, at any rate, we have had some-/ the trees, I mean), it is simply money 


would be well the peevish shareholder 


got up and was very rude to the directors | 


and told them exactly what he thought 
about them. i 
But somehow he got no support from 


us. The Chairman replied to him with | 


a few scathing remarks and appealed to 
us as really sensible, reasonable busi- 
ness men, who would as a matter of 
behaviour 





and we all} 
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THE SEED OF SCANDAL. 
“Now, ’00’D THINK THESE TWO WAITED IN A FRIED-FISH SHOP In Mite Exp?” 
Way, 
:¥ DOFS BUT 


THEY LOOK— 
‘00'S TO SAY THEY borsn’T! 











with the contempt it deserved ; and we 
all frowned on the peevish one and 
would have none of him. And when 
| one of the directors proposed a vote 
lof thanks to the Chairman for his un- 
selfish devotion to our interests we were 
all vociferous in our support. 

3uté as soon as I had left the meet- 
ing I felt that the peevish shareholder 
had been quite right, and the next 


| 





time I shall go to the meeting armed 
| with several stones, and I shall induce 
| the other shareholders to do likewise; 
| 





and when the directors begin to pay| 
one another compliments and propose 
votes of thanks to one another for rob- 


lthing for our money. 

If by chance at any time I should 
have any more money to invest (which 
| at present appears highly improbable), 
| I shall put it into a rabber company— 


‘one about to start. Rubber companies 





give you figures which cannot be denied, 
For straightforward dealing commend 
me to rubber companies. They tell you 
plainly and candidly how many acres 
they have and how many trees they 
intend to plant to anacre. They know 


to a nicety how much rubber they can | 


get from each tree and, working this 
out with the price of rubber at a “ con- 
servative” figure (they always take a 
“conservative” figure), they can iell you 
exactly how much they willmake. And 
while they are waiting for the rubber 
trees to grow up they get bananas and 
cocoanuts and other side lines off them, 
which alone will yield enough to pay 
20 per cent. or so, quite apart from the 
rubber. And when they get knobs on 
(which they do about the second year- 


for nothing. 
Yes, I shall try rubber next time. 








How to simplify the Domestic Problem. 
“‘Full-grown wolf for sale, very fond of 
children.”— Glasgow Citizen 
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THE AFFAIR OF POPPETS AND JANOTHA. 
A Hotrpay Tracepy. 

Tue question of providing for Poppets 
and Janotha during our absence from 
home during the greater part of last 
month gave us much thought. 

We didn’t care to send Poppets to 
any friends in the near neighbourhood, 
We thought it was better to send him 
to some place which he would not be 
able to find again after our return. A 


cat that lives chiefly with other people 


cuts no mice. / ; 
Janotha, whose family came from 


| the Harz Mountains, has been interned 
| since 1916 (when she left the egg), but 


is allowed out in the dining-room once 
a day for an hour or so, during which 
time she perches on anybody or any- 
thing she fancies as a roost. 

If, we thought, the pair could be 
housed under one roof during our holi- 
day they might feel more at home than 
if separated, Poppets would hear the 
familiar songs of Janotha’s répertoire, 
while she from her cage would be able 
to watch Poppets down below. Janotha 
at home would usually spend a lot of 
time watching Poppets openly; he on 


| his part would watch her and pretend 


he wasn't doing anything of the kind. 
After much confabulation with the 
members of my family who owned, or 
claimed ownership of, this worthy pair, 
it was decided that I should write and 
ask one Henry Lea, of Chalford Magna, 
Esquire, and thoroughly good-natured 


| ass, if he would house them for the 
_ three weeks that we should be away. 
| Accordingly I wrote :— 


Dear op Sport,—We're all going 
to Wales for three weeks and are obliged 
to leave our cat and canary behind, on 
board wages, so to say. 

For reasons into which I need not 


| enter we don’t want to place these pets 


with neighbours, and I wonder if you 


| will be a stepfather to them. 


| the cat. 


If so I will send them along with 
plenty of seed for the bird, and will pay 
any expense you may be put to over 
Milk is expensive, and there 


_ is unfortunately no “just as good” to 


| sponsibility. 


this kind of a pussy-foot. 

Neither pet will give you any trouble, 
[ am sure, and, though actual friendship 
between the pair is strictly barred, as 
you might say, I feel they would be 
happier under the same roof. 

Say you will take them and relieve 
my mind, Yours, ARTHUR, 


Henry replied thus :— 


Dear otp Tor,—I should simply love 
to oblige you, but don’t fancy the re- 
I have had no household 


_ pets since my moth-eaten spaniel Togo 


faded away in the spring, so I am not 





afraid of strife; but, supposing the 
climate didn’t suit your pair or they 
didn’t like my quiet bachelor ménage 
or the furniture or decorations, what 
then ? 

However, if you will indemnify me 
against all risks, I'll chance it and 
take them for you. Perhaps the canary 
knows some of the latest songs. We 
get very behind the times in this out- 
post of civilization. 


Yours ever, Henry. 


To this I replied that both Poppets and 
Janotha were colour-blind and climate- 
proof, that the canary could sing some- 


RIVART. 





give a fair imitation of the opening 
Jazz steps if there was a saucer of 
cream about, and that we should hold | 
him, Henry, free of all risks, whether! 
by earthquake, flood, fire and tempest, | 
strikes, eye-strain, pip, wireworm, moth | 
or rust, and all and every danger that! 
might betide; and, further, that I had 
already despatched the pair, carriage 
paid, properly packed and fed, and 
should be glad to hear of their safe} 
arrival in due course. 

We not only heard from Henry that 
they had reached him safely, but again 
after a few days, to say they were in! 
top-hole trim, and were giving him no | 
end of amusement. Janotha, as per| 
instructions, was having an outing | 
every day in the dining-room, and} 
Poppets had made several conquests | 
among the feline and rodent residents | 
in the neighbourhood. 

We heard nothing more from Henry | 
during the holiday, but didn’t worry. | 
We were so busy sea-siding that we! 
had almost forgotten the existence of | 
our pets. 

But on arriving home we found a 
hamper, and in it a letter from Henry, 
which read :— : 


| 


2 Encts. 

Dear Artaur,—I return to you with | 

a thousand regrets your two pets. All 
went well until last Wednesday, and 
as (in spite of the fact that you took 
all risks) I shrank from spoiling the 
end of your holiday 1 didn’t write to 
you in Wales about the ill happenings. 
The cat, I am afraid, is not as alive 
as it might be, for on Wednesday 
morning it left the house suddenly by 
the window of the dining-room in 





it had the temerity to dispute the right | 


thing near enough to K-Katie for all} 
practical purposes, that Poppets could | 
| 


a single-horse covered van, driven by 


f 
| High road.” 
om in} raary ad been attempting 
which the canary had been taking its! It looks as if Sam had been attempting 
daily outing, and, on reaching the road, | °° much. 
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CONTROL; 
or, THe Premier Expats. 

In faint forgotten days of old 
There was a Premier, I am told, 

Who did not read the papers 
He whacked a ball about the bents 
Oblivious of the world’s events 
The howls of journalistic gents 
And even the advertisements 

Of London's largest drapers. 


Poor man, I wonder how he knew 

Which’ course was safest to pursue | 
And which one had a “crab” in it; | 

Perhaps he used to tire his head 

With swatting when he went to bed, 

Or kept a little list instead 

With all the names, from A to Z, 
Of members of his Cabinet. 


Far otherwise I hold the helm: 
When storms are like to overwhelm 
I get The Evening Gorgon, 
Which tells me in a newsy par 
How many Ministers there are, 
And why and when they go too far, 
And which ones in particul ir 
Annoy that earnest organ. 


And when my morning paper comes 
And I am told what awful sums 

My colleagues wast? in muddles, 
And hear of things I did not know— 
That Whitehall flappers ought to go 
And streams of petrol cease to flow, 
And where the goodliest limpets grow 

In Departmental puddles. 


It fills me with surprise and pain 
(Oh brood of vipers that has lain 
Within my bosom safe hid) ; 

I feel I ought to thank the Press 
For pointing out this fearful mess, 
For now I know the guilty ; yes, 
The children of unrighteousness 

Ilave been revealed to Davin. 


I tell my typist: “ Take this note 
And send it to The Morning Stoat: 
The Premier acknowledges 
Your article of even date 
And humbly begs to intimate 
That he has sacked the Heads of 
State: 
Accept, if it is not too late, 
His most sincere apologies.” 
Evoer. 








“On Tuesday, a tramear, an omnibus, and 
sm, 
Tooley-street, S.E., were in collision in the 


Loeal Paper. 


und was 89 


paddock 


easils 


“Morton's horse won so 


of way with a passing motor-car. | full of running that he dashed we the vig 
: rails. ; owing Donoghue he ! he wae 
With repeated regrets, I am, rails, and throwing Donoghue heavily 
| 


Y ic aeseawtalie 3 pretty badly hurt, so de termined to proceed at 
“te sorrowlu y> Henry. j once to London to ascertain the full extent of 
P.S.—Though you may have difli- | his injuries."—Daily Paper. 


culty in tracing it, the canary is really! A decidedly intelligent animal; but 








enclosed. l what became of poor DONOGHUE 2 
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A FORECAST OF THE PICTORIAL PRESS ON THE THREATENED RESUMPTION OF WOUSE-BUILDING. 
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Host (a Mighty Hunter, breaking off in the middle of his longest story). “Burt 1 seem TO BE BORING YOU! 
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NEWS FROM THE OIL WORLD, 
(By our own Oleaginous Expert.) 


Tne find of liquid oil proceeds apace 
in Kast Anglia, and within the limits 


| of space at our disposal we can only 


indicate some of the most important 
discoveries. 

Foremost amongst these is the re- 
markable outflow at Caistor, near Nor- 
wich. The oil of Caistor has long 
enjoyed a local celebrity, but was only 
available in small quantities. Within 
the last few weeks, however, a well has 
begun spouting at the rate of two hun- 
dred barrels aday. The oil is peculiar, 
and Dr. Pruffle, F.R.S., has seen no- 


_ thing quite like it in all his previous 


| experience, 
| the writer. 


Nor, it may be added, has 
That is all that can be 


| said at the moment, beyond the fact 


that the oil, while distinetly sebaceous, 
is in the main better suited for medi- 
cinal than other purposes, and cannot 
be recommended for use in the prepar- 
ation of salad-dressing. It is enough 
to say that if, as seems likely, the out- 
flow is maintained we are face to face 


with an asset of very great commercial 
value. 








At Great Yarmouth an immense 
sensation has been caused by the up- 
rush of oil in the cellar of a house 
inhabited by a barber. To judge from 
the specimens which have reached us 
it can be used either as fuel or for 
internal consumption. Strange to say, 
the liquid drawn off at midnight reveals 
a much larger proportion of spirit, and 
Sir Conan Dorie, who was hastily 
summoned on this fact being known, 
is giving the matter his most careful 
attention. We cannot assume the re- 
sponsibility for the statement, already 
made in the local Press, that the pro 
duct of this well may entirely supersede 
cod-liver and Macassar oil and reyo- 
lutionize our fishing and hair-dressing 
industries. Let it suffice if we say that 


the operations now in progress are of | 


surpassing interest to all directly or 
indirectly associated with the oil world. 

There remains the epoch-making ex- 
udation at the North Boreland Golf 
Links. During the progress of the 
Peace Challenge Cup competition last 
Friday all play was suddenly stopped 
by the simultaneous gush of a rich and 
succulent fluid from all the eighteen 
holes! The characteristics of this oil 








—for oil it undoubtedly is—cannot be 
made public yet awhile. Mr. Isidore 
de Truefitt and Mr. T. P. O'Connor 
have been summoned to report; Mr. 
Haroip Beasts is still busy inter view- 
ing the noble President of the North 
Boreland Golf Club on the ethical pos- 
sibilities of the discovery; Mr. RoReRt 
SMILLIE is preparing a manifesto. The 
professional club-maker, a remarkably 
intelligent man, is freely discussing the 
prospect of converting all his stock of 
irons into drilling tools. But there 
has been no shouting from the house- 
tops, and all concerned appear to be 
going about a pretty big business ina 
calm and sensible way. For ourselves 
we are content with the bald state- 
ment that, if the North Boreland oil 
possesses all the qualities that has 
claimed for it, it is the most extra- 
ordinary oil that we have ever come 
across. 








The Saturday Review, writing about 
the chances of an army of amateur 
pitmen, says:—“ Some of the older 
coal-hewers might, no doubt, be bribed 
to brain the new miners.” That would 
teach them. 
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negro Muse with au melanc! ly charm | we must eicome a bountl ul if bizarre 
he outlines are! contribution to the evolution of our 


lubrication,” he went 
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from his radiant presence 
with a renewed and reinvigorated hope 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARL 233 


WItH TH! ii Nits 

| ENGLAND'S ENVOY. 

| To Viscount Grey or FaLiovon. 

HiGH-rooren with figure heads of demi 
gold, 

Square-sailed and low-swung in the 

imminent sea, 

| The little ancient ships of destiny 

Went forth and bent their westward 


course of old; 
High-hearted men were they who dared 
to hold 
Those venturing helms, the Genoan 
and he, 
Tuscan Americo, who on the lee 
Saw the grey woods of the new world 
unfold. 


Now on a swift keel plumed with foam 
steam 
| A fate-led venturer goes forth anew, 
\n envoy of our England, Sir, we deem 
Her happy in your going. Seamen 


ana 


two 
Found 
where you 
May help to make the world of which 
"men D. M. 8. 


once an unimagined world 


men dream. 











The Letter and the Spirit. 
“ These forms 


mutline that even if they are completed wrongly 


| we are told 
| 
| by the claimant the department is still able to 


are so simple in 


deal justly with the claims made.” 
Birmingham Mai! 
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THE DORMITORY SYSTEM ON THE COAST. 


Hoots (to would-be bather). “Turse ane THE 
48 THOUGH THE THREE BEDS-AND-BREAKPFASTS "AD OVERSLE! 
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| 
OUR FEATHERED FRIENDS. 
Tur birds were discussing man and | 
his indebtedness to them. 
“T sing to him,” said the nightingale. 
“So do I,” said the thrush and the| 
blackbird and the canary. 
“Yes, but I sing best,’ said the 


“ But only for a very few weeks,” 
said the canary, “and then he has to 
yo out at night to hear you. I sing to| 
him in his home all the year round.” 

You do,” said the sparrow grimly ; 
‘and haven't 1 seen him throw a 
handkerchief over your cage to stop 
the din?” 

“Very seldom,’ said the canary. 
“Meanwhile perhaps you'll tell us 
what your own services to man are, 
besides destroying his crops.” 

“ Mine?” said the sparrow. “Ob,I 
cheer him up. He'd miss me horribly 
if I left his roofs and roadways. Have 
you ever heard me chattering, ten 


doesn't value me much now, may be, 








thousand strong, in Staple Inn? He 


but if I went he'd be miserable.’ 
‘Il drop my feathers to make pipe 


] id the rook. 


cleaners for him,” sa 
“T lay expensive eggs for him to feed 
pretty women with,” said the plover. 
“So do | said the rook, “ but he 
doesn’t know it.’ 
“TI provide feathers for his pretty 
women's hats,” said the kingfisher. 
“I prevent him from over-eating 
himeelf on green peas,’’ said the jay. 
“ He gets his notion of wisdom from 





me,” said the ow!l. 


‘IT saved the Capito! 


said the goose 


“ Yes,” said the sparrow, “ but what | Suggested emendation: For generals 


along time ago! Tell us what you ‘ve 
done lately.’ f | 

“Hush!” said the kindly dove; “ it’ 
only a fortnight to Michaelmas.” 

“T set him rhyming,” said the lark 
“odes and things. Also I make him 
look up, which is good for him.” 

“I beautify his ornamental waters, 
said the swan. 

* And [his terraces,” said the peacock. 


| very touching.”’ 


j matic English and says with great vehemenee 
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‘lam the making of his Christmas,” 
said the turkey. 

‘* Don't forget the postman,” said the | 
sparrow. 

“Very well, then,” said the turkey, 
“T and the postman.” ; 

“I reinforce deans and chapters,” 
said the jackdaw, “and look after his 
cathedrals.” | 

‘Tam the cartoonists’ support,” said 
the eagle. 

“T am the gunsmiths’ stand-by,” 
said the partridge, ‘and the sports- 
man's hope. I provide him first with 
fun and exercise and, after, with food.” 

“ Yes,” said the sparrow, “and haven't 
I seen him break a tooth on one of | 
your pellets ?’ 

“T am glad to hear it,” said the | 





partridge. | 
“ Me too,” said the pheasant, | 
“ And me,” said the grouse. 


“I keep him company while he digs | 
or chops wood,” said the robin. 

“| befriend the penny-a-liner,” said 
the wren, “by building my nest in 
places that make paragraphs.’ | 

“IT solve his problem, What to do | 
with the cold mutton fat,” said the 
tomtit, 

“ And what of our long-legged friend | 
here?’ said the sparrow. 


“Oh, me?” said the heron, “ | make | 
him talk to strangers.” 
‘‘ How so?” said the sparrow. | 


“Why, on railway journeys, when | 
he sees me from the window, he Says | 
to the man opposite, whom he hasn't | 
spoken to before, ‘There's a heron. 
I'm the only bird that can do that, | 
He wouldn't bother to say, ‘There's a | 
pigeon,’ or ‘ There's a gull,’ or ‘ Theres | 
a sparrow '—you're all too common— | 
but he can’t help saying, ‘There's a} 
heron.’ Otherwise I am not aware of | 
being of use to him.” 

‘‘ Nor want to be?” said the sparrow. 

‘No, nor want,” said the heron. | 








of Coldstream lays himself out for 
Local Payer. 


VF loor-coverings,” 


The Raneion touch. 


\ feature of the departure of the British 
troops from the Rhine is the number of German 
come to the railway stations 
Now and then the parting 16 

Provincial Paper. 


- 
generals who 


e them off 


read ‘ generals.” 


‘The Prince [Licuxowsxy} speaks diplo- 
that, while he doesn't want to kick, he objects 
most decidedly to being sold on th hoof to 
the Czecho-Slovaks.”’ fs 
Vancouver Daily ord. 


It will be noticed that the Princes 
diplomatic English is spoken with a 
slight Transatlantic accent. 
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THE STANDARD. 
Cryrre Lopor, seaside boardin; 

| house, was just reopened after the War. 
There was a new notice at the gate, in 
which the word “ select’’ took pride of 
place and of print; there was an en 
larged window-space, in which guest 
at their meals were to be displayed with 
prominence but also with taste; the 
porch was strewn with wicker chairs 
and the steps with cushions, both hay 
ing the same uses of advertisement in | 
view; and there was a pervasive smell 
of new furniture and new paint that was 
distinctly intimidating in its suggestion 
that Clyffe Lodge had turned over a 
} new leaf and was Waiting to see whether | 

ve knew what was proper to be written 


Basen 








on it. 

We didn’t. Dinner on that first even- | 
ing was a good but a melancholy meal. | 
Clyife Lodge, equipped at every point 
to receive us, Was not yetable to assimi 
late us. Our only link was an over- | 
powering consciousness that we must 
be as select as the notice at our gate | 


said we were. 

\ bitter business. Fathers of familie 
were cowed by the spectacle of the | 
} greatness thrust upon them; mothers | 
| breathed but a single prayer—to con 
| duct themselves in a manner that 
'should not bring social disgrace on | 


their olfspring; young women raked 


} one another's costumes with an eye 
to detail that would have done them 








wi 
credit if they had been members of a But 
| crack regiment; young men hid unde: | "| 
; &@ bushel the jest that was the foun at 
| tain-light of all their day lest it should i 
| perish with obloquy in this rarefied il 
? } | Je 
atmosphere of their choice and of thi 
| their undoing. For who could say A 
| What might be the impossible standard kvl ge fi 
| Set up by Clyffe Lodge in jests as in # “= oe i ii 
gentility ? eriodic: : tess ; 
5 y | el iodic ully our hos . Loafer (afler begquig persistentiy to be allowed to carry bag). “ SHouLp I PLEaD with | wae: 
| thawed her oflicial smile in order to} you pike Tus IF 1 ’AD ANY NONEY?” ai 
press with oflicial heartiness second Barn-stormer. “D’ you supposr I sHovLp CARRY THE ruina me 7 map?” HH} 
— SS a 





helpings on us; but she was not really | === rard 
proof against the arctic chill of our as-|comfortable voice in my rear, and I|ness in the information that I felt 
|bound to pursue the subject. ‘ This 


| 


sembly; in a minute or so she always jturned to see a stout middle-aged wo- | 








found the smile frozen stiffly again on | man knitting on a couch. She nodded Miss Trendon you speak of is my 

| her lips, : ito indicate that it was myself she had | prompted. 

| It was over at last, and I sought aj been addressing and continued easily, “ Well, I should say so,” she agreed 

| quiet if desolate retreat beside a window | “ But, bless us, that won't last long, | heartily, quite as if 1 had supplied a 
in the drawing-room that had no view | You young people will be warming up| string of adjectives and a family tree. 

| of the sea, Gentility en masse, patheti-| presently. J know!” “There ‘ll be no more moping or ‘um- 

| cally hopeful of better things to come, She gave a jovial roll to her friendly | ming and ‘arring when Miss Trendon 

| had poured out on to the porch and|jeye,and I loved her. She was vulgar ;|comes. Fond of a joke, if ever anybody 

| steps of Clyffe Lodge. I could hear it |she was intrusive; but at Clyffe Lodge| was, I cantellyou. Fullof life and fun 

| there, giving occasional tentative femi-|she was a miracle. For she was as|and always up to tricks. That lively 
nine titters in response to occasional} nature and circumstances had made | well,you'd never believe. Fondof young 
tentative masculine platitudes. It was|ber; gentility had left her unscathed. |men too you ‘ll see,’ she continued | 

pitiful. I caught myself wishing that| ‘“’Twon't last longer’n to-morrow, with a determined kindliness towards 

|} an angel could be induced to trouble |anyway,” shq prophesied, chuckling, | myself that I felt was perhaps in this | 
those glassy waters of propriety into |“ I’m ‘expecting Miss Trendon come|case hardly fair to Miss lrendon ; it 
some semblance of rude ife. P | to-morrow, and then you'll see.” unmasked that voung lady's guns too 

“A bit quiet-like so far,”’ remarked a There was so much rich suggestive- soon, so to speak, I resolved chival- 
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| as . 
| rously to take no advantage of my in- 


| advertenti scoop in the matter. sroaeh 

| But, oblivious of any such delicacies 
| and subtleties, my informant continued 
| her happy anticipations, “Why, eveu 
‘fond of Ma, Miss Trendon is,” she 
| gurgled joyously. “That fond—well, 
you ‘d never believe,” she concluded in 
her favourite formula, 

Against this cynical assumption on 
the part of Miss Trendon’s maternal 
parent—for such I now deduced her 
to be—I protested with suitable mur- 
/ murs. Indeed I was only too anxious 
to believe that a girl so richly dowered 
with a capacity for fondness was to 
| prove the angel who should break up 
| our social ice. 
| J awaited her coming with curiosity 
| and took every opportunity of engaging 

her mother in culogy as a corrective 
| to my depression. 1 found it impos- 
sible to listen to a recital of Miss Tren- 
don’s many excellences without longing 
‘to win or lose them all; the thought 
| of their hourly approach serewed my 
| courage to the sticking-point of endur- 
| ing a few more spiritually frozen meals. 
| On the morrow after tea I hung 
| about specially, in order not to miss her 
| on her arrival from the station, whither 

Mrs. Trendon had gone to meet her. 
| A good many of the boarders were in 
the porch doing the same; and it was 
| touching to see how young men and 
| maiden-aunts, old boys and flappers 

alike hung upon the chance of Miss 
Trendon being able to achieve the melt- 
ing process to which her parent had 
pledged her. For the fame of Miss 

Trendon had gone abroad, and it was 

not I alone who had been favoured with 

her champion’s confidences. 

But it appeared to be I alone who 
was surprised by Miss Trendon’s sex. 
When the cab drew up Mrs. Trendon’s 
only companion proved to be a short 
rosy-cheeked man, middle-aged and 
superlatively cheerful, 

“Mist’'r 'Endon,” she announced 
proudly and collectively to the group of 
us, and I awakened, gaping, to the fact 
that the Miss Trendon of my imagin- 
ation and hopes did not exist; there 
existed only Mist’r’Endon and his wife; 
and Clyffe Lodge was doomed. I 
should have to leave it to perish in its 
own ice-safe. 

“Evening, all,” observed Mist'r 
‘Endon, with the friendliest of unem- 
barrassed nods, and followed up the 

| greeting by a sudden surprising caper 
in which he earried his wife with him 
| to the tune of a high-spirited refrain :— 
**I joined the boarding-’ouse to-day, 
So now—we are—all right!" 

There was a ripple and stir in the 

congealed ranks of | the boarders ; it was 





like the electric thrill with which on 
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some morning in March all nature 
responds to the first touch of spring. 

“Really, Pa,” remonstrated Mrs. 
Hendon with happy breathlessness, 
“you didn't ought! Whatever will all 
these young ladies and gents think? 
Two old folks like us!” 

*You-—old? Now, Ma,” warned 
Mr. Hendon facetiously, “ you know 
very well what J think of you.” He 
shook a fat, fond, admonitory finger in 
her face. “ And if youdon’t well, what 
did the conductor say when the pretty 
young lady asked ‘im for a ticket to the 
Baker’s Arms? Tell me that, then!” 

“Oh, get along with you, do, Mist’r 
’"Endon!" she said, being evidently no 
etrangor to this question, But its pos- 
sible answer and applicability eluded 
the rest of us. 

“ What—what did he say?” I ven- 
tured to inquire, and perceived by the 
grateful glances of my fellow-boarders 
that I had yoiced the sense of the 
meeting. 

Mr. Hendon’s arm encireled his wife's 
waist and he implanted a resounding 
kiss on her cheek. “ Lucky baker!” 
he replied with gusto. 

The ice of Clyffe Lodge had met its 
master; it shivered and cracked, it splin 
tered and tinkled into laughter. Young 
men upon whom concealment of their 
own jokes had acted like a worm i’ the 
bud took heart of grace; hitherto mum- 
mified young women looked with a 
rapid access of animation and favour 
upon the revived young men; their 
elders of both sexes awakened with 
relief to the knowledge that, if this it 
was to be select, then selectness was 
easily within their own grasp. Embar- 
rassment, shyness, gentility fell like 
garments from Clyffe Lodge; for a 
standard had at last been set, and, be- 
hold, it was no new fangled, exalted 
criterion, but simply the old, comfort- 
able, pre-war affair, and there was no 
boarder but might hope to do it credit. 

That evening the dressing-bell rang 
three times before it was heard above 
the roar of badinage and repartee in the 
porch, Saal 


From the report of a hound show :— 

The second prize went to Trimbrush, by 
Belvoir Rifleman — Treasure, waltzed by 
Miss ."——-Sporting Paper. ‘ 
As it seems the fashion nowadays to 
dance the young entries instead of 
“walking” them we should have 
thought the “Fox-Trot” would have 
been more suitable. 


“ CONSERVATIVE, 15 feet by 7, for Sale.” 
Orkney Herald, 
Lord Rornermert, who Seems to have 
a taste for political curiosities, should 
buy him for his collection, 
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A BALLADE OF BATTLES. 
We read of old heroic deeds 
Clanging through Homer's wonder. 
lay, 
Of how bronze-harnessed warrior breeds 
Drave black ships through /gean 
spray 
And warred until their beards were 
grey, 
Because, forsooth, a princeling’s glance 
Was bright and led a queen astray, 
Then was the flood-tide of Romance. 


Oh for the rain-swept Crecy meads, 
When Epwarp’s goose-quills bit 
their way 
Among the French king's knights and 
steeds, 
Humbling their arrogant array. 
That was the game for men to play, 
To take a prize or snap a lance, 
To sack a town or bite the clay, 
Then was the flood-tide of Romance. 


The rapt imagination feeds 
On Rurert spurring, plumed and gay, 
’Gainst iron horsemen chanting creeds 
While deep drums roll and trumpets 
bray. 
The thund'ring squadrons crash and 
sway ; 
Sword rings on sword, a radiance 
Of white.steel whirls above the fray. 
Then was the flood-tide of Romance. 
Evol. 
Prince of some peace-lapped latter 
day, 
Reading of our locked lines in France, 
Mayhap you too shall sigh and say, 
“Tren was the flood-tide of Romance,” 
PATLANDER, 








“Puzzled” writes :—"In a Sunday 
paper I recently saw a photograph of 
girl-bathers ‘taken at Cowes, Isle of 
Wight,’ and in another Sunday paper 
of the same date I saw the same pho- 
tograph with the title ‘ast Coast 
Nymphs.’ As photographs notoriously 
cannot lie, and the veracity of Sunday 
newspapers is equally above suspicion, 
I can only assume that in consequence 
of the hob weather the Isle of Wight 
has been towed round to the North Sea. 
Can you tell me when this remarkable 
effort in Reconstruction took place?” 


“The Amrifa Bazar Patrika says the angels 
must take off their hats to Sir Rabindranath 
Tagore. It doubtless means that they feel im- 
pelled to remove their nimbuses—or ‘ nimbli’ 
if you prefer it.”"—-Madras Maul. 


No; we prefer “ nimbuses.” 

“Lost, on 14th inst., probably in South 
Street, Lady’s Gold Finger Ring, with pearls 
and garments.”—Tocal I’aper. 

Even in these days a certain curiosity 
as to the garments which would go into 





@ finger-ring is perhaps permissible. 
ee ‘ cf BDO . neereaccccccmcaa 
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HED THINGS. HAVE YOU ANY IDE 


“YOUR,” 

Ir was while reading the exuberant 
criticisms of J'he Morning Post's cricket 
correspondent that I was first struck 
by the astonishing use to which we put 
the possessive pronoun, “ You wanted 
your Richardsons and your Lohmanns 
to get Middlesex out,’ shouted this 
correspondent, J/y Ricuarpsons, be 
it observed, and my Loumanns, And 
the statement was true in so far as | 
really did want those particular bowlers, 
first, because I never saw either of 
them, and, secondly, because my bowl- 
ing average is at present in the fifties 
and would be the better for some sound 
professional instruction. I left home 

| glowing with the joy of possession. 

Nor were these two great bowlers to 

be my only acquisitions that day. The 
| chatty financial idiot in the train told 
| me that, if my trades union authorities 
couldn't keep their heads, national bank 
| ruptcy was bound to follow. Then at 
| lunch-time a complete stranger said to 
me, “ Your City magnates are getting 
the wind up badly.” I was very glad 
to have some City magnates, so in grati 
tude I handed him my trades unionists. 
“If your trades union authorities, etc., 
- i I retorted, and that choked him 
0 


‘T say, POLICEMAN, HERE'S A CHILD }F 
AN 


y a 
\ 


LLOWIN' MK. Lost 


In the course of the afternoon I was 
made responsible for a brace of field- 
marshals, a champion, West- 
tuinster Abbey (the gift of an American) 
and some peecrages of the realm. This 
last attracted me more than any pre- 
vious gift, and I felt moved again to 
offer something in return—something 
really useful this time. ‘ Sir,” I said 
to the previous owner, & man who in- 
sisted on talking politics, although we 
at the Oval, * you have made me 
such a very generous present that I feel 
ithpelled to give you something in ex- 
change. Permit me to offer you a brace 
of City magnates, complete with wind 
up. And if your City magnates p 
I was continuing firmly; but he had 
gone. 

My burden was still too heavy for 
me to bear, and I determined to get rid 
of as much of it as possible. Adopting 
a French accent, I handed over West- 
minster Abbey to an embarrassed po- 
liceman; and in the train going home 
I disposed of most of my other encum- 
brances; but I could not induce anyone 
to talk chess. So I have the pleasure 
of announcing that I am willing to 
consider any reasonable offer for my 
chess champion or any part of him. 
What bids? Or would exchange for 
i“ your” Victory Loan. 


che iS 


were 





ITS BIDICULOUS PARENTS; 








It 6 PUL THE 


DOESN'T KNOW WHERE 


Why Rabbits’ Tails are White. 
Their tails are white cos they come the 
last 
And it's always on their mind 
That the rest of the rabbit is going so 
fast 
They ‘re sure to get left behind, 


Where the Knuts come from. 


“ Tady seeks smart School for bos 
strict training dress and figure.” 


12g 

Times. 
Our Super-Liner. 

“On Saturday, 1,800 steamers landed at 
North Wall from this port, and on Sunday the 
‘ Greenore* landed 600 others.” 

Holyhead Chronicle, 
Wake up, America! 

“ The Marchioness wore a dress of clephant’s 

breath grey charmeuse, with hat to match,” 

Pall Mall Gazette. 
To those who are ignorant of the colour 
of an elephant’s breath we may say that 
it closely resembles that of a trunk call, 
but is not quite so loud. 


“ Wanrep.—An Irish Gentleman, with a 
sporting instinct, will exchange ——- Touring 
Car, 1918, 5-seater, self-starter, for a good, 
fast, well-trained Donkey.”-—Jrish l’aper, 
We have suppressed the name of the 
car, a8 we do not wish to give it a free 
advertisement, 
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AT THE PLAY. 
“Home anp Beavry.” 
‘x solemn about Mr. Sommrset 
MavGHam’s naughty little faree and 
you are lost. But the camouflage | 
is so dexterously contrived that I 
conceive a bishop might sit and 
laugh —— it without noticing 
its entirely deplorable moral tone. 
Victoria, a Dear Little Thing 
(Miss Guapys Coorer), having lost 
her first D.8.0., Bill, marries his 
best man, Freddy, also a D.8.O. 
This (with bazaars) by way of doing 
her bit. Bill adored her, but so 
does F’reddy ; and for herself she 
can't quite make up her mind 
which she loves best. And then 
Bill (Mr. Hawrrey), who had lost 
his memory, but not, as officially 
reported, his life, at Ypres i 
turns up from captivity in a suit of 
reach-me-downs bought in Ham- 
burg (and the thrill communicated 
by it is alone worth your money, 
believe me). He finds a sufficiently 
embarrassed reddy (Mr. Matcoum 
Cuerry), and a Victoria outraged 
by this new instance of the 
proverbial tactlessness of Enoch 
Ardens. 


THE RIVAL SONS-IN-LAW 
Mrs. Shuttleworth (Miss Lorrir Venne) to William ea 
(Mr. Casrces Hawrrey) and Frederick (Mr. Marcon Get. 


' well over the foot-lights. Mr. Harsen, 


the Wangler, wooed appropriately. The 
little part of a manicurist was excel- 
lently played by Miss Lavra Lypta. 





But Victoria need not have Cuerny). “VERY THOUGHTLESS OF YOU BOTH. 


worried. Each in a paroxysm of COURSE IT'S NOT QUITE SO INCONVENIENT FOR ME 4S 
ere sae Jp sae sme lrg teed a ae 
| and leave the 


ar Little Thing 


| to the other. A way out of the impasse 





is discovered by Victoria, who has fallen 
in love with the Rolls-Royce of a 
Wangler (sugar, jobs, exemptions, pass 
ports and that kind of thing). He has 
heen winning the War on the home 
front, and accordingly has a coronet 
in prospect. So a divorce is to be 
arranged. The services (purely tech- 
nical and formal) of an irreproachable 
and unapproachable spinster are en- 
gaged, so that the decencies of the law 
may be observed. 

We are all tired of saying how per- 
feetly charming Miss GLApys Coorrr 
looked. It happens to be true. It 
was part of the point that she didn’t 
need to do much else, Mr. Hawrrey 
and Mr, Cuerry, in their self-sacrific- 
ing duel, are very pleasant to watch. 
Mr. Mavanam gives them the most ad- 
mirably pointed and polished dialogue. 
Miss Jean Capen, as the professional 
intervener, chaste ministress of the 
law's least savoury ceremonies, gave 
a deservedly applauded performance. 
That exquisite droll, Miss Lorrig 
Venne, drew tears from my eyes. If 
Mr. Lysron Lyin spoke more like a 
toastmaster than a solicitor and had 
his mind more clearly made up than 
any solicitor I have ever met, the mal- 
icious satire on our divorce laws got 








A delightful entertainment, and with | 
this sound lesson in it—-Beware of 
, Loay' 
marrying Dear Little Things. | 


** DADDIEs.”’ 


If Mr. Mavauam has wrapped up his | 
naughtiness in a cloud of gossamer, Mr. | 
Joun L, Honsre offers a thoroughly 
homely and wholesome theme which 
gets wholesomer and heavier as Act! 
pitilessly succeeds Act. Mr. Hoppe 
is on the side of the angels and their 
wings must be still sticky with it. 

Iam conscious of betraying myself 
as a man of depraved taste and shocking 
insensibility. For here were five noisy 
Pittsburg bachelors (full of strange 
“Rahs” and strong cocktails) so worked | 
upon by the wistful beauty of little | 
abstract children and the seemesiivwen! 
of a perfect dear of a mother that the 
hard Pittsburg steel was turned to 
sugar in their vitals — a process to 
which I find stout noisy men of the 
producing classes in America (on the 
stage) are peculiarly liable. 

There are touches of originality in 
the treatment. The heroine comes on 
suffering from sea-sickness, a moving 
figure; the hero, that is to say the 
most fatuous of the five, catches it in 
the modified form of love-sickness, and 
we—but let not a feeling for symmetry 








(SAME WIFE). 


DAUGHTER; BUT stiLi I FIND It MOST UN- 
COMFORTABLE.” 


us, we must have lost the War. T: 


warp our critical judgment. The fact is, 
however, I loathe stage children, eyen 
when they are as clever and precocious 
as Miss MADELINE Ronson; and though 
T know it’s not their fault. 

Miss Mary Jurrowp has only to 
look at you with eyes and a smile 
like that to persuade you that 
she is really a dear old lady, not 
the merest saccharine convention, 
Miss Steuia JEsse, ditto: enough 
to break up any bachelors’ elub. 
The heroine, Ruth, I frankly found 
impossible. Miss Eminy Brooke 





did her best with her, and it was a 
competent best. In fact she played | 
a little passage about the orphaned | 
children of France with a real | 
tenderness which in any reason- | 
able context would have been very | 
effective. But Mr. Honpre has a | 
cocktail mind: any old ingredients, | 
well shaken up, will do for him, | 
It is high time America went dry. | 

Of the five men, honours must 
go to Mr. Grorcr Tuy for a| 
really first-rate piece of charaeter- | 
isation. Mr. Muncaster, Mr. Sam 
Livesey, Mr. WrEGUELIN were capa 
ble in support. Mr. Marrnews 
seemed unhappy ; and I don’t won: | 
A packed audience “simply 
Or loved it.” 

Sut please don't suppose that 
I am simple enough to think that 
America is any more like Daddies 


|than England is like a dozen plays we 





“THE SICK HEART OF RUTIL” (Keats). 

Ruth Atkins (Miss Eumy Brooke) to Robert 
Audrey (Mr. A, E. Marrnnis). “1 Was S84 | 
SICK TO START WITH AND Now I’M LOVE | 
sick; I HOPE YOU WON'T MIND MY LETTING | 
THE SAME FACIAL EXPRESSION DO FOR BOTH 
MALADIES.” 


could all name. Otherwise; beiween 
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Profiteer’s Wife. “ Have se 


Profiteer's Wife. “EVEN THE COMMON ONES?” 


(By Mr. Punch'’s Stag of Learned Clerks.) 


Miss Cecruia Hine, whose Wings Triumphant I remember 


to have much enjoyed, has now followed it with Stone Walls 
| (HurcHinson). Since the action passes entirely in (I mean 
| 0n) @ marsh, you must understand the stone walls in a 
| sense strictly symbolic—the kind, in short, that do a prison 
| make. In the present instance they enclosed Petra Pen- 
| rose, the heroine, until such time as the tale had gone on 
| long enough for her to find freedom in the loving arms of 
the hero. Perhaps you see already a certain scepticism in 
my attitude? The melancholy truth is that, while I found 
Miss Hitu’s marsh-land sketches admirably real, her people 


| appeared, almost all of them, to suffer incurably from the | 
etra | 


| complaint of being characters in a book. Perhaps 
herself, apart from her name, was the mildest case; her 
lonely childhood and her devotion, in jealous silence, to the 
memory of her father were humanenough. Petra’s father, 
one gathers vaguely, had been a victim to the artistic 
temperament, so much so indeed that her mother had 
| divorced him and married again, this time a gentleman 
| whose public name was Zhrazxted, but who in private 
| enjoyed the courtesy-title of Papa. You observe a nice 
distinction, I have to confess to some sneaking sympathy 
| with Papa. He was not indigenous to the marsh, may 
indeed have been of rheumatic tendency, and it is very 








| possi 


ble that this soured him just as much as his obvious 
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efforts to live up to his position as the brutal stepfather of 
fiction. The not unexpected result was that he behaved 
like an incredible ass and was very properly discomfited 
while Petra, triumphant, embraced her artist and (true to 





the marsh habit) was rewarded with the prospect of a | 


fifth-floor flat in Westminster. So much for her; as for 
Miss Hin, she has done work that is more convincing, 
and will, I am confident, do it again. 


I ean hardly suppose Mr. Anrnony Horr innocent of a | 


sly intent to score off his readers in the matter of Beaw- 
maroy Home from the Wars (Meruuen). As early as 


page 38 does the identity of the elderly recluse, whom | 


Beaumaroy. kept secluded in Tower Cottage, begin (ap 
parently) to reveal itself to the astute. Bit by bit, and 
as it were casually, you hear of his passion for speech- 


making, his harsh voice, violent temper and disabled arm. | 


Aha! And then, as I say, it all turns out no such matter, 
but just Mr. Hope's little joke in thus presenting a harmless 
megalomaniac as the arch-criminal that he imagined him- 
self, 
that, once the revelation is made, the gas is out of the balloon, 
beyond the power of any subsequent effort to reinflate it. 


All this is good entertainment enough ; the trouble is | 
wr ta) 


In other words, Mr. Horr seems, strangely for so practised | 


a craftsman, to have started his tale without material 
enough to keep it going. 
moral problem of whether Beawmaroy will collar the money 


For my own part at least the | 


left by old Saffron, or be redeemed by his love for a lay- | 
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figure heroine named Mary, entirely failed to excite any 
interest. Eventually, of course, Romance has it; the Saffron 
| (or yellow) gold goes to its rightful heirs, and we leave 
| Beaumaroy with a bank-balance well lost for love. I fear I 
| must call him but a degenerate successor of those heroes, 
gallant, humorous or eynical, from the same pen who have 
given me so much enjoyment in the past. 


Except for the amiable confidant, the sleuth-hounds of fie- 
tion as a rule range splendidly alone. Whether panting over 
the housetops in pursuit of their prey or battling with brain 
waves in the depths of an armchair, they scorn the intelli- 
gent: accomplice. If anyone is allowed for a moment to 
overshadow their masterly cunning it is the dark sinister 
figure in the centre of that web of villainies which for so 
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had found a Cubist fourth leg on a chair purporting to be 
a Jacobean “ reproduction ” (with worm-holes). 


The Red One (Mitus ANd Boon) is, I should judge, that 
sort of hasty posthumous collection of a dead author's un- 
published odds and ends which is apt not to enhance hig 
reputation. Mr. Jack Lonpon had consistently done better 
work than these four shortish stories. The first, which 
gives its title to the volume, is a story of taboos and human 
sacrifices and a wonderful dome of metal (dropped from 
another world?) of which the wonderful reverberations 
were taken for the voice of the god. It just fails to get 
home.- “The Hussy” tells competently but not quite 
effectively the story ofa gigantic nugget finder with a 





jealous wife. ‘ Argus of the Ancient Times ” deals with the 





long have baffled the secret ser- 
vice of two continents or more. 
Mr. Hutserr Foorner has, I 
| think, created a new model for 
detective fiction in the business- 
like practitioner with an office, 
who receives intelligence reports 
from half-a-dozen subordinates, 
| and is in fact entirely dependent 
upon one of them for the final 
triumph of right. If I have any 
fault to find with Thieves’ Wit 
(HoppEr AND STouGHTON) as an 
American yarn of the discom- 
fiture of crooks in the jewel} / 
line, it is that there is too much 
organisation and too little rough- 
and-tumble. I had almost begun 
to fear that nobody, after all, 
would seramble over the roof 
lightly attired, with a couple of 
revolvers or so in his teeth. But 
the thrills came thick about us 
at last; the pursuit in a motor- 
car was not forgotten; lovers 
were reunited and the body of 
Mr, Alfred Mount, arch-criminal, 
“stiffened out in a brief spasm 
and he fell over sideways on 
the seat—dead !"’ 








Mr. Hamiuron DrumMonp 
has in The Betravers (STaNLEY 
Pavt) a stirring tale to tell of 
| the thirteenth-century struggle 








He. “GREAT HEAVENS! THE RUDDER'’sS BROKEN OFF!” 
She. “NEVER MIND, PAKLING, IT DOESN'T sHOW.” 


adventures of an old man on the 
road to Klondike and wealth, 
Parts of it are quite excellent. 
I conceive that it would have 
been retouched by a clever and 
conscientious hand. “The Prin- 
cess” is a quite unconvincing 
and desperately squalid inter- 
lude in the life of three “ alki- 
stiffs" who had degenerated into 
“stew-bums”—ang/licé thelowest 
type of drunken tramp. Perhaps 
the disgust which nauseates one 
was just the effect that this 
far-and-deep-travelled master of 
| 5 violent-coloured language de- 
oo signed to create. But 1 must 
Di ee | read White Fangs again to take 
a ga the bad taste away. 


The scenes of The Enchanted 


[SerremBer 10, 1919, 











Pen (MeruveEn) are laid at the 
Court of the King of the Hundred | 
Towns, whither various suitors 
came to win the hand of the 
Princess Celandine. At the best 
a of times it could have been no 
Cl easy matter to court such @ 
< sprightly lady as the J’rincess, 
but these times were exception- 
i ally out of joint for such pur- 
poses because the fairies had 
taken things in hand. Direetly 
a suitor (or a non-suitor for that 


> y? 
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| between the Pore and Frepericx IL., Emperor of the 
Holy Roman Empire. I have more than a suspicion 
that, after the economical habit which is growing upon 
our novelists, he has warmed up the hero of a former book 
in that secretary to the Count of Soissons, Mark Bisson, 
| who, half-priest and widower, tells with due modesty how 

he saved the Emperor's life and won himself a second 
bride. There are desperate gallops to warn or rescue, 
rivers in flood to swim on horseback, a hand-to-hand fight 
with a hunch-back as strong and- wicked as only hunch- 
backs in fiction know how to be, and a readable report of 
| the Council of Lyons, of 1245, with the Earl of Norfolk 
setting the fashion for Cook's tourists by proclaiming the 

superiority of English customs at every opportunity. The 
Betrayers is, of course, not what furniture shops call “ real 
antique,” but it is at least so good a copy that once or 
twice, when, for instance, Mark, in a well-flavourei passage 
about lampreys, full of atmosphere, remarked “ the palate 
cannot sense its blessings,” I was as much surprised as if I 





! matter) got possession of the pen | 
he became a most violent socialist, and gave the poor old 
King more shocks than were good for a man of his age. The } 
whole story is a curious jumble, but Miss Eprrna BLAtKLeY | 
disarms this criticism by proclaiming, on the second page | 
of her book, that ‘ accurate-minded persons who become | 
restive when stories betray a careless disregard for ana- | 
chronisms had better pause ..-” For mysell- though | 
I will yield to nobody in accuracy of mind—I went straight | 
on without stopping and fared none the worse for that. | 


J 

**One of the most effective devices to catch the motor thief was | 

exhibited in Long Acre yesterday. a 

The device, which will fit any make of car, provides for the sounding | 

of a loud gong immediately the car is moved, which continues all | 

the while the car is in motion. The box containing the gang % | 
fitted with a lock.’’—Daily Paper. 


But why not keep the box locked (in the manner of our | 
Prime Minister), with the gang of bandits inside, and 
save all further trouble? 
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| Britain,” says a report, “ has asked 


f 


| the United States to send an army of 
two hundred thousand men to Armenia 
to protect the Christian inhabitants.” 
While unable to comply with the re 
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quest President Winson, we learn, has 


intimated that any Armenians who 
succeed in escaping will receive a sym 


« ‘ 


pathetic hearing from the devate 
Foreign Re lations Committee. 
A 
The Board of 
August show that we exported to p 
hibition America six hundred at 
seventy-three proof g llons of spirits, 
to be used for 
must have fainted. 
* i —_—_—_——_ 


Trade returns foi 


medicinal purposes. 


thousand hive 


ntirto 


hundred | 
take | 
supreme ¢ mmand of | 
Bolshevik armies. | 
lliiketo know | 


by what piece of ollieial 


ncompeter e our own] 
War Oflice lost this 
val Lie ¢ | 
* | 
Sir Exxest SHACK 
TO ys a daily con 


temporary, is 
London, having been 


now 1 


Wecan 


not help thinking that 


lor Ine time, 


‘hasnt missed much 


| 

| 

A nephew of Hunnt A| 
hopes to visit General L 


Carranza and lay before him plans 


a Mexican settle ment. But not if Car 
RANZA can get hold of the revolver ti 


well-k 

object of interest to visitors near Aber 

ystwith, is to be sold. It looks like a 
t 


unique chance for one of out pron eers 


r — . _* 
[he Robber's Grave, a nown 


A seventy - year-old bootblack has 
received a legacy of fifteen hundred 
pounds. When asked how he proposed 


to spend it, he is understood to have} 
said that he is waiting to see what Mr. | 


Lioyp GrorGe does with his. 


> 
rl =] 


According to a lecturer at the | 
Association, margarine can be made 
irom castor oil. Something being added 


i'n ~ bd ‘ 
ol course, to give the distinctive flavow 


Grocers, we hear, are 


& Shortage of SCOOP FC les. 


Many are 


suffering from 


having recourse to their scale of prices | 


+ bas 
to obtain the necessary scoop. 
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Mr. Pussyfoot Jonunson says that | politician.” If Mr. Saunuir will with- 
he got the bame “ Pussyfoot while | draw the word “ mere” Mr. Cuvurcsinn 
outlaws in the United States. | has promised to rally a bit 

The in-laws, we gather, * 

him to a 


chasing 





were behind 
ere behind : wv eZ 
oman, It is said that the picture of the year 
as is a post-Impressionist pastel of two 

[he ditference between fresh eggs and | miners going to work, Turned upside 
new laid eggs is again under discussion.|down it also represents two miners 


The simple test is to ask your grocer! going home from work. 
for new-laid eggs. If he is just sold | ri, 
G tine were new-laid. If he has just At last something is being done for 
few left they are merely fresh. ithe upper classes, A Stoke Newington 
* idealer is offering silk hats at three- 
\ m who is arrested as he was pence each. 
ng a South Coast train was found ° 
to have eleven stolen cabbages with} The Daily Mail expresses gratification 
har It appears that he had plucked |at the fact that six thousand three 
the from the allotments near the line! hundred and ninety babies were born 
as the train was hurrying along. in one week of August. Our contem- 
Se ' pee = porary however should 
' ‘ not be too sanguine. 
| } | They may not all be 
anti-Coal tionists, 
‘ | # 
; We are pleased to see 
‘ Ps that the Government 


appeal for economy is 
bearing fruit. A ventle- 
nan Was seen n the 
West Hind last 


' 
earing only one spat. 


Ihe price 
rabbits, we read, is 
likely to be inereased 
this year. Meanwhile 
nothing is be ny donefor 





the skinned ¢ 


LE. - : F .. — | ll be 


isummer, 


—_ awe | “Things will be even 
—<_< Fa worse next year,” says 
= - a m.. YD 
» | Mr. Jd... THomas, M.P. 
RTISEMI HAT THESK CARPETS DO NOT PADI = 
ss Ne [his intimation has 
HEY DON’! , ' 
————————— = ae CHUSEG much relief 
Members of the Metropolitan police | among those who feared that next year 
| ; 


are proceeding to Warsaw to organise} wasn't going to be allowed to come at 
force there. Whether they j all. 
vill ever master such difficult Polish | ’ 
as ‘ Youshutupyerjaw or | [he reduction of staffs in Govern- 


«“ Nunuvyerlipaiseenyer” is another} ment oflices has greatly annoyed many 


1) LSCs 


question. 28 | typists who were thinking of marrying 
' jand settling down there. 


attention,” says Dr, SHap- 
WELL, “seems to be paid to history “The secret of « happy life,’ says 

It is only due to an over-| Lord Fisner in The Times, “is never 
gather, that the Trade Union | to contradict, never explain, and never 
did not decide to abolish his- | apologise.” But surely we cannot all 
be Cabinet Ministers. 





‘A man never ought to be allowed The Board of Control report a marked 


, , | . 
to leave so much money,” says a|decrease of lunacy in England and 
Labour writer, discussing the will of| Wales. No blame, we understand, 


| attaches to the telephone service, 


an American. It ought to be pointed 
out that the millionaire in question did 
not really want to leave it. More Commercial Candour. 
‘ “2.Dome AMERICAN SILK GLOVES, 
Usually 4/9 I 
Sale Price, 3/9 Pr 
They Won't Last Long.” 
Advt. in “ Sydney Morning Herald.” 








‘T have as high an opinion of 
Mr. Cuurcninn,” said Mr. Rosert 
Saiiwig, “as I have of any other mere 
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THE LAST STRAW. 


Ir was one of those summer evenings 
with the chill on, so after dinner we lit 
the smoking-room fire and wondered 
what to do. There were eight of us; 
just the right number for two bridge 
tables, or four piequet pairs, or eight 
| patience singles, : 
| «Ob, no, not cards,” said Celia 
_ quickly. “They're so dull.” a 
| “Not when you geb a grand slam, 
| said our host, thinking of an accident 
| which had happened to him the night 

before. 

“ Even then I don't suppose anybody 

| laughed.” 

| Peter and I, who were partners on 
| that oceasion, admitted that we hadn't 
| laughed. 

| Well, there you are,” said Celia 
| triumphantly. “ Let's play proverbs.” 

| «J don’t think I know it,” said 

| Herbert. (He wouldn't.) 

| «Oh, it’s quiteeasy. First you think 

| of a proverb,” 

| “Like ‘A burnt camel spoils the 
moss,’”’ [ explained. 

' «You mean ‘A burnt child dreads 
the fire,’”’ corrected Herbert. 

Celia caught my eye and went on 

| hurriedly, “ Well, then somebody goes 
outside, and then he asks questions 

“ From outside?” asked Mrs. Herbert. 

“From inside,” I assured her. 
“Generally from very near the fire, 
because he has got so cold waiting in 
the hall,” 

“Oh, yes, I see.” 

“ And then he asks questions, and we 
each have to get one of the words of 
the proverb into, our answer, without 
letting bim know what the proverb is. 
[t's rather fun.” 

Peter and his wife, who knew the 
game, agreed. Mrs. Herbert seemed 
resigned to the worst, but Herbert, 

| though faint, was still pursuing. 

“ But doesn’t he guess what the pro- 
verb is?”’ he asked. 

* Sometimes,” I admitted. “ But 
sometimes, if we are very, very clever, 
he doesn’t. That, in fact, is the game.” 

Our host got up and went to the 

| door, 

“I think I see,” he said; “and I want 
my pipe anyhow. So I'll go out first.” 

“ Now then,” said Celia, when the 
_ door was safely closed, “ what shall we 
have?” 

Of course you know this game, and 
you know the difliculty of thinking of a 
proverb which has no moss or stable- 
doors or glass-houses in it; all of them 
words which it is impossible to include 
naturally in an answer to an ordinary 
question. The proverbs which Mrs. 
Herbert suggested were full of moss. 

“ What about ‘ It’s never too late to 





mend ?’” said Mrs. Peter. ‘ The only 
difficult word is ‘mend,’”’ 

“We mustn't have less than seven 
words, one for each of us.” 

“Can't we get something from So1o- 
mon for a change?” said Peter, “‘A 
roaring lion is a calamity to his father, 
but the cautious man cometh not again.’ 
That sort of thing.” 

“ We might try it,” said Celia doubt- 
fully, not feeling quite sure if it were 
areal proverb; “ but ‘cometh’ would be 
difficult.” 

“TI don’t see why,” said Herbert 
“One could always work it in some 
how.” 

“Well, of course, if he asked you, 
‘By what train cometh thou up in 
the mornings?’ you could answer, ‘| 
cometh up by the ten-fifteen.’ Only 
you don’t get that sort of question as a 
rule.” 

“Oh, I see,” said Herbert. 
quite understand.” 

“T expect we shall have to fall back 
on acamel after all,” said Celia. “‘ It's 
the last straw that breaks the camel’s 
back.’ Who'll do ‘camel's’? You'd 
better,” she added kindly to ine, 

Everybody but my self seemed t 
think that this was a good idea. 

“T'll do‘ straw,” said Peter gener- 
ously, whereupon Celia volunteered for 
breaks.” There were seven of us for 
nine words. We gave Mrs. Herbert 
the second “the,” fearing to trust her 
with anything more alarming, and in 
order to keep it in the family we gave 
the other “the” to Herbert, who was 
alsoresponsible for" back.’’ Our hostess 
had “last’’ and Mrs. Peter had * that.’ 
All this being settled, our host was 
admitted into his smoking-room again. 

“You begin with me,” I said, and I 
was promptly asked, “‘ How many blue 
beans make five?’’ When I had made 
a suitable answer into which “it’s” 
came without much difficulty, our host 
turned to Herbert. Herbert's face had 
already assumed a look of strained 
expectancy. 

“ Well, Herbert, what do you think 
of Luoyp Grores ?”’ 3 

“Yes,” said Herbert. ‘“ Yes—er 

yes." He wiped the perspiration from 
“ He—er—that is to say 


“T didn't 


his brow. 
I—er—Luoyp Groran, yes.” 

“Is that the answer?” said our host, 
rather surprised. 

Herbert explained hastily that he 
hadn’t really begun yet, and with the 
aid of an anecdote about a cousin of his 
who had met Winston Cuurcuine at 
Dieppe once, he managed to get “the” 
in several times before blowing his 
nose vigorously and announcing that 
he had finished. 

“TI believe he’s playing a different 





game,’ murmured Celia to Mrs. Peter. 
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The next three words were disposed 
of easily enough, a lucky question to 
Peter about the weather giving him an 
opportunity to refer to his straw hat, 
It was now Celia’s turn for “ breaks.” 

‘* Nervous?” I asked her. 

« All of a twitter,” she said. 

“ Well, Celia,” said our host, “how 
long are you going to stay with ug?” 

“Oh, a long time yet,” said Celia 
confidently. 

“ Till Wednesday, anyhow,” I inter. | 
rupted, thinking it a good opportunity 
to clinch the matter. a 

“ We generally stay,” explained Celia, 
“until our host breaks it to us that he | 
can't stick us any longer.” 

“Not that that often happens,” J 
added. 

* Look here, which of you is answer- 
ing the question ?”’ 

‘I am,” said Celia firmly. 

* Well, have you answered it yet?” 

“To tell the truth I’ve quite for- 
gotten the word that— Oh, I re- 
member now. Yes,” she went on very 
distinetly and slowly, “I hope to re- | 
main under your roof until next Wednes- 
day morn. Whew!” and she fanned 
herself with her handkerchief. 

Mrs. Herbert repeated her husband's 
triumph with “the,” and then it was 
my turn again for these horrible camels. 
My only hope was that our host would 
ask me if | had been to the Zoo lately, | 
but I didn’t see why he should. He 
didn’t. 

“ Would it surprise you to hear,” he 
asked, “that the President of Czecho- 
Slovakia bas a very long beard?” 

“If it had only been 
inurmured to myself. Aloud I said, 
“What?” in the hope of gaining a 
little more time. 

He repeated his question. 

“No,” [saidslowly, “no, it wouldn't,” 
and I telegraphed an appeal to Celia 
for help. She nodded back at me. 

Have you finished?” asked our host. 

‘Good lord, no, I shall be half-an- 
hour yet. The fact is you 've asked the 
wrong question. You see, | 've got to 
get in 

“T thought it was ‘camels,’” 
Celia carelessly. 

“No, ‘moss.’ Now if you'd only 
asked me a question about gardening | 

You see, the proverb we wanted | 
to have first of all was ‘ People who | 
live in glass houses shouldn't throw | 
stones,’ only ‘throw’ was 60 diflicult. | 
Almost as difficult as——” I turned | 
to Celia. ‘ What was it you said just 
now ?”’ 

“ Camels,” said Celia. : 

“*Camels,’ yes, or ‘stable doors, of | 
‘horses.’ However, there it is,” and | 
I enlarged a little more on the difficulty | 
of getting in these very diflicult words. | 
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The Artist. “I say, GUV'NOR, WOULD YOU MIND STANDIN’ ON THE CHEESE INSTI 


“Thank you very much,” said our 
host faintly when I had finished, 

It was the last straw which broke 
thecamel’s back, and it was Herbert who 
stepped forward blithely with the last 
straw. Our host, as he admitted after- 


THE PINK ENVELOPE. 
Some philosopher once observed that 
the good man is never nervous when the 
post arrives. I may claim to be a very 


good man. I await the post calmly 


wards, was still quite in the dark, and| confident that no one who owes me 
with his last question he presented | money will have sent it me, and that 


Herbert with an absolute gift. 

“When do you go back to Devon- 
shire?” he asked, 

* Woe—er—return next month,” an- 
swered Herbert. “I should say,” he 
added hastily, “we go back next 
month,” 

My own private opinion was that 
the sooner he returned to Devonshire 
the better. A. A. M. 








“BY THE SPREE. 
Benin aS A ‘SuMMER Resort.’ "’ 
Daily Paper. 


| We take our hats off to the headliner 


who resisted the temptation to say 
“On” instead of “ By,” 


“To help along the coming of that dreadful 
day Mr, Johnson's ‘ spellbinders’ have arrived 
from America... Ladies are amongst them, 
and they have been specially chosen for their 
eloquence, They know just how bad it is for 
you to drink the amber uidfl.” 

Evening Standard, 


It looks as if the knowledge were 
spreading. 





everyone | owe money to will be asking 
for it. 


conceal. 


But I have no hideous secret to 

No blackmailer preys on me. 
I am willing to make an agreement that 
anyone can read all my letters on con- 
dition that he takes on himself the 
burden of answering them. 

When Jane brought in the post the 
other morning I could feel that her eyes 
rested on the topmost letter of the pile 
she handed to me. It was a note ina 
pink, oblong, slightly scented envelope, 
addressed to me in a lady's writing. 
Never before did | receive a billet-doux, 
yet I recognised this as one at the first 
glance. I saw my wife's eyes stray from 
her letters towards the pink envelope. 
My conscience was clear, but my hue 
became that of the envelope. 1 won 
dered that Jane, who evidently recog- 
nised the nature of the missive, had so 
little tact as to place it on the top of 
my letters, No one had any reason for 
writing love-letters to me, but if some 
too susceptible lady had discovered 
charm in me I felt that she would 
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have shown more discretion if she had | 
written to my club, ] temp wrised, | 
opening my other letters first. 

‘Plumber's bill, my deer. He's 
charged £3 13s. 2d., and he only had | 
two men here for one afternoon.” 

For once my wife failed to denounce 
the miscreant profiteers, 

“Tlere’s a note that 
subscription is due. Could y 
in and pay it when you are in town 
to-day ?”’ 

My wife agreed mechanically. 

“ Harold is writing again. Nothing 
particular in it. Full of anecdotes of 
the wonderful things his children say 
and do,” 

My wife omitted for one: to comment | 
with acerbity on the extraordinary 1m | 
fatuation my brother had for his own 
children, and his amazing neglect of | 
far cleverer and: prettier nephews and 
nieces, 

At last I came to rr. 
silence that could be felt. 

listening outside the | 
breakfast-room door. 

“H'm, what's this?” I said in tones | 


the library 
you look 





There was & 
] wondered 


if Jane were 


which I strove to render casual, | felt | 
sa, 
that my remark rang painfully false 


and that it was enough to justily deep | 
suspicion. I tore the pink envelope | 
open. What should I Say about this | 
poor infatuated woman ? 
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. 
| 


I glanced at the letter and passed it | 
across to my wife. 
iixtraordinary methods money- 
lenders have nowadays,” I remarked. | 
“Think of a circular like that being | 
sent out in a pink envelope addressed 
in a woman's band,” 
“What did you say that plumber | 
charged?” asked my wife. The tragic | 





episode was over. 
I foresee much trouble from these | 
new business methods. I picture hus- | 
bands furtively sliding these pink letters 
away into their pockets, to be opened in 
secret. I picture wives steaming the 
envelopes to see whatthe wicked woman 
has been writing to him. It is true they 
will find nothing compromising, only | 
that the New Imperial Finance Com-| | 
pany is prepared to lend any sum up to 
fifty thousand pounds on note of hand 














at five per cent., omitting to state 
whether it is five per cent. per day, 
week or month. But the seed of sus 
picion will have been sown. | } 
Still the pink envelope has brought 
me one clear gain. Jane can't hav 
| been listening at the door when | 
| opened the letter. Since that morning | 





she has regarded me with increased 





respect I am no ordinary employer, | 
but a person with a past—not to Ay A = 

present, 1 fear that the old saying Is} a | | Ih 1 
true, thaf every woman at heart (ex “4 I I 1M 


cept, perhaps, his wife) loves a rake i tlk iT AN 


' 








MORE CRICKET CURIOSITIES. 


Tne following letters seem to have 





been dt pped into our post-box by mi 
take But then Mi ILLINGWORTH 1s 






_4 ller , * 


notoriously so careless. Since we have , 


them, let them be printed. After all 


" r : " 
can grudge them 








; B “How pO YoU SPELL ‘mycomE’? You've GOT HERK ‘1I-N-C-U-M.’ 
Dear Sir I am writing a book on Flapper. **Goop Heavens! How pip I come To Leave OUT THE ‘B'?” 
1 old English customs and should greatls : ——————————— — ——————— — 
|; appreciate information as to when | connection between the letter H and) at once clear to me that this player 
Cricket was first played on the heart yood cricket, | might repeat a remark | was, for purposes of his own, masquer- 
1 should also like a few particulars of | which I overheard at the Oval not very | ading, and had been to CLAnkson’s. 
What must have been a somewhat re-|long ago. The prevalence of aitehes in| Try as I might, I could not however | 
stricted game, similar in seope, I take| the Surrey team was again under dis- | discover his identity, as he was referred | 
it, to Parlour Croquet cussion, and the speaker, who was a|to by the crowd (another suspicious 
Yours, ete., INQUIRER, man of few or no aspirations, began to | sign) merely by initials. It would bea 
enumerate them. “ There's ’onns,” he} great load off my mind if one of your 
Dear Sir,—I was much interested tid, “and ‘arrison and ‘1ircn and | readers who chances to remember this 
oe letter about the possibility of|-owpr., J think that’s all.” “No,” | match can enlighten me. 
Tree stump being left tanding said the other, “* the two HABELs,.” } Yours, etc., INQUISITIVE. 
Whilst both the off and on stumps were | I am, Yours, ete., OVALITE. Dear Str,—No historian of cricket 


lev lled. I now wonder if any ot youl 


who proposed to include a chapter on 
inexpert players of the game should 
omit the author of Alice in Wonderland, 


, EAR SIR member a Gentlemen 
} readet could inform me of an authentic | Di AI IK, rot Or & | 
lv, Players match at Lords some twenty 


case of all three stumps, or even the | . 
middle stump only, betng removed but jor thirty years ag when the Gentle- ; ; - 
| the bails not falling’ and in such a case | ™e™ Were led into the field by a very | to whom 1s credited the famous remark 

md 9 big man who differed from the others | that he went on to bowl only once, and 
iot only by his commanding stature} then bowled only one ball, which, he 
it by wearing a large black beard.| was informed, would have been a wide 
had it gone far enough. 


I am, Yours, etce., J.W. F. | 


| would the batsman be out 
Yours, etc. “F, RB. 8.” 


’ 


' 
. . 
Dear Srr,—A propos of your corre- | Cricketers being as a rule clean-shaven, 


spondent’s interesting letter on the] or at most wearing a moustache, it was 
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Projiteer’s Wife. “WELL, WHAT DO YOU THINK 01 





THE CURE; 
FOR A NATION oF SHop-TaLkers. 





Tue fourteenth man said fiercely, “* At the t! 
{ muffed my mashie—thing I never do; 
| won the fourth, approaching like a bird, 
And at the fifth my iron came in two ; 
Che sixth I did in just about fifteen, 
But won the seventh with a lovely three: 
At number eight my drive was on the green 
At number nine my drive was in the sea ; 
\nd then I put my second in the hay, 
But at the——” Here I must have swooned away 


Vor far, far off there murmured in my head 
The talk of madmen—* Seven on the green ; 
lhe King was guarded, but I laid it dead! 
And all the time I knew he had the Queen ; 
At the eleventh we were twelve above ; 
Then Simpson missed a sitter at the net: 
1 took my baftie (it was forty—love) ; 
We never had a trump the second sett ; 
But at the turn———” I don’t know what oceurred, 
For [ woke up and said a humble word. 


I said, “ I took a ticket out to Kew 
And got into an Inner Cirele train ; 

At High Street I was told it wouldn't do, 
So 1 went back to Gloucester Road again. 
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Visitor. “ ExceLLenr, Iv’s AN ABSURD LIKENESS.” } 








At Baron’s Court they trampled on my feet, 
\t Hammersmith I fell against a door ; | 
\t Stamford Brook I sank into a seat ; 


At Turnham Green I sank upon the floor ; 
But I arrived; I was not playing well, 
| But I arrived ” A perfect silence fell. A. P. H. 
THE PRESENCE. 
Ay infinitesimal flaxen-haired atom sat in a puddle before | 
ithe Highland Arms Hotel, splashing itself and its clothes | 
|and shouting for glee. Beside it stood a dignified turbaned 
| figure, pleading earnestly in Hindustani. 
‘‘Huzoor,” it said, “listen to the word of thy servant and 
rise; her honour thy mother will upbraid if she see thee | 
ithere. And behold, even to-morrow thy servant must leave 
ithe Presence and set forth again upon the black water, 
|shall he go with a downeast face because the Presence has 
|taken cold?” All this it said and much more, and the 
| Presence continued to wallow with callous joy. 
} Then on the doorstep of the hotel appeared the bit red- 
|headed nursemaid from Morayshire, who has recently 
joined the party. “Eh, Sahndy,” she cried, “ get oop oot 


o’ thaht this mennit, ye bahd boy.” And Sandy rose. 





. . . itters of c 
“It is estimated that a pair of rats, producing fou litters of —“ 
in a year, and each rat living three years, will in time be responsivls 


| for a progeny of over 650,000 rats.”— Provincial Paper. 
’ - 7. 
Surely Apa and Eve have done better than this‘ 
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HISTORICAL BY-WAYS. 


ROMULUS WILL PERSIST IN WALKING ON HIS HIND-LEGS,” 


lhe Foster Mother. *l'’ve pone act | coup, BUT THAT YOUN® 


' aa oe : 7 anatase _ |tennis next summer. [’ ve hese want- 
PRODUCTION AND ECONOMY, ling to do it for years, but | couldn't 
‘Tue only things to savethis country | afford it j 
from irreparable ruin,” said Whortle- ‘Won't it be rather an expensive 
bury over the little hedge that parts ‘ob just now?” IT asked. 
our gardens, “are ine reased productivity ‘Afraid it will,” said Whortlebury 
' and ruthless economy. Have a cigar.” | lightly, “bat it will be well worth it 
| I accepted his offer. “True, true,” | next year.” 
| said gravely. «“ But,” I hazarded timidly, “ what 
Although Whortlebury is a journalist | about the need for increased production 
| Lam not always in unqualified agree-| and rathless economy? Wouldn't this 
ment with his dicta, but in this case}be rather a bad example to set the 
| 1 felt he had authority behind him.| nation?” 
j 1 am sure I have seen the same thing Whortlebury was in no way abashed. 
said before, somewhere. Pool,” he said, “there is no connec- 
“*\More work and less play’ must/tion at all. I was referring to the 
be our waiechword. E very additional] country at large. I ‘ve had enough of 
| hour you put in means so much more | work and worry and self-denial these 
| employment for your fellow-workmen. | | last five years; I mean to enjoy life a 
| Shorter hours and excessive wages | bit 1ow. What's the use of making 
spell starvation for your next-door] yourself miserable? Besides, between 
| neighbour.” jourselves, you know, a lot of these 
‘Admirably put,” I exclaimed;} warnings and pessimistic speeches are 
‘would that everyone thought as you| nothing but bluff, to scare us out of 
| do, Whortle bury. What a merry land pleasures and make up for Govern- 
this England of ours would be.” fod extravagance. Why doesn't the 
j Whortlebury waved his hand in}|Government do more to cut down its 
| modest deprecation. “Plain ec ymmon | own expenditure if the facts are as 
sense,” he observed, “ only they won't | serious as they tell us?” 
realize it. The sy ‘Il discover their mi Whortlebury's is a dominating per- 
| tak aS vhen the nation goes bankru pt.” sonality, and I didn’t like to say any- 
| rue,” 








I groaned. ithing more at the time. As I was 
‘ By the way,” went on Whortlebury | reading my paper later in the evening, 
j ore brightly, “did I tell you my latest | however, an excee sdingly telling article 
| idea for the garden ? ? Y’m having the! caught my eye. It was headed “ Econ- 
| arrow bed and the potato patch there leny or Ruin,” and in trenchant phrases 
| levelled over and Jaid with turf this | it set forth the alternatives of individual 


| sutumn, so that we can get some! retrenchment or public disaster. “ You,” 





iof faet 








it conclude d, “must cut down your ex- 
penses.” | felt it was my duty to bring | 
this to Whortlebury’s notice. 

I handed it to him next morning in 
the train. “Very sound article that,’ 

I said. 

Whortlebury glanced his eye down | 
the column. “ Yes, I think it does | 
rather touch the spot,” he observed, 
beaming complacently; “as a matter 
[ wrote it myself. I got the 
idea after the luncheon we gave yester- 
day to our Chief in honour of his K.B.E, | 
Champagne always gives me ideas.” | 








DIRECT ACTION AND CROOKED 
SPEECH, 

Being a condensed version in Dog-Latm 
and doggerel verse of Mr. Stuart Bonnino's 
Presidential Address at the Trade Union 
Congress. 


Actio directa nocet— 
Sic experientia docet ; 
Sed oratio obliqua 
Civitati est inimica. 
The action of workers described as 
“ direct ”’ 
Is a danger that needs to be countered 
and ‘checked ‘ 
But no less is the evil that’s done to 
the State 
When Ministers will not or cannot 
speak straight. 








The Sporting Midlands. 
“SHOOTING, FISHING, ETC, 
Shoot W anted, for 300 loads good earth - 


Birmingham Post 
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| the eighteenth, you know, is the last— 
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PETER GOES GOLFING. 


Peter belongs to the “old school,” 
so he says. But whether he says it 
because he went to Winchester in the 
| days of his not far-distant youth, or 

whether it is because he says “ gad- 

zooks!"” instead of — anything else, 
when he foozles his drive, I do not 
know. 

James is somewhat of a contrast, 
and yet they have a certain amount in 
common; at any rate they find common 
topies to quarrel about. For instance, 
if Peter says that the Kaiser ought to 
be hanged James will not counter with 
an assertion that white Leghorns are 
better than buff Orpingtons; he will 
simply reply that the Kaiser is a 
human being. 

Then they will fight for half-an-hour 
or so, and after that go out for a 
friendly game of golf. 

Golf, by the way, is a game at which 
neither excels, but at which both are 
James goes out chiefly for 

exercise and plays with a care - free 

devilry. Peter is the sort of man who 
would set up a theodolite and take 
bearings all over the green before he 
condescends to push his ball (more or 
less) towards the hole. But he would 
do it, not in order to facilitate his putt 

| probably he would not know how to 

| use a theodolite—but to impress others 
with his precision, 


ambitious. 


Take last Tuesday, for example 
James and Peter went to watch the 
finals of some very important foursomes. 
| too went, and noticed with surprise 

nay, alarm—that Peter was carrying 
clubs and was dressed in a large and 
sloppy cap, a sport’s-coat of the same 
quality, breeches to match and pale grey 
In fact he looked the over- 
compleat golfer. I questioned him on 
all this and was given to understand 
that he wished to be taken—this James 
corrected to “ mis-taken ’—for one of 
the players, 

And let it here be said to Peter's 
credit that he is in no wise ashamed 
of being an abominable swank ; in fact 
he rather glories in it. As I say, it is 
all to his credit. ‘ 

“You see,” he pointed out ingenu- 
ously, “there are so many players in 
a foursome—four to be precise— hence 
the name.” 

lam not really a duffer at this sort 
of thing, but Peter likes to think he 
knows more than I do. 

* Pray continue,” I said coldly. 

“ And, since this is so, no one finds 
out till the eighteenth hole is neared— 


stockings. 


exactly who the players are. Thus for 
approximately seventeen holes I shall 





glory of being taken for—who knows? 
the champion, perhaps.” : 

As I pointed out, Peter is ambitious. 
I made a suitable remark and we 
passed on. James was silent. 

Arrived at the first tee, we found 
that some fifty persons had turned out, 
and before these Peter paraded himself, 
by numbers and omnipotently. 

A full account of the game would be 
superfluous here ; 
the seventeenth hole the parties con- 
cerned were all square. The excite- 
ment was intense; even Peter began to 
take more interest in the game than in 
himself. In this wise the last hole was 
reached, and on the green one pair had 
two strokes to win. A caddy, in attire 
somewhat similar to Peter's, stood at 
the flag and contemplated the distance, 
He whose turn it was to play walked 
backwards, crouching down, as is the 
wont of golfers on the green. Then, 
having satisfied himself that the hole 
was still there, he took aim and hit. 
The ball rolled towards the hole—no, 
it would not go down this time; but it 
would leave an easy shot for his part- 
ner. The game Was as go d as won, 
when lo! the unexpected happened. 
Cannoning off a piece of dust which the 
reckless player had neglected to blow 
away, the ball hit the caddy ’s foot! 


own caddy the hole is lost, and if the} 


square then you lose the match. 
The crowd dispersed, whe n down 


photographers are known, 
down, he aimed his implement straight 
at Peter! Pete He posed, 
He lit a cigarette. He threw it away 
and lit a cigar. It was the end of a 
perfect day. 


swelled. 


* a * 
This is the beginning of the next one. 
The scene is laid in the lodgings we 
share together—James, Peter and my 
self. The time is that of breakfast. — 
Enter Peter. He leaps on The Daily | 
Snap and opens it, ‘Turning feverishly 
over the pages he at length descries 
his likeness. 

“ Here is fame!" he said, and started 
to read the paragraph beneath. 

He read, “* We append a photo of the | 
caddy whose foot proved to be of such | 
influence in the x 

Peter said he didn't feel like eggs 
and bacon. 








“QUARANTINE APPLES FOR Sate.” 

Advt. in Local Paper, 
These imported varieties are all very 
well, but give us home-grown Quar- 
rendens. 





have the unparalleled though passing 


suffice to say that at} 


O reader, if thou playest not golf, | be awful not to have burned even one 
know well that if your ball hits your | village. 


hole be the last one and you are all| war status has gone for ever '—heélas, 


upon them, as a wolf on the fold, came | more material of guns than ever before. 
Lhe Daily Snap Man, as all Press | Nowhere could we ‘ave obtain so much, 
Bouncing | 
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AN OPTIMIST OF THE BALKANS, 

I Hap spread my English newspaper 
on the table of the café, in the shade 
of a great tree in the square of the 
little Macedonian town, and my friend, 
Captain Aristides Epiglottis, Was dip- 
ping into it, 

‘*This paper ’ere,” he observed, por- 
ing over an editorial, “’e ‘as it all very 
plain. I read the English papers with 
much pleasure. 


lam great reader, me,” 

I agreed politely. 

“' say “ere,” continued Aristides, 
“that this war ‘as been wasted and 
unproductive effort from many points 
of view. That is very right. In the 
Turk war I killeight men. In the Bul. 
gar war I kill five officers what was 
drinking in a brasserie. And'ow many 
‘ave L kill inthis war? No one at all,” 
This seemed extraordinary hard luck, 

‘Since you Allies ‘ave land at Salon 
ique we ‘ave ‘ad no Comitadjis, no raid 
| by the Bulgar, no villages burned 
} nothing. 





You ‘ave gendarmes eyery 
| where, and you not allow our people 
ito ave guns. It is ennuyant—so very 
My papa ‘e was Comitadji— 
what you call bandit—and ’e burn 
eal + f 9 ° . } 
twenty villages before ‘e was kill. I 
‘ave not burn any village aft all.” 
1 nodded sympathetically. 


} quiet, 


It must 


“As your paper say, * though the pre- 


the jolly times 
hopeless.’ 


‘our prospects are not 
Thatis right. We'avenow 


It would not have been given, the so 
much credit. But since all the world 
‘ave also more material, to what 
advantage are we?”’ 

Overcome by the pathos of this he 
got up and kicked a beggar. 

‘' IE say again ‘ere,’ he continue l, re- 
suming his seat, ‘we can accomplish 
nothing without giving full confidence 
We also in the Balkans, 
we give our confidence to our leaders, 
and we soldiers are sure that all will 
be well.” 

His eyes brightened at his happy 
thoughts. 

* Yes, certainement. When the Allies 
are gone from the Balkans and all the 
trouble finish, and we are left in peace, 
then we shall make up for the time lost. 
We shall ‘ave, by ourselves and with 
none to interfere, another war, a 80 
beautiful private war.” 

And he drained his masi:k as one 
who drinks to a Day. 


to our leaders.’ 








Ichabod ! 
From a sale catalogue: 





“A large Union Jack and 7 dust sheets 
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SMITH ANSWERS THE CALL TO PRESERVE HIS NATIVE s0LL INVIOLATE, 


i.—MR. WILLIAM 























HAS DONE Tf! 


1919.—~MR. WILLIAM SMITH COMES BACK AGAIN, TO SEI HOW WELL HE 
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HOLIDAY JOYS. 


“WovuLp YOU CARE TO MAKE UP A kUSBER, Stn? Tat 
“Nov at ALL. AS A MATTER OF FAC’ I VERY RARELY 


TO THE LORD OF FOOD. 


(N.B.—No accuracy, official or otherwise, is vouched for in 


the following lines.) 

Priest in whose oflices Pomona pours 
Ller scheduled cornucopiw, and thrums 

The sound of threshing from the basement flooi 
And apricots are filed, and figs and plums 

Gush out their juices on the minutes’ stray leaves 
And messages from room to room are borne 

Ly no pink powdered Phyllises nor pale Kives 

But stalwart Hamadryads decked with grey leaves 

rom ration-books out-torn ; 


\nd stout commissionaires with merry songs 
linbibe from beechen bowls the nut-brown ale 

Till the inquiring visitor prolongs 
Llis anxious interviews to hear the tale 

Of Pan and woodland sprites. Meanwhile the porters 
In rustic maze, whilst Hop unanswered rings, 

Lead out telephonists and letter-sorters 

( Readers who ‘ve ever passed by Food Headquarters 

Must have observed these things) ; 


By all the groaning wains that block the street, 
By all those counterfoils for milk and wine, 
The crimson poppies crushed beneath your feet, 
The correspondence which you have to sign, 
There where each acolyte's squash hat or bowler 

Is trimmed with barley and with oats his hair, 
And red-cheeked apples tempt the typist's molar, 
Child of Demeter, Mr. Food-Controller 
Ropers, attend my prayer. 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARL. 


Rs S 








(serrembBer 17, 1919, 





WITH STRANGERS.’ 


, IF YOU DON'T MIND PLAYING 


A GAME WITH ANY OF MY FRIENDS.” 


Your charming publication, just to hand 
Now in this time of “ mellow fruitfulness,” 

Is choked with things I do not understand 
Concerning coupons; Master, I confess, 

Though ofttimes I have seen some book-collecto1 
Finger the tiny tome or heard her say, 

Avaunt, thou wolf-faced pectre 

Simpkins has kindly stamped another secto1 


' 
Famine, begone 


And there is marge to-day,” 
This is the first I've dealt with. Yancy free 

I've browsed on army fare or cadged from friends. 
[ want you to explain the work to me 

Its scope, its outlook, its appeal, its ends; 
What happens if I lose the thing or stick it 

Into the embers for a pipe-light’s sake, 
Or yield a mouthful at the station-wicket 
Instead of my Southend excursion-ticket, 

Or eat one by mistake ? 


Oh, promise, if from ignorance or doubt 
In using these Sibylline leaves I err, 
You ‘ll tell me what the numbers are about 
And why they're tinted like a wail-papet 
Say that some counsel from your shrine you ‘Il utter; 
Invite me now and then to have a chat 
Where your congested foison fills the putter, 
Llard by St. Stephen If you've any butter 
l should like lots of that. ’ li. VOE. 


Post-War Sport. 


tags were gassed,'’—/Provincial Pa) 








bh tem te A 


nat ree 


OR apa RTS 











RN waiatain 


fee Ter 








PUNCH, OR 


THE 


ienp-Marsuan ALLENBY 


BriTaNnnia, 


«] 


RETURN 


“* SINGING 


DO 


THE LONDON CHARIVARI,.—Sgpremper 17, 1919, 





FROM THE CRUSADE. 


FROM PALESTINE HITHER I COME; 


LADY-LOVE, LADY-LOVE, WELCOME ME HOME,” 


INDEED 


WITH 


ALL MY HEART!” 
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PRETTY PLAY AT PUTNEY, 

OUR URI PHOT (RAVILER SEIZES A DECORATIVI 

BRITAIN’S SEA DOGS. | Me sow! ile the decks present & pie 

' ; saint aie tae eal - ture of orderly aclivily, The wateh 

” , ey Mena Mbt ie 4 | are heaving lustily on the capstan, 
Ruaddas out of ths allenes © 1 n's pipe | hitehir up their trousers after their 
hrilled wer the tranquil water f the} rough sailor fashion As the anchor 

| if by magic the seene was trar I ti umbles home natches of old-time 

~ ; ! re op as! Pre phe 4 . ; , t , leh hanties float up to windward on a lee 
ath Shan Tinenio Athan ok Wee lace eal | bres Rolling down to Rio,” * Every 
with tl eory ‘Ay. A ‘of the mer | ice irl loves a sailor,” and a score 
I ’ ’ any Daily Paper luring an f others. Now and then the bo'sun's | 
| Savas se | mate may be heard giving a cheery 

| «Yro-no, my hearties, avast, belay I Ay, ay on his shrill pipe. 

Sink me the hip, Master Gunner, an 1} Cooks to the g illey , Way aloft the 
let the crew cast loose the bow-chas ( aptain of the Hold lay aft the Marines 
raucously bawls the Captain from the] on the fore chains!" roa ithe gunner as} 


poop, a commanding figure as he 
ith his blintl eye to his tel 


BCOpe | cu wdon the one piece bat! np | 


ands Ww 


costume on Ryde beach 
“ Mr. Lo'sun, pipe the fo'cslemen 
into the port ratlmes and bowse to the 
}ipain brace, Let the idlers cat the 
davit, and smart about it.” 
Acidly the First Lieutenant inter 


prets his senior’s orders as he fling 


his meg iphone at the side-bo y, who i 
} reck|e sly chewing ih plug got tobacco. 
| “Ay, ay, Sir,” replies the side-boy 


cheerily is he 
the mi 


i the butt-end of 
‘ile in his starboard eye. 


receive 
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Staite tle 


ern into the 
ler 19 dry. 
the leads 


he lowers a lan! 
ire the pow 
As the ship g 


magazine 
Oo make 
athers way 
men 
of lo y practice 
Br y the mark 
chains report, 
om, pons eed 

t rt leadsman 
‘Very the 
the watch replies, 
wing the 


the starboard 


nine 


less three,"’ comes from 
keen-eyed oflicetr 
and the 


ship into the 


pie ocd, 
leads 


on, guiding 


| deeper ch annel 


The 


ecaman of 


grizzled old 
cautiously 


(Juartermaster, a 


forty summers, 


= SS eee ant oe 


ing their leads in a manner born | 
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as ty 
a“ ‘be? 





MOMENT 


| inoves the helm firet one and then 


ithe other, feeling his path through the 
| difficult 


way 


Ilia eves fixed on the 
distant horizon, he croons “The Death 
i Nelson" softly to himself, his deep 
bass voice mingling with the tenor of 
Navigator, 


meridian humming 


houls, 


the tinal 
the 
wife the soldier 
idly turning the pages of the patent log 

The Middies all this time have 
| be en idle, although their treble eries, half 
hoarse, half e heery, of * Yeo-ho-ho fora 
| bottle of rum’ have been drowned in the 


orderly confusion of getting under way. 


who is leaning ag: 
‘The 


shall be,” 


ailor s 


‘'s stat and 


| 
| 
| 


not 


It is thie 
down the decks ami Iships (hence the 
Midshipmen), eye 
weather 


sir duty to walk smartly up and 


with 
At the 


changing they 


name one 


light 


cocked on the 


ost sign of the weather 


at once report to the Captain, who 
tostily replies, “ It’s not,’ That is 
why these bright-eyed lads are some 


times called * Snotties,” 


of the ship. 

“From Ushant to Seilly is forty-five 
leagues,” shouts the Captain still more 
hoarsely, for the strain of the voyage 
is beginning to tell on his nerves, A 





All are now busy with the navigation 
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vewsboy, “Piven, Lipy?” hew 


frown passes over the Navigator's face, 
for he is primarily responsible for the 
safety of the ship. 

“Ay, ay, Sir.” The Quartermaster’s 
acknowledgment is none too cordial, for 
he is a West-countryman, with a wife 
und children, whereas the ship appears 
to be heading towards Chatham. 

Suddenly there is a grinding and | 
crushing sound and the ship comes up 
all standing. 

“Land right ahead!” shouts the 
look-out in the crow's-nest, He does 
not turn a hair, though he knows full 
well that his devotion to duty may cost 
him his life. 

“Shiver my timbers!” bowls the 
Captain in a voice so hoarse it is little 
more than a whisper. The cunning old | 
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al “Yrr KNOWS | AIN'T A LIDY, WHEN IT WAS ME WOT BIFFED YER FATH 





lthe medium of the post, just as one | 


THE LONG TRAIL. 


THis is a warning, of an umbrella instead of 


sub you budding writers 


I issue it beeause} the end 
I have just read an article on “ How| handing it. 
to become a writer.” It is on the|areall the same. 
woman's page of a popular newspaper, |the man with your personality; also 
und is sure to be widely read. It states|to discuss a few important points im 
with colloquial ease and a split infini-| your noyel, and so arouse his interest 
tive that “to really write well is most! that he will be devoured by curiosity 
frightfully easy.” — ito read if on the instant. With your 
Now, before any harm is done, [| seript under your arin, therefore, you 
want to. warn people (who hitherto} will arrive at the office of a publisher. 
may have led blameless lives) against | No matter whom you have chosen he 
I am|will belong to one of the following 
going to tell you exactly what will! groups :— 
happen to you if you won't take my| (1) The publisher in a hurry. 
advice, | (2) The publisher with insuperable 
You will begin by writing a tragic | difficulties. 
novel, of course. (3) The publisher suffering from dead 





starting on a career as a writer. 


sea-dog is never at a loss. |fully sad and extremely long. That is 
The scene is now one of well-drilled|the preliminary step. As you are not 
disorganisation. likely to possess a typewriter of your 
* All hands on deck !”’ own, you must now pay to have your 
The Captain, too hoarse to speak,| novel typed. This (including paper) 
rushes blindly forward into the eyes of | will cost you 1s. 6d. per thousand words 
the ship to interview the now infuriated | (carbon copies extra). Next, you look 
Commodore of the Southsea bathing- up the names of the publishers. There 
machines. As he carelessly treads on |are three hundred and seven in Great 
each pair of bronzed and knotted hands | Britain, so you have a good selection. 
the men cry cheerily, after the kindly| Of course, you will deliver your book 


It will be most dread | 


| loss. 

| At the office of (1) you are shown 
| into a small waiting-room, in which 16 
a table but no other visible means, of 
|support. You stand, therefore, jor @ 
\long time until the publisher—or his 
| secretary——-dashes in. He pushes his 
|hair back from his forehead in a wild 
a and says, “Ah, good-morning-Is 
| it-a-book you-wish-me-to-look-at 7. 


\if you were showing a side line ™ 


manner of the sailorman, “ Ay, ay, Sir." !in person. Experienced writers prefer! something else 
g 


would choose to give a bear a bun on | 


You want to impress | 
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You are, of course, at a disad vantage. 
You wanted to tell him of the psy- 
chology of your characters and the tre- 
mendous situation you have created 
on page 574. But what can you do 
standing facing a man whose breath is | 
coming in sharp, hurried gasps, who is 
holding bis watch in his hand and 
keeping the door open with his foot ? 
Somehow, it doesn't tend to conversa- 
tional assurance. You mutter an apol- 
ogy and shuttle away, even forgetting, 
sometimes, to leave your novel behind. 





| but only to hear how bitter the life of 
ia publis sher can be. 


In the case of (2) you are received, 





You may have | 


pictured him sitting at ease, a demi god 


ordering the destinies of others and| 


| having,on the whole, rather a good time. 


come by the poor fellow’s daily suffer 


| ings, his oppression by reviewers, tlie | 


| book with him and thus add another | 
| with much politeness and asked to sit | 


| dearth of chairs in publishers’ offices is | 


| Stars, 


| loss, he will tell you. 
| you 


| Seems convinced 


But when you leave you are so over 


difficulties of distribution and his almos 


| hopeless battle with the binders, tl at | 


you cannot bring yourself to leave your | 
drop to his cup of misery. 

Then there is (3). You are greeted | 
: . ° . : | 
down—which will astonish you, having 
by this time begun to notice that the| 
nothing short of amazing. 

Emboldened, you tell of your hopes | 
and fears, and particularly that stirring | 
incident in your novel on page 574. | 
The publisher listens courteously and 
declares that it sounds “very good 
stuff.” You thrill. You soar to the 
coming down in time to hear 
him speaking of the loss entailed by 
taking up new authors. In fact, the 
entire business of publishing is a dead 
This may strike 
as strange, because his office is | 
more opulent than any you have yet | 
visited. 





Knocking the ash from the end of | — 


his half-crown cigar, he will tell you, 
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['WERLVE YEARS OLD, MY BOY— THAT BAT! L'VE HAD THREE NEW BLADES AND 4 
NEW HANDLES ON IT!” 
AT DAWN. Even hope to get a sight 


| ence and utter inabi ility at the moment 
to take on the grave risk of launchi: ng | 


| brave fellow, of his struggle for exist 
| 
| 
a& new 


At the same time he 
of your undoubted 
Perhaps, as this is your first | 


Write! ° 


genius. 


| book, you would not mind paying the | 
| entire cost of publication yourself ? 


| 


I think some of you must do this 
otherwise why is the world so full of 
rich 1 publishers and poor novels ? 








A Holiday Problem. 


Letter received from a Welsh lodging 


| 

| 

| 

| 

house keeper : 
“I should like to know, please, whether yo es 


Want 2 bedrooms with denble beds in, o1 
double bedded rooms, as I have only 1 ha yuble 
bedded room, All the beds are dout 
mae lin the double bedded room 

4 single bed,” 


_ 


beds 
arwt h is 





Tuoucn the fairies meet by night 
In the moonlit spaces, 
Often in the morning light 
You will see their traces ; 
If you rise at early dawn 
When the birds are waking, 
You may find upon the lawn 
Tents of fairy making. 


In the meadows here and there, 
Where the soft wind passes, 
[:ltin lines of gossamer 
Stretch between the grasses ; 
And you need but look about 
Swiftly to discover 
Fairy washing hanging out 
All among the clover. 


In the quiet woods you might, 
If your ways be wary, 





Of a little fairy 
On a lily-leaf, perchance, 
3road and smooth and level, 
Practising her tiny dance 





For the evening revel. R. F. 
o AGRICULTURAL SOCIETY'S 


VICTORY SHOW. 
Continuous Luncheon on the ground by Mr 


*-—Provincial Paper 


The Foop ContrRoLLEer ought to speak | 


to. him about it. 


‘ How could [ tell the girl that her eyes 


like moons? 


»* 


asks Arthur, 


‘that her ears 


like shells, and her lips like chunks of coal? 
She’d ring up the asylum. It simply isn't 
done !'"—** Daily Sketch” Serval 

We don't know why it shouldn't be 
done. Coal is much more precious 


!than coral. 
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AT THE PLAY. 
“Tue Croce,” 

“I'm sick of these strong silent 
men,” says Lady Jemima Ballardaile, 
sister of the eleventh Lord Sandhills ; 
and, though she was only a great lady 
of the old school and could never 
remember the names of people outside 
the pale, she sometimes contrived to 
articulate the vulgar view. Not that 
the epithet “ silent’ was really applic- 
able to the Pt, Hon. John Cordways 
(indeed I have never seen an actor- 





manager in a really silent part); but 
she was right about his strength. He 
was frightfully strong. In the opinion 
of his elder brother, Timothy, who 
worshipped him, he was one of the 
five men who had won the War 
on the home front—an arbitrary 
estimate, perhaps ; I should cer- 
tainly have put the figure nearer 


five thousand. But he had one 
weakness: he knew nothing of 
women. He was under the im- 


pression that he could take on just 
any woman for his wife with the 
same masterful ease with which 
he could appoint a new director 
to the board of Cordways, Limited. 
Incidentally he was, according to 
his own statement, a visionary; 
and no doubt it had occurred to 
him that, if he did a little- better 
than Arthur of the “ Idylls,” and 
got hold of the right Guanevere, 

“A woman in her womanhood as great 

As he was in his manhood, then... 

The twain together well might 

change the world.” 

Unfortunately his choice fell, very 
suddenly and with appalling inap- 
propriateness, upon Lady Clarissa 
Caerleon, the idol of a hundred 
“boys,” a young lady whose re- 
sponse to the call of her country had 
taken the form of jazzing, assisting 
at fancy bazaars and charity matinées, 
and generally serving as the mainstay 
of the Society Picture-press in its efforts 
to win the War. 

As for her—and I suppose it must 
be true because we got it out of a brief 
autobiography which she sketched for 
us later on—she was at first attracted 
by his blunt rudeness, a new ex- 
perience for her; then hypnotised by 
his terrific strength, and finally flattered 
by being selected by such a superman. 
I did not gather, whatever he may have 
alleged, that love on either side had 

| much to do with a contract concluded at 
| the third time of meeting; certainly no- 
body, except Cordways himself (and this 
made me suspect that his intelligence 
| Was not commensurate with his 
strength), was astonished when the very 
| next day his irresistible force came up 


a - 


Lady Clarissa Caerleon, 


against the lady's immovable sentic | 
ment. She had pledged her wotd to| 
secure the restoration of a brave soldier | 
who bad been dismissed by Cordways 
from his employ on the ground of re- 
peated drunkenness ; but the master 
remained adamant and the marriage 
was off. 

Cordways, you see, held the very 
sound view that you cannot w in @ peace, 
any more than you can win a war, with- 
out discipline. He must therefore make | 
an example of this insubordinate fellow, | 
Ayneliffe (I don’t know how to spell his | 
name, as he wasn't in the cast). In| 
defiance therefore of pressure brought | 
to bear by his brother, by Lady Clarissa, | 








MAN'S LOVE. 
Mr. GeraLp pu Mavrti 
Miss Viona Trew. 


A STRONG 


John Cordways 


and even by Mr. Lioyp Grorar (who, 
like Ayneliffe, was regrettably absent 
from the programme) ; in spite of a hos- 
tile Press, and in face of a threatened 
strike of his employees (somebody had 
already drawn blood from his finger with 
a missile—to the general surprise, for we 
had supposed him invulnerable), he held 
to his principle. Finally, we were in- 
formed that at great personal risk he 
had attended a mass meeting of his in- 
dignant employees, moved an amend 
ment approving the dismissal of Ayn- 
cliffe and carried everybody away by his 
eloquence, including Ayneliffe himself, 
And what was the result for the in 
subordinate? youask. Exactly ; that’s 
what we were all asking. Was he rein- 
stated? And the only answer we got 
was that Ayncliffe was “all right,” 
From which evasion we could only 
surmise that the strong man had eried 





“Kamerad!” and might just as well 
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have done so three Acts earlier: only 
in that case there would have been no 
play, which would have been a disap- 
pointment for Mr. Surro and all of us, 
Ayneliffe, then, whether reinstated 
or not, was “all right,” and so wag 
Lady Clarissa, though she was never 
restored to the arms of Cordu ays (1 say 
“arms,” but in point of fact the strong 
man took a strong line of his own when 
giving vent to his affections: substi- 
tuting for the usual embrace a friendly 
spank on the lady's arm or even her 
head), Instead, she recurred to Robert 
Dalman, one of her old “ boys,” a good 
fellow who had worked under Cordways, 
The latter was very generous about it, 
though I could not accept his pre- 
tence to a broken heart when I re- 
called the primitive brevity of his 
wooing and his marked freedom 
from emotional transports. Still 
he was very nice about it, and pro- 
moted his supplanter. One was 
a little reminded, though the cir- 
cumstances in Mr. Surno’s play are 
much less painful, of the attitude 
of the man in La Femme de Claude 
towards the apprentice who had 
stolen his wife's affections. You 
will remember how the curtain 
falls on his invitation to the sue 
cessful rival to get on with his | 
work—" Ht tu, viens travailler.” 
If Mr. Geraup pu Maurier en- 
joyed playing Cordways, he con- 
trived, very artistically, to conceal 
it. I think it creditable to Mr. 
Surro that he should have induced 
him to take a part which was 
bound to leave the sympathies of 
the audience a little doubtful. It 
is perhaps a compliment to Miss 
ViotA TrEE to say that in the 
opening Act neither her voice nor 
her gestures recalled the deadly 
type upon which Lady Clarissa was 
modelled. You could see that she had 
studied it conscientiously (more 80 
perhaps -than the author, who gave 
her some rather improbable things 
to say), but the result lacked colour 
and spontaneity. Later, when Lady 
Clarissa discovered traces of a heart, 
Miss Tree's natural sincerity and per- 
sonal charm were given their oppor 
ltunity. But the most attractive per- 
formance was that of Mr. Laon Qua 
TERMAINE as Dalman, a very difficult 
part played with a fine sensitiveness. 
The humours of Lord S indhills (Mr. 
Ginpert Hare) and Lady Jemima 
(Miss Compton) were as water In 4 
thirsty land. Miss Compron indeed Is 
a gift to any author. It is not what 
you make her say that matters; 1 § 
her irresistible way of saying it. Mr. 
C. V. France as Timothy showed him- 
self once more to be of the company 
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of those true craftsmen who are more 


concerned for the suecess of the play | 


than for their own prominence in it. 


In the minor part of Ars. Cordways, | wo 


Miss Kare Rorke was a very gracious 
hgure ; 

Ihe * choice,” 
the piece, lay, I 


Ways, be 


which gives its title Lo 
understan l, for Cord 


1k to be the affee 


Clarissa. 


to retain what he to 
Lady 

tested already at too great lengthagainst 
the obscurity in Which Mr. Surro leaves 
the hero's ultimate choice between sur 
ideal and 4 
schemes ruined. For the rest, | think 
it beyond question that Mr. Surro has 
done good work here. Pa 
has deserved well of u ourage in 
saying hard truths, that wanted s Lying 
about 


tions of I have pro 


secing 1 


rendering his 


tie larly he 
, 101 hi Cc 
the rottenness of a certain set 
whose levity in the face of war was 
overlooked at the time for the sake ol 
all those other women who recognised 
their And 
things said by Cordiways on the subject 
of discipline that vere worth heat 
and remembering, 


obligations. there were 


My advice to any 


body who has read as far as this is to| 


go and do both, QO. S. 


tween principle and the desire] 


1 And on the sp rt I conceived a lot 


| 


} 


j 


| I wanrep to print a 


your Lorp Mayors, nut 


BEEN TO LUNNON AN’ 
EYES ON OUR 'ARBOUR-MASTER.” 


BEEN 


Our Erudite Contemporaries. 


WHEN VACUUM MEETS VACUUM. 





rom Household Hints" column : “ It “Asnrorp Reckives nen TANK 
t peopl tt rid of the idea that house An intrepid band of ladies and gentlemen | 
<requires no brains. Asmall hand vacuum | mounted the monster's scaly sides and de 
for daily use is a great I - livered speeches from the top. We offer our 


Household Hint, incere congratulations to Mrs Miss 
and Miss 


4 houg! { oht it ain; ~ 
But I tl ght and thought in vain ; Avernus."—Lecal Papes 


So I took a small Hand Vacuum 


And applied it to my brain It is more usual, of course, to do the 


descent of Avernus (which is the easy 


‘ ‘ part) first. 
Of labour-saving tips, 


Such as keeping the dust in its proper 
pl . 
By the means of paper-clips ; 


More Road to Ruin. 

“Though the Censor’s Department has been 
abolished, Mr. R. @. Saunders, the chief of 
the Departinent, will remain where he is,” 

* Weelly Times” of Ceylon. 


ice 


Or shutting out moth from fur and cloth 
With a 
Wearing 


And waltzing all over the floor; 


coat of enamel; or 
carpet-sweepers on either foot 
. “ Novici A lovely bachelor who can get a 
car at his disposal would like to take 
body out (Lady preferred). Strictly 
dential.”-—Jndian I’aper. 


sOmne 
Or cleaning your flues with your walk- confi 
ing shoes, 
And shining them on the pup; 
Or smashing the after-dinner plates 
To avoid the washing-up. 


We promise not to repeat this very 
crude statement. 


“IT propose that this be referred back to the 
Society and let them have another 
meeting to consider it, at which Mr will 
be present It is not right to hang a man 
behind his back.”-—Jrish Paper, 


We agree. 


per place. 


If y ul want any more I have hints by Painters’ 
the score, 
For I find that they come and come 
When you 've thoroughly cleaned your 
aded brain 


With a small Hand Vacuum, 


Round the neck is the pro- 





, who so successfully sealed | 
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THE DIARY OF A MONTESSORIAN. 
I. 

September 10,—To-night, after reading 
the interview with Signora MonTessori 
in The Daily Graphic, decided with 
Edwin's approval to carry out her sug- 
gestions for remodelling our home life 
in the interests of our children. Eva 
is eight and Jack nearly six; they are 
returning to-morrow from their aunt's 
at Cromer, and something must be done 
at once to free them from the atmo- 
sphere of neglect and unreality in which 
they have moved hitherto. Resolved to 
begin with the furniture, which, as the 
Signora points out, is made for adults, 
whereas it should all be adapted to the 
needs of children, not only in size but 
in weight. 

September 11.—-No carpenter being 
procurable, Edwin spent a busy day in 
sawing off the lower parts of the legs of 
tables and chairs in the dining-room 


/and nursery to reduce them to the 


Montessorian level. 


Edwin is fall of 
enthusiasm, but not being a handy man 
he wounded himself badly in the calf 
of his left leg. 

Eva and Jack arrived from Cromer 
in time for tea and were delighted with 
the furniture. Instructed Nurse that 
none of the children must be watched. 
Nurse very sulky and seems quite un- 
ible to understand the value of the 


_ ethical safeguard in allowing children 


| perfect liberty of self-expression, 


of 


I don’t keep an eye on them,” she 


| said, “we may all be burned in our 


; 
beds, 


| remained unconvinced, 


I pointed out that there were | 
no fires except in the kitchen, but she | 
After dinner 
Jane, the new parlourmaid, gave notice, 
on the ground that it made her back 
ache having to stoop to the level of a 
table only a foot and a half from the 
floor. Induced her to stay by raising 


| her wages one pound a week. 


September 12.—Edwin's leg being 
still painful, Ll undertook to expound the 


| doctrine of self-determination to Jack 


and Eva after breakfast. Explained to 


| them that the hooks in my wardrobe 


had been placed within their reach, and 


| gave them the keys of the china cup- 


board, the cellar and the pantry. Hav- 


| ing repeated my er naa to Nurse 


| not to watch the c 


iildven, I went off 


_ to Caxton Hall to attend the monthly 


meeting of the Parents’ Neo-Pedolo- 
gical Association. A most interesting 
discussion on the best means of esta- 
blishing a healthy metabolism by the 
cultivation of the sensory energies 
through rapid prehensile movements, 
with due regard to an external norm. 

Summoned home by an urgent message 
from Edwin at 12.30 and found a crowd 
outside the door. It appears that, all 








the servants having gone out, Eva had 
locked herself into the china cupboard 
and Jack into the cellar. Edwin, though 
disabled by his wound, had dressed and 
fetched a locksmith. Pointed out to 
him that to break open the doors would 
be a fatal error. Force was no remedy 
and it would deprive the children of 
fully profiting by this opportunity of 
learning the results of self-indulgence 
and so acquiring a sense of dignity and 
order. Edwin rather brutally replied, 
“What about my old brandy?” and 
ordered the locksmith to burst open the 
cellar door. 

4 p.m, The doctor has been and pro- 
nounces Jack out of danger. It was 
not old brandy, but port. Iva, on 
being extricated from the ruins of the 
china cupboard, said that she had been 
playing “ buil in the china shop,” thus 
enjoying, as one of the speakers said 
at our discussion, “the full wsthetic 
delight of a spontaneous game,” which 
is an invaluable means of realising the 
will as a genetic factor in the growth 
of personality. Edwin selfishly said 
it was not worth the price; that his 
Leeds set could not be replaced for 
fifty pounds. Expostulated with Nurse 
for leaving the house in my absence. 
She retorted that if she was not to 
watch the children she might just as 
well go out. Jane, Gladys and Cook 
have not returned. Ordered dinner 
in from Garrods. Edwin still fretful, 
but was partially reassured by my 
pointing out that training by enforced 
assent degenerates into discipline by 
order, SN i 
EVERY MAN HIS OWN WIT; | 

! 


Or, First Arp tro Drners-our. 








Iv has been noticed by social ob- | 
servers that, whereas only a com-| 
paratively few men strive to he virtuous, | 
all would like to be funny, or at any rate | 
capable at any desired moment of re- | 
moving gravity. Itis to meet this very 
natural ambition that Mr. Punch offers 
a few hints for diners-out during the 
next few days, keeping to such topics as 
are likely not to be obsolete. | 

We turn to the paper to make our| 
selections. ere, for example, is Lord 
Fisher. Tobefunny about Lord Fisuer 
is not difficult. It would be sufficient 
tc memorise a few of his sentences, or 
one might adopt his method with regard 
to the day’s experiences. Thus one’s 
partner at dinner often says genially, 
“And what have you been doing all 
day?” How simple to reply in pure 
Fisherese ! “Wishing to get to the 
City, and noting that all other men were 
either in a bus, taxi or train. | brought 
my wonderful brain to work and took 
a scooter, and I tell you that in five 





years’ time there won't be a train, bus 
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or taxi left. We shall be on scooters : 
and when the d d fools ask you 
who prophesied this, say, ‘Jacky did, 
England's saviour, Jacky,’”’ ‘ 

As a second example let us take the 
vase of the Oily Rectory. Here is excel- 
lent material for the humourist, especi- 
ally at dinner, where, food being now 
and then on the rich side, openings will 





a 


be frequent. If you wish to be thought | 


merely facetious you can wonder how 
soon We shall hear of a Vinegary Vicar- 
age, and then by a natural transition, 
keeping to alliteration (which is always 
an ally of easy humour), pass on to 
the Fatted Farmhouse, the Superfatted 
Shanty, the Oleaginous Oasthouse, the 
Messy Manor and the Greasy Grange. 


If you desire a reputation for caus- | 
ticity or cynicism you can express the | 


belief that the Rector’s sermons never 
attracted so much attention as his walls 
and ceilings have done. 


You can even | 


suggest that a certain unctuousness has | 


before now led to preferment, and specu 
late on the Rector’s chances of some 
day occupying a Bishop's Perspiring 
Palace and pouring oil on the troubled 
see. 

Or you might combine the two sub- 
jects. 


Now that the servant-girl has | 


withdrawn her alleged confession the | 
mystery of the Oily Rectory is still open, | 


Lord Fisuer is, we know from his own 
testimony, capable de tout, and only in 
last Friday's J'imes he calls himself an 


‘oil maniac.”’ Can there be a clue here? | 


With the foregoing assistance no 
diner-out need be utterly without hon- 
ours at whatever table he graces, pro- 
vided that no other guest has also seen 
this number of Punch. 


toil has been in vain. 








The New Geometry. 


“The two sides of the Pilgrim's Progress: 


But, as that is | 
|} an incredible hypothesis, perhaps all our 


the obviously moral and theological side which | 


was in the author’s conscious intention, and 
the story of strange adventure which he un- 
consciously achieved, will not be found to be 
divergent, but rather parallel; and, like all 
parallel straight lines, they will mect at last.” 
Vr. Anravur Macuen, it 
* John o' London's Weekly.” 


Now that Mesopotamia and Palestine have 
been released from Turkish misgovernment, 
the exploration of ancient sites can be greatly 
extended, and, remembering the precious yield 
of the dust-heaps of Ornithorhynchus, we may 
hope for many new and amazing revelations 
of buried history, art, and literat ire.’” 

Morning Paper. 
For our part we are confidently expect- 
ing a heavy crop of duck-billed papyrus. 


“The Local Fool Control Commitiece in the 
Potteries agreed . . .”—Daily Paper. 
Why can’t we haye these committees 
every where ? 
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THE PROFESSIONAL TOUCH. 


Lord Bliasingstoke’s Servant His LORDSHIP HAS SENT ME AFTER vou, Sin ANDREW, DO ANOW IF HE MAY Bal GAP? 
Sir Andrew (specialist from Harley Street, about lo catch his tram flier much deep Uought and perambulati of the pia! orm) 
“VY rps—prack—TeLL Lonp BLAZINGSTOKE. BLACK—WHITE ON NO ACCOUNT 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE, 
(By Mr, Punci’s Stag of Learved Clerks.) 

I woxper how many holiday-makers, confronted in this 
present season with a brown-sailed barge or a group of 
pipe-smoking longshoremen, have been moved to exclaim 
delightedly, “Just like The number of them 
would be a measure of the welcoine that will certainly 
attend a new volume of Mr. W. W. Jacons’ short stories, 
collected under the alluring title of Deep Waters (Hopprr 
AND STOUGHTON). Most of them have for protagonist that 
deserved] y popular character, Z'he Night Watchman, whom 
indeed you may observe in person on the wrapper: jersey, 
generous conical hat and the whole familiar 
outfit. 1 fancy there are few readers to whom the appeal 
of this figure is likely to be made in vain. Perhaps, how- 
ever, it is only fair to warn you that you may find the yarn 
within slighter in texture than of old, lacking thai rich 
complexity, score weaving with counter-score that you 
recall from—how long ago? But if the intrigue is thinner 
the colour is as fresh as ever. Still in this waterside 
topia blows that sea-wind of laughter before which the 
minor morals cease from troubling and half-pints become 
the sufficient crown of successful intrigue. Still do skippers 
pretend to be their own ghosts, and harassed bachelors 
assume the protection of fictitious families. And still, at 
closing time, do the good and bad characters go off arm- 
none the worse for their orgies of preposterous 


JAcoBs.’ 


trousers, 


| make believe. Suill, in short, are they “just like Jacons.” 
| Wigher praise you will scarcely want. 
: : 


Miss Many Jounsron’s latest novel, Zhe Laird of Glen- 


fernie (CONSTABLE), might almost be said to have no heroine. | 


There does indeed exist a lady who at one time seems likely 
to qualify for the post, but in a comparatively early chapter 
she comes by her end, and is thenceforward only a memory 
separating the two heroes. It is the relations of these, 
their love, hatred and love again, that form the interest of the 
tale. Its scene is the Highlands at the time of the march to 
Derby, or, rather, this is the central incident of a story that 
stretches before and after it; for the friendship of lan Lul- 
loch and Alexander, afterwards Laird of Glenfernie, began 
when they were lads, and lasted (with an interruption) the 
length of theirlives. The interruption, of course, was /lspeth, 
whom both, after their respective fashions, courted. It was 
her death, as the victim of Jan, and (in a less degree) the fact 
that the latter took Stuart service, while Glenfernie remained 
staunchly Whig, which turned love to hate. Thence- 
forward, almost to the end, the story treats of the vengeful 
pursuit of Jan by his former friend. Into so many and 
yarious scenes does this chase conduct the pair that L fear 
it reminded me of nothing so much as the curate’s version 


of Valentine and Orson, fitted to lantern slides of a Voyage | 
Still, Miss Jounsron has given us a | 


Round the World! 


story both original and graceful. Her gilt of phrase has 





seldom shown to happier advantage. “So beautiful rang 
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the Spring that it was like a bell in the heart” is an} remains in a sense incomplete its capable craftsmanship 
example at random. The gift is however one to exercise and intensity of restrained feeling give it a place amongst 
with caution; to write, as she does on another page, of| the most notable books in the library of the War. 
“deep windows tying the interior to the yet rosy West,” is Penny wis 
to approach perilously near affectation. I suppose Mr. STEPHEN Mc KENNA, when, in an epistle 
' dedicatory to Sonia Married (Hurcutnson), he calls it a 
Why the publisher of Deadham Hard (Merauen) omits|footnote rather than a sequel, felt that he hadn’t quite 
from the list of Lucas Mauet’s novels that particular one | succeeded in touching the level of Sonia and so essayed to 
Damaris its title, if my memory serves—of which this is| take the critic bull by the horns. I am rather inclined to 
a sequel, is beyond my comprehension, if not beyond may jngres with him, but that doesn’t mean that I didn’t read 
powers of guessing. Damaris Verity, then a child of six, every word of his footnote with interest, O’ Rane back from 
now eighteen, Juno-eyed, steadfast mistress of her soul, the | the wars, blinded, teaching at his old school, keeping open- 
“dear witch” of her lithe middle-aged Colonel Sahib Car-| house for the blind and halt and the down. and out, is as 
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teret, the darling of that distinguished pro-consul and his- | 
torian, Sir Charles Verity, her adored father, is the heroine- ; 0 
goddess of this charming romance. Henrietta, the much-| (and I wish him the best of luck), to rehabilitate that dear 
girl in our good opinions, I don’t believe she would have 


married, again moves restless, aud motivelessly intriguing, 


through its pages. A noble-hearted bastard brother of | . 
wasn't easy to live with. Saints and heroes seldom are, I 


Damaris, knit with her in a bond of tenderly romantic 
affection, is a new and entirely satisfactory creation. 
Lucas Marer’s hand has not lost much of its cunning, 
though it be not the cunning of the modernist. Nor do her 


lovable, as unexpected, as ever. It is Sonta who goes to 
pieces. I can see our author now at work onSonia Iieturns 


betrayed her man, though I admit the provocation. O' Rane 
am told by the wise. Sonia Married is Sonia marred, 


perversely, painfully. Iam sure Mr, McKewna has been 
let down by his t!ree-decker plan. He must make speedy 





folk belong to this tempestuous 
era, but are restful paulo-post- 
Mutiny Victorians, confident 
Sahibs with no misgivings about 
their status or their future. . 

Let me tell you, Damaris is a 
darling, though no doubt our 
| emancipated maidens will laugh 
at her appalling innocence. In 
some ways, my dears, she can 
give you points, believe me. 

In Belgium under the German 
Occupation (HetNEMANN), Mr. 
Branp Wuir.Lock, the American 
Ambassador in Brussels, de- 
| scribes the actual running of 
that Prussian military machine 
| which so many critics have— 
, formerly—professed to admire. 


ENJOYING THE AROMA OF 








THE CHAUFFEUR’S CIGAR. 


jamends with Sonta repentant. 
Meanwhile leommend the sequel | 
inasquerading as a footnote. 

A fairly extensive study of 
contemporary American fiction 
has convinced me that fashion- 
able America contains a type 
of woman that we do not fre- 
queutly meet in English society. 
She is ambitious and yet au fond 
perilously sentimental; she is as | 
dry (and expensive, as Pommery 


ree 
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and at the same time sweet as 
saccharine; she is cold and cal 
culating and yet impulsive and 
romantic. Mrs. Farron, the prin- 
cipal study in Mrs. Avice Duet 
MiutEr’s novel, The LHappiest 
niniagimant —! T'ime of their Lives (Hopper ax 








Mr. Wuir.ock does not admire it at all, but reserves | 
all his appreciation for the unconquerable people who 
furnished the raw material for that machine's industries. | 
His book details a persecution utterly beyond credence if| 
the thing had not actually happened. That the Germans | 
should daily shoot, with or without a travesty of trial, | 
numbers of peasants accused of “counting trains” or | 
siinilar feats of espial, may now seem natural enough, but | 
it is still hard to believe that they could, for example, in| 
perfect seriousness imprison all the scholars at a girls’| 
school for refusing to learn music from a Teuton professor, 
or & Brussels pastor for reading from the Book of Psalms 
passages in which Kina Davin had said pointed things 
about his enemies. Other instances of the workings of 
“German mentality,” from whiéh one dare not quote here, 
are so terrible in themselves and so poignantly set forth 
that if you want to believe that all the past can be forgiven 
and forgotten you had better not take up Mr. Warrock’s 
work at all, The only relief from the gloom of these pages, | 
except indeed the altogether admirable English in which | 
they are written, is the account of the feeding by America 
of those of our brave allies who would otherwise have beeu 
left to starve. These two bulky volumes take us only as 
far as the period of the deportations—quite bluntly called | 
slavery. By that time America, as the writer had long | 
foreseen, had been drawn into the War, and so the rest of | 
the tragedy is not written here. But though his work | 











SrouGnuTon), considerably fortifies me in this conviction. 
Place her in an English atm sphere and she would have been 
as nearly impossible as does not matter; but in her New 
York environment she seems just right. She divorced her 
first husband to marry a man whom she could really consider 
a tower of strength, and 1 am left with the belief that a 
man who is married on such grounds has a difficult rd/e to 
play. The characters are clearly drawn, in particular that 
of Mrs. Farron’s daughter, who had a little love affair of 
her own; and the dialogue is clever without being un- 
naturally brilliant. But 1 think that the book will be more 
widely appreciated in “ God's own Country" than in mine. 








Reproduced literatim from a review :— 

“Even regarding the cruel treatment of the Roman Catholics bef mre 
1778 and the odious penal laws, he exclaims: ‘Mon Dieu! l' Lrelande 
n’avait pas le monople de ces griefs et de ces persecutions. LU faut 
juger les faits et les gens d’aprés l'age et Je milieu ou on les trouve, 
et au siecle de la guerre de Trente Ans, des Dragonnades de 1'Edit de 
Nantes, il ne faut damner Anglais tout seul pour avoir riposté dure- 
ment & tant de provocations.’ But let us translate in order that no 
reader may miss the point: ‘My God! l'Irelande n'avait pas the 
monople of ces griefs and of ces persecutions. ll faut juger the faits 
and the gens d’apres I'age and the milieu ou on the trouvex, and au 
siecle do the guerre of Trente Ans, des Dragonnades of 1'Edit of 
Nantes il ne faut damned English tout seul pour avoir riposte 
durement a tant of provocations.’ It is sometimes difficult to preserve 
nuances of expression in a translation.”—Canadian Paper. 


So we observe. 
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CHARIVARIA. 


“Tye old world must end,” says the 
Prewmer. It is understood that of 
| late Mr. Winston. CHURCHILL has be- 
| come thoroughly dissatisfied with the 
| Fleet Street part of it. 

j * * 

| “The Government is determined,” 
gays a contemporary, “that Ireland 
shall not have a Parliament like ngland 
has.” No further evidence is needed 
‘to prove that we are still kindly dis- 
| posed towards the Green Isle. 

| ** 

| With reference to the bargee upon 
whom a load of coal was accidentally 
dumped the other day, it is said that 
|a London publishing firm has offered 
him a huge sum for the exclusive right 
to publish in fortnightly > tame in 
parts the main theme 
of his remarks. Lord 
| Fisher must look to 
his laurels. 





x 

Es * 
Interviewed by an 
| American journalist the 
Ex-Crown PRINCE said 
that Germany will have 
no more kings. If no- 
body has dropped him 
a hint this is certainly 
a good guess. 
*x * 


* 
Another marvellous 
surgical operation has 
come to our knowledge. 
Without the aid of 
an anwsthetic, as the 
patient was quietly 
sleeping, the whole of 
a Government arm- 
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DUMB ANIMALS.” 











not, but we are grateful for the tip just 
the same. 


Lord RorHerMERE suggests that we 
should liquidate some of our debt to 
the United States by letting them 
have the Bahamas and the Bermudas. 
Others propose that we should also 
seize the occasion to get rid of some of 
our Boohoomers. 

* * 

According to information the eighty 
thousand Chinese coolies in -France 
have a newspaper of their own, printed 
in Chinese. The fact that no articles 
dealing with the state of Ireland have 
appeared in it for several issues is 
causing some annoyance in Dublin. 

Py 





*x 
The “ Victory” walk from London to 


The man who was charged with 
loitering in an old Oxford Street raid- 
shelter pleaded that he had not heard 
the “ All Clear.” , 

* 


Are burglars becoming less assertive ? 
We ask because in a recent burglary 
case at Hampstead the thief entered 
and left the premises by the trades- 
men’s entrance. 4 » 

* 

The exact number of strike - pro- 
moters who are now in receipt of un- 
employment pay on account of the 
Yorkshire miners resuming work has 
not yet been disclosed for publication. 

* * 

Speaking at Dunfermline, Admiral 
Earl Bearry admitted regretfully that 
he was not a Scotsman. As a result of 








“So po I. THE DUMBER 


this statement it seems 
that the idea of present 
ing him with a haggis 
as a ship’s mascot was 
abandoned. 

* * 

Giving evidence last 
week a woman stated 
that her husband some- 
times wrote poetry. 
Other husbands, of 
course, have done the 
same, but they are not 
always found out, 


In consequence of 
pilfering at railway sta- 
tion buffets it is said 
that in future all pork 
pies will have the name 
of thecompany stamped 
on the bottom for iden- 








THE BETTER.” 





chair was successfully removed from a 
Limpet. — 
* 


Just as we go to press a very heart- 
less robbery is reported from the North 
Midlands. It appears that one of the 
most valuable collections of strike 
notices in existence has been stolen by 
an absconding valet whilst his master 
was at work in a coal-mine. 


“ Londoners were awakened by thun 
der last night,” says a recent issue of 
The Times, “the first they have heard 
since Armistice Day.’ Can this be 
mistaken modesty ? , 


Mr, Buturrr is described in a New 
| York message as “the United States 
Peace expert.” Information is still 
lacking as to how this Bullitt found its 
billet. 


* * 
* 


“Could any of your readers explain 
why a nursery frightens a cook ?”’ asks 


| & Correspondent in the Press. We can 
Riichinesiie 





Brighton was won by T, PAYNE in 
eight hours thirty-eight minutes. EK. C. 
Horton was second; H. V. L. Ross, 
third, and the telephone message to 
say they had started just managed to 
secure fourth place. 


During this walk one of the com- 
petitors was disqualified for breaking 
intoarun. It is supposed that he has 
lately been employed in a Government 
office and did so unconsciously. 

; 

«“ What makes women laugh ?” asks 

a contemporary. Speaking generally, 


men. 
* 


A message from New York to the 
Central News says the “Shimmy” 
dance is officially doomed, The news 
has been received quietly. 


A London newspaper describes the 
Prime Minister as having a far-away 
look in his eyes. Probably as far as 
Widnes. 


tification purposes. 
* 


A business man, travelling in a City- 
bound train the other day, was over- 
heard to say that one of his neighbours 
had much better and larger marrows in 
his allotment than he himself could 
grow. As no other suspicious symp- 
toms have developed, the close watch 
kept on him has been relaxed. 

* 


* 

A Prohibition worker from America, 
after visiting one of our Revues which 
included a drinking scene, publicly 
stated that during the performance he 
nearly died of shame, We now hear 
that several publicans have since sent 
him free tickets for the same show, just 
on the off-chance. 

x * 

Mr. Pussyroor Jouxson hopes to 
carry the Prohibition banner into Ire- 
land. But not if the Irish see him 
coming first. 





How to Contrron tHe Dancine 





Manta: Isolate the Hepsaz. 
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FIRST STEPS TO THE PERFECT LIFE. 
(“My iciend, your friend, Mr. Lioyp 
Geonck—a brotherhood man, the helper of 
the bottom dog.”—-Dr. Crroxp, introducing 
the Prime Miyisrer to the audience at the 
City Temple.) 
Ovtr that blessed age to come 
When war is dead and strife is dumb 
And rivers flow with milk and rum, 
The fancy fondly lingers— 
A brotherhood: of beasts and men, 
Where lambs and lions kiss again, 
And down the cockatrice’s den 
A babe may shove his fingers. 


Ah, if to that ideal state 

Some Prospero, brought up to date, 

Might with his magic wand translate 
Packed galleries and a full pit! 

Or could a Liovp Grorae get us there, 

Lifting us lightly by the hair, 

Watted on streams of red-hot air 
Blown from a City pulpit! 


Not so the steeps of heaven are won 
(He says himself it can’t be done); 
Many delights we first must shun 
And buy the others cheaper ; 
The bottom dog must have fair play, 
And no one be allowed to say, 
As Cary did in his casual way, 
“Am I my brother's keeper ?”’ 


Thus only, brethren, may we sing 

Millennium’s reign with Love as King, 

And toast the Day when we shall ring 
The brotherhood of men in; 

And, for a start, to show how true 

Our pledge to pull the weakest through, 

We ‘ll leave our Russian comrades to 
The bloody wolves of Lenin. O. 8. 





A RURAL TRANSFORMATION. 
Tne river, having apparently nothing 
else to do, flowed smoothly and calmly 
in its accustomed direction, oblivious 
to the patient attention bestowed on it 
by the two fishermen. At length fish- 
erman Number One laid his rod on a 
twig fork, wiped his brow and strolled 
along the bank to the other man's pitch. 

* What luck, George?” he asked. 

“Same as yours, Bill, judging by 
your looks,” replied George. “I've 
tried em wi’ maggots, wi’ paste an’ wi’ 
worms, an’ they wain’t do more 'n play 
swingboats wi’ ‘em. Ye might jest as 
well try fishin’ for battleships in Scapa 
Flow wi’ a boathook.” 

“ Ay, there wain’t be nowt doing till 
we gets some rain an’ a foot rise in th’ 
watter,” said Bill. “ What d’ ye say to 
a snack o’ summat to eat?” 

“ That ‘ll do me,” replied George, lay- 
ing down his rod. “ bet 's go up to the 
‘Cheval Blong’ for an omelette an’ a 
verre de biére,” 

* There's some fowks,” said Bill sen- 








tentiously, “as allus wants someone 


ts 


[SEPTEMBER 24, 1919, 











standing by to tell ‘em what's ‘appened 
tothem. Th’ War's over, lad, an’ we 
ain't in France now. If you like we'll 
go to the ‘ White Horse‘ an’ hev some 
bread-an’-cheese an’ pickles.” 

“Jest as you like,” replied George, 
smiling tolerantly. “Carry on, corp’ril.” 

They took the old path, “ ’crost Cos- 
nop’s medder, down past Thorpe’s spin- 
ney, an’ round be th’ Pickerill”’ to the 
spot where the ‘ White Horse’ used to 
stand. The old steed was still there, 
but groomed and caparisoned out of 
knowledge. Little chairs and tables 
were placed outside the doors, a colfee- 
pot was steaming on a stove, fragile 
glasses had replaced the pewter mugs, 
and, instead of the buxom country 
wench who used to serve the foaming 
nut-brown, a gaily coiffured damsel in 
high-heeled shoes and filmy stockings 


|came tripping out to take the order. 


“* Bong jour, Suzanne,” said George, 
seating himself. ‘ Deux biéres an’ some 
ceufs an’ pommes-de-terre freet, an’ allay 
vite about it, ‘cos we're trés faim.” 

* Bien, M’sieur,” said Suzanne, dis- 
appearing into the interior. 

Bill dropped ponderously into a chair 
and gasped. ‘Old my ‘and an’ fan me 
a minute, George,” he said. “I don’t 
seem to ‘ave got it rightly. “Ave I bin 
called up agen?” 

“There’s some fowks,” retorted 
George, ‘“‘as don’t know what’s ‘ap- 
pened them till they’re told, This is 
the ‘ White Iforse’ what was.” 

“But where's Joe Ruggles, as used 
to be landlord ’ere?”’ 

“T reckon ‘e’s to market to-day,” 
said George. ‘This is one of ‘is ideas. 
Joe, as you know, ain't so young as ’e 
might be, but ‘e jined up like the rest 
on us and did ‘is packet wi’ the B.E.F. 
Course, when 'e got back ’e expected to 
find the boys coming up for a day’s 
fishing an’ dropping in like they used 
to. An’ so they did; but somehows they 
was allus grumbling. It was ‘Joe, th’ 
beer ain't what it used to be; ye can’t 
get no forrarder on it,’ or ‘Joe, ‘ave you 
bin robbing the mousetrap for the 
cheese?’ So at last ’e got rale vexed, 
and ‘e says, ‘ Ye are all a lot o' pam- 
pered grousers an’ ye don’t deserve to 
be quit o’ the gentle chidings of a ser- 
major. Th’ beer's ten times as power- 
ful as any you've scoffed this fower 
years past, an’ your quarter - bloke 
niver giv’ you cheese a patch on my 
Cheddar. But I'll fix ye,’ 'e says. So 
‘e put up a stove wi’ a coffee-pot on it 
an’ served eggs an’ chips d la Flanders, 
instead o' cheese an’ pickles, an’ watered 
down the beer to half strength, an’ now 
all the boys jest flock in an’ lap it up 
like milk, same as they used to when 
they was out at rest.” 





“T'll bet that hussy Suzanne, as ye 





ns 
calls her, ’as something to do wi’ the 
boys’ sudden liking for Pussyfoot beer. 
I dunno wheer Joe found ‘er, but | 
wonder ‘is missus stands ‘aving ‘er 
about the place.” 

“ You niver ‘ad an eye for beauty, 
Bill,” replied George. ‘“ Now, I like 
the French style—lots of joy-de-vee an’ 
sparkle an’ chatter. Not that Suzanne 
iver has much to say.” 

“T mind the time,” said Bill reflec. 
tively, ‘afore ye’d iver seen a furrin’ 
lass, ‘cepting a Circassian beauty as 
came round wakes week, when you said 
there warn’t no lasses in th’ wide wide 
world as ‘ud compare wi’ our rosy- 
cheeked English ‘uns.”’ 

* Travel’s enlarged my mind, lad, as | 
it would ‘ave enlarged yours if it ’ad| 
anything to work on at all. Jest look 
at that girl now, tripping along like a 
black-eyed gazelle. Th’ wench ag Joe | 
‘ad afore th’ War used to waddle in 
like a tank,” 

Suzanne had brought in a tray with 
plates and glasses. She must have 
heard and understood the remark, for 











a faint flush glowed on her cheek. 
“Stuff to give ‘em! ”’ continued | 
George, smacking hislips. ‘“ Vous étes | 
some peach, Suzanne.” | 
“Cut it out,” said the girl shortly. 
George's jaw dropped in amazement. | 
Bill peered up into the girl's face and | 


then leaned back and roared with | 
laughter. 


“ Dang me!” he said, choking with | 
mirth, “ I’ve been ‘ere this ‘alf-hour an’ | 
niver rumbled it. You're Susie Mar- | 
son, as used to be waitress here five | 
years ago!” 

“Course I am!” said Susie. “I 
remember you both when you used to 
come in with hay in your hair and 
make noises like turnips.” 

‘It was the French lingo misled me, | 
Susie,” chuckled Bill. ‘“ Where did ye | 
larn it?” 

“ Picked it up at Rouen when I was 
out there with the W.A.A.C.’s,” said | 


Susie. ‘“ You aren't the only people | 
who went to France. And when I} 


came back and found that Mr. Ruggles 
had turned the ‘ White Horse’ into an | 
estaminet we thought it would be in 
keeping if I pretended to be French 
too. But when an overfed base-wallah 
says English girls waddle like tanks I 
have to speak out!” hase: 

George, with his head down in his 
plate, finished his eggs and chips with 
a tremendous gulp. : 

“ Reckon I'll be going to see OW the 
fish is biting,” he said, and departed | 
hurriedly. 





‘* One gold cow, full of beer.”— Auction Adtt, 
in ** The Keighley News.” 


Where’s Pussyroot ? 
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Laker bry 
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THE CHILD WHO WANTED TO PLAY BY HIMSELF. 


Presipent Witsox. “NOW COME ALONG AND ENJOY YOURSELF WITH THE OTHER 
NICE CHILDREN. I PROMISED THAT YOU'D BE THE LIFE AND SOUL OF THE PARTY.” | 
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Station-master, “Was UH TRYING TO CATCH THE THAIN?" Boy. “Ue pro Caron tr, BUT IT GOT AWAY AGAIN.” 
PES His reasons for not paying the eight|seomed willing, when approached on 
, mys . ny ‘ . 
THE RATE OF EXCHANGE, 


‘Tue world is a small place after all, 
and I am not straining the limits of 
truth when | say that the prosperity 
of rance has a direct and almost im 
mediate bearing on my own private 
affairs. It is, of course, a matter of 
finance, and finance implies a Scotsman. 
Lieutenant MeMustard is featured as 
the villain of the piece, and the dénone- 
ment is timed to occur six mouths after 
the signing of peace, 

L was once P.M.C, of the Battalion 
Mess. I speak of the times of the 
Great War, which you may remember 
took place between 1914 and 1918 a.n. 
Among the many hardships of its try- 
ing campaigns were the circumstances 
attending the arrival one day at our 
dugout in Dickebusch of a case of 
whisky from England. There was little 
need, a8 far as we were affected, for the 
label, * Glass with care.” On opening 
the crate eleven-twelfths was found to 
come strictly under this heading; only 
one bottle had survived its journey. 
As this is @ financial narrative I will 
pass over the literary efforts this cata- 
strophe produced in the Mess, My 
chiot concern was to debit each member 
with eight shillings, his share of the 
loss. McMustard now appears as the 
chief dramatis persona, 





tabulated under fou 
(a4) The loss was not due to 
any act or negligence of his; (+) no 
otfort had apparently been made t 
trace the person or por 


shillings were 


heads 


) 
ions re sponsible 


for the damage; (c) no court of inquiry 


CHARIVARI. 





had been held, vide K.R.; (d) he had 
not consumed any of the liquor for | 
which he had been asked to pay. The | 
consensus of opinion being against his | 
attitude, the sum of eight shillings was | 
officially demanded from him, Six 
months later, on the Arras front, he 
sent me eight franes by orderly, with 
a request for receipt 

1 returned the eight franes and 
pointed out in a polite note that, as 
the franc was only worth eightpence 
halfpenny, I should be pleased to re 
ceive 11.30 franes in settlement of the 
debt of eight shillings. This provoked 
& statement from MeceMustard to the! 
effect that at the time the alleged debt 
(note the caution of the Seot) was in 
curred the france was worth ninepence 
three-farthings, therefore, on hearing | 
from me, he would forward 9.85 franes | 
in settlement. Argument as to who 
should bear the loss due to fluctuation 
in the rate of exchange was cut short 
by McMustard's going to England for 
& course of instruction. 

Having rejoined us at Dixmude he 
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the matter, to wipe off the debt, his 
idea being apparently that 9.85 franes 
(Belgian) was worth at that time only 
about five shillings and tenpence, How- 
ever he did not function in the matter, 
for the War was just then brighten- 
ing up and attracting quite a lot of 
attention. 

We met again at Cologne, in the 
Army of Occupation, and with true 
British doggedness I again propared to 
attack, McMustard received my de- 
mand for thirteen marks seventy pfen- 
nigs for one bottle of whisky, value 
eight shillings, the mark being cal- 
culated at sevenpence according to 
G.R.O, displayed in the sanctum of the 
Field Cashier. The War having fizzled 
out, | followed up my request by going 
to see McMustard. He produced ny 
Whitaker three years old to prove that 
at the time the debt was incurred the 
mark was worth nearly tenpence. He 
therefore offered ten marks in payment 
of the sum demanded, produced & 
twenty-mark note and waited for the 
change 

As I searched my pockets | remem- 
bered that the rate of exchange was 
by amended G.R.O. now quoted at ten 
marks (the change that he wanted) for 








pn 
two shillings and tenpence. The only 


money | could produce was a five franc | 
— : “ ad 




















| of dealing with criminals 
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PUNC] 


note | had tre asured since 

| Poperinghe a couple of | years ago 
'franes at sevenpence cach (present 
| worth) being the equivalent of ten 


marks at threepence- half penny each 


live 


| explained that the five-frane . ite 
would be adequate change from 
twenty-mark note, Half-an-houw + 


monstration on the backs of various} 
envelopes seemed to convince MeMus- | 
tard that be was not being cheated 
[hus after many weary years the debt | 
was liquidated to the satisfaction of all | 
parties concerned, and MeMustard and 
I went off to live happy ever after, 

I do not suppose that he was any 
quicker than I in discovering a little 
postseript in obscure French on the 
back of the five-frane note, to the effect 
that it was only “ pay: able at the Bank 
of Roubaix six months after the conclu 
hostilities,” 
the last days of December | shall watch 


| 


Therefore during 


sion of f 


the French money market with a sneak 


ing hope that, as a temporary develop 
ment only, the financial credit of our 


gallant Ally will fall still further, to} 

the confusion of a certain calculating | 

Seot. | 

| 

THE MAN TRAP. 

I wAs mowing my lawn when Dobson 
appeared at the garden pate Dobson 

is my ex-special-police partner Linost | 
ictive officer. It was always his ambi 


tion to catch a burly armed burglar at} 


work Now it 


was my ambition ti 

the terror of our putation hould | ep 
ull danyverous criminals from our beat. | 
| really think that Dobson ped the 
burglar would shoot me and that he| 
would be complimented at the inquest | 
on the magnificent way in which he 

avenged his trusty comrade, Happily | 
Dobson never had the chance 


Lo pet an | 
Albert’ Medal at Iny expense, 

* Hello,” | ‘Bring 
in, ‘There's been quite a number stolen 
lately 


“ 


said youl bike 


l'm leaving it outside,” 
Dobs 1, ‘That bike 
one to ride that will be 
violently from it divectly the 
felts any speed on, I have fitted an 
ingemous attachment. I 
leave it hereand wait, Pity the regula 
police don’t think out more artful wit) 


returned 
Any 


thrown 


Is i trap 
trying 


machine 


ain pong to 


He strolled into my garden Dent 
| me, cutting your grass. You haven't} 
What I call a straight eye. Let m« 


he is 


| one of those fus xy in 


show you how to mow a lawn properly.” | 
lama philosophic 
One Wants to 


gardener, If 
to pu 
know 


any | 
show me how rden 
welcorne, Il don't 


tnany times my brother-in-law, 


how | 
Who 18 
tructive people, 
| bas € lip ped my hodges s8ior me 


So | let Dobson grip the mower and 


leaving 
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/ if ! to ruval party who has been up and down azain), “WHAT DEPARTMENT 
) at WAN 
Riuval l'art “] DON'T WANT NO DEPARTMENT I suaT DE TER'RLE POND OF LIPTa.” 


ind down whilst | sank into 
Beautifull” 
you have! 


runib up 
« deck-chan 
‘What ib 


other encouraging 


an suid, 
traight eye and 
remarl S. 

it couplimenting 
whilst Dob 
at once 1 he 
and looked round just in 
large policeman jump on 


| was pre pared Lo 


all the evening m kept on 
mrd a shout 
in the road 


time to see a 


Dobson's bike and ride off 
“Stop it once!" I shouted, 
After cycle thief! shouted the 


policeman as he pedalled away. 


The next moment there came a tre 


mendous thud as fourteen stone of 
an bit the nfacadam 
We rushed out and raised the pros- 


trate olhicer. 





When he regained his breath he 
| gasped, “Saw aman jump on a lady's 
| bike that was standing at the gate of 


Ile couldn't 


have caught 


Sunnyside and ride off, 
go fast on it | should 
minute if this blessed bike 
hadn't jammed, He'll be half a mile 
off now, l suppose, Well, ] a best be 
going back to tell them at Sunnyside.” 

‘'This gentleman lives at Sunny 


him in a 


side, 


I said. “It will be his daughter's 
bieycle.” see i. 
“LIVE STOCK AND PETS 
Waren, experienced General; good wages,” 
Laverje , Kecho 
* Live stock” perhaps, but not a“ pet,” 





we fear, 
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Policeman, “YOu MUST TAK 
Traveller, “But, Goop craciot 
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|} ANOTHER RECTORY MYSTERY. 
Much Rotham, Essex. 
Dwar Sir,—-I am encouraged to hope 
that a brief account, taken from my 
diary, of the amazing phenomena that 
have lately focussed upon my quiet 
rectory the regard of the civilized world, 
may not be without interest. I should 
premise that my household consists of 
myself, a bachelor of sixty-five, and 
two domestics, cook and parlourmaid, 
| of whom the precise ages have proved 
unascertainable, though both are palp- 
ably advanced in years. I had also at 
| the time a young nephew, Tom (four- 
, been), spending a part of his summer 
_ holidays as my guest. The entries will 
now, | trust, explain themselves. 
August 3lst--Tom arrived safely, 
looking cheerful. Trust he will not 
find our quiet routine too dull. Later. 
| Anamazingineident has occurred which 
{ must put down while still fresh in my 
| memory. Sent Tom to bed at 9.36 p.ai, 
| 


| 


Servants retired at 10. I myself went 
upstairs precisely at 10.14. Finding 
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YOUR PLACE AT THE END OF THE QUBUR, MADAM, AND WAIT YOUR TURN 


s, MAN! I've GoT TO CATCH A TRAIN.” 
bedroom door slightly ajar, gave it a 
brisk push, when, without warning, 
received on my head bath sponge satur 
ated with cold water, causing me to 
overbulance myself. How it can have 
been discharged remains inexplicable, 
as the room was entirely empty. The 
only intimation of any supernatural 
agency was that afterwards 1 seemed 
to remember sounds as of suppressed 
laughter, coinciding with my fall. I 
may add that, when sufliciently re- 
covered to summon assistance, I found 
that neither of the maids (both slightly 
deaf) had heard anything unusual ; 
while my young visitor had fallen into 
so profound a slumber that he was 
only with much difficulty awakened. 
Whole affair a disquieting mystery. 
September 1st-3rd.—-Nothing unustal 
observed, despite the incessant watch 
fulness of Tom, whose untiring activity 
is beyond praise. He suggests removal 
of study floor with a view to possible 
skeletons. Proposal declined. Wrote 
letter to The Great Slocombe Gazette, 
giving full details of the manifestation. 


Sept mber Ath. Cook, W ashing 
lettuces for supper, terrified by de 
moniac howls proceeding from outside 
garden. Found her in violent hysteries. 


state of considerable emotion, reports 
encounter with unearthly presence Mm 
Rectory Lane. Parlourmaid faints 


to Slocombe Gazette. 
September 6th.—All quiet Letters 
published. Effect, despite misprints, 


September 7 th { Her} ected but 
gratifying visit from representative of 
The Daily Smudge, who very courte- 
ously asked permission to photograph | 
house and inmates. .ccorded willingly. 

September Sth, —- Place obviously 
haunted. When about to seat myself 
at study desk, chair suddenly and vio- 
lently jerked towards adjacent I rench 
window, which was partially open. 
Sustained further contusions and re- 
newed shock. Becoming seriously | 
alarmed, What as it / 

September 9th.—-Bomewhat consoled | 


| 
| 
} 





pleasing. 


ss 


Tom, returning from bicycle-ride in | 


twice. Addressed supplementary letter | 
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“iy “th it 


Ur. Bullion-Biggs (trying to impress upon his son the diguity of labour My boy, WHk 
t A BREWERY.” 

His Son. “ Fine, Dap-—-I'M REAL PROUD OF Yor Why, If TT HADN'T BREEN POR YOUR PLUCK 
HAD TO DO THE SAME MYSELI 


by appearance of photos, covering entire| September 12th.--Rewoval begun in 
front page of Daily Smudge. An un | heavy rain. ‘om most helpful in con 
looked -for distinction, though results| veying furniture on to lawn to await 
hardly flattering to personal vanity.|vans. Special excursion from town 


\ccompanying article suggests the|brought large crowd, who survey pro 
theory that the house is built in direct | ceedings over garden hedge, with inter- 
course of earth-electricity—whatever | ested comments. Penalty of publicity 
that is. Interesting. ‘Tom inclined to} Further cuttings: also congratulatory | 


| diseredit theory in favour of corpse| wire from Sir Watson Sherlock. In| 


under cellar. Both maids give notice. | afternoon depressed. Furniture greatly | 


Seplember 10th.—Visit from Professor |damaged. Hear question asked at | 
| hack to-morrow. 
ing, experience 


Langham-Place, the celebrated illusion- | Labour Congress, denouncing me for 


ist, who most kindly offers to subject erwene compensation to Cook, | 


rectory and grounds to expert examina | Started al bum ol press-extracts. 
| tion. Accepted with thanks. Also| September 13th.-—-Slept (?) at village 


called upon by polite gentleman repre-|inn, Severe cold, Tom, who heroically 
senting Essex Natural Karth-Electricity |elected to spend night in deserted 
Supply Company, now in course of}|rectory, reports further alarming ex- 


flotation. Promised to take shares. | periences, culminating in apparition of 
Gentleman convinced of electric outlet | spectre with chains and shroud. Nerves 
on property. | seriously shaken. ‘Two more special 

September 11th. ~— More wailings.|trains and quantity of motors, most of 


| Bath taps turned on jets night and| whose occupants put up for lunch 

drawing-room ceiling practically ruined.|inn, Landlord exceedingly kind and 
Professor L.-P. declares himself baffled | sympathetic. Later. Unexpected ar- 
and advises immediate evacuation of | rival of my brother George, who, on 


| house as unsafe. Received circulars | being informed of position, declares his 


from five press-cutting agencies, en-| intention of visiting rectory with Tom 
closing articles from 7imes, News, Post,|and making thorough investigation. 
Chronicle and Star. Sent subscription | Declines further weapon than stout 
to first. ash cane. Tom, for first time, displays 


[VARL. 


N I WAS YOUR AGR 


I wAD TO 


AND PERSEV ELMAN 


fee 








[ wi 


reluctance, but is persuaded. 


absence continued 
Outlook, Speetator, 


ous) and Bee-ke 


‘eper 


ith. 


album, 
Ithencrem 


WASH BOVILES 


Wey BANE 


In thei 


Articles in 


(humor- 


Brother George 


and ‘Tom both left by train last evening 


latter somewhat 


George assures Ie that ghost has been 


‘ “« well laid.”’ Sincerely 


| 
jt 
| 
+ 
Septe mbher 1 
| 
} 


}explanation as far off as ever. 


trust so; but 


Secured 


ivilege ?). 


| Determine to send this account to my 
favourite journal, 


Truly, 


SPEARE 80 finely says, 
things in Heaven 
dreams are made of.’ 
| remain, dear Sir, 
Very sincerely yours 
Ronerr Spanoma, M.A. 


and 


‘there are more | 
arth than 


as SHAK 


In which belief, 








From a Cale 


We commend 
MERE, 





A. Dowan 
‘What's done cannot be undone.’ 
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flushed and taciturn. | 


temporary charwoman and shall move | 
A marvellous, if try 
(query, pr 
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THE SOLAR RAY COURSE. 


| [Being important correspondence between 


| done you so much good, 


Horatio Hyacinth Mitt of the one 
part and the Solar Ray Concentration 
and Electric Company of the other, 
(Found in a dusthin.)] 
“ The Dovecote,"’ Balham, 
17th August, 1919. 
GenTLEMEN,—Having completed your 
£3 3s. Od. Solar Ray course, I can 
faithfully say that, whereas before be- 
ginning the same, I was only worth 
£300 a year I am now worth £700. 
My employer is, however, only paying 
me £150. What would you advise me 
to do in the matter? 
Yours very truly, H. H. Mrrr, 


George Washington House, 
Room 11, 
19th August, 1919. 

Dear Sim,— We are exceedingly 
pleased to learn that our course has 
We would 
suggest that you firmly but respectfully 
demand an interview with your em- 
ployer. In order to give you the neces- 
sary confidence may we suggest the 
purchase of one of our vibro-electric 
breastplates? Tens of thousands of 
our students have found benefit from 
these breastplates when undergoing in 
terviews with their employers. With 
one of them concealed beneath your 
vest fear will flee from you and courage 
take its place. That marvellous fluid 
electricity, which is the basis of all life, 
will flow from the breastplate into all 
parts of the body, giving hope, strength 
and determination. Experience has 
shown that only five per cent. of em- 
ployers are able to resist its subtle 


| force, The breastplate, battery and elec- 
| trodes, securely packed and delivered 
| post free, £4 10s. Od. 


Weare, Yours obediently, etc. 
“ The Dovecote,” Balham, 
25th August, 1919. 
GENTLEMEN,—I have interviewed my 
employer; and with what result ? That 


| delicate sympathy horetofore existing 


_ had returned from lunch, 


between us, fragile thing that it was, 
is broken for ever; in other words I am 
sacked. I knocked at the door of his 
room yesterday immediately after he 
The time 
chosen shows, I think, that I am versed 
in human nature, Nevertheless his re- 


| ception of me lacked cordiality. For 





“ay 
| assistance during this momentous crisis 


I relied chiefly upon Rules 78-92 of the 
advanced course, viz., those which lay 
it down that by an effort of will and 
imagination a person may fancy that 
he is the sun——* the great orb of day” 
(SHAKSPEARE)—and that, like the sun, 
he is shooting out beams of light and 
heat and force in all directions. 





I had brought myself into the correct 
imaginative state before entering the 
room, and I immediately shot twenty 
or thirty beams at my employer's head, 
neck and shoulders, I am not aware 
that I concentrated unduly on a large 
mole which adorns the side of his nose, 
though I noticed that this corrugated 
excrescence became alternatively red 
and blue with great rapidity. It was 
impolite in him therefore to demand 
brusquely what the Hades I was star- 
ing at. 

I may as well confess that this unex- 
pected remark somewhat unsettled me, 
and I closed one eye for a few seconds 
(see Rule 138) in order to reassemble 
my subconscious and esoteric forces, 
with a view to his complete subjugation. 
It was at the end of this brief period, 
during which my employer wore a sin- 
ister expression, that misfortune over- 
whelmed me. As you are aware I had 
assumed your B 11 electric breastplate. 
Now I have, in the course of several 
rehearsals, endeavoured by means of 
this breastplate to bathe my being in 
the great life-giving fluid, but had never 
felt the smallest sensation therefrom. 
Yet at this moment, standing as I was 
before my employer, with closed eyes 
and surging soul, the breastplate began 
suddenly to subject me to a series of 
the most alarming shocks. Spasmodic 
pains of an intensive character shot 
downwards through my legs and up- 
wards into my head, causing my hair 
to stiffen and the ends of my mous- 
tache (which is of a sandy colour) to 
move backwards and forwards and even 
gyrate convulsively. 

My employer, with a startled look, 
sprang from his seat, seized a heavy 
coal-shovel from the fireplace and 
pressed an electric-bell. Before I could 
open my mouth the commissionaire en- 
tered the room and at a word I was 
hustled back into the general office. 

This morning I have received a letter 
dispensing with my services and sug- 
gesting that I should become a Pussy- 
foot (whatever they may be). 

I have set out the facts fully, Gentle- 
men, in order that you may be in a 
position to advise me. —_- Yours, ete. 


George Washington House, 
Ist September, 1919. 

Dear Str,—We have read your letter 
with great interest. It is clear to us 
that your employer was incensed about 
something, and we have come to the 
conclusion that it was the convulsive 
movements of your moustachios, (N.B, 
A sandy moustache moving in the way 
you describe might easily irritate the 
nerves.) May we suggest that you 
should purchase a bottle of our elixir 
for the removal of superfluous hair, 


ON CHARIVARL 





i 


1919, 


and, after treatment, again seek an 
interview with your employer ? Being 
an old customer, we could let you haye 
a large-size bottle for 17s. 11d, 
Awaiting the favour of your order, 
We are, ete. 








THE HEIRLOOM. 
Lanes To A Davaurtrr, 
WHEN we have finished all the buns 
And nearly all the tea, 
When silence falls and everyone's 
As bored as they can be, 
The visitors in sheer despair 
Regard you with a knowing air 
Aud then in unison declare 
How like you are to me! 


“It is the mouth,” the liars say, 
* Or something in the pose,” 
“The eyebrows, or that funny way 
Of turning in her toes ;”’ 
All over your unhappy frame 
Resemblances themselves proclaim, 
But none suggest, for very shame, 
That you have got my nose. 


This is the nose that, age by age, 
Adorns our ancient line; 

Full many a Prelate, Prince and Sage 
In carven stone recline 

All, all distinguished more or less 

By this peculiar nosiness, 

Though few of theirs, | must 
Were quite as large as mine, 


a nfess, 


Men gaze at it when one goes by 
As at a monstrous freak, 
Which—one can seo it in their eye— 
They simply long to tweal 
Nor is it nothing that one has 
At many a rude unmannered Jazz 
Been mentioned generally as 
“The fellow with the beak.” 


3ut, though with filial pride | wear 
This relic of the past, 

Your nose, I trust, is not the heir 
Of the ancestral cast ; 

For men are foolishly inclined 

To noses of a different kind, 

Less angular, if less refined, 
And just a shade less vast. 


Your mother's, now, is straight and 
small, 
The sort young nen prefer, 
Though she is not what I should call 
A perfect character ; 
So, if you hope to be a bride, 
I offer you this simple guide 
Just be a bit like me (inside), 
But look a lot like her. A. P. 8. 








From “ Motor Notes” :— 

* Maintaining a high speed on a narrow road 
when passing over vehicles may establish one § 
efficiency, nerve, and self-esteem, but it 18 
disconcerting to the others.”—Scolch Paper. 
We respect the writer's reserve of 
strength. 
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tress. “ BUT HAVE YOU ANY PARTICULAR REASON FOR WANTING TO GO HOME TO-MORROW NIGHT, LILY?” 


d, “THE THING 18, MY BROTHER'S COMING, MUM, AND ’E'S BRIN 





THE LINE OF SUCCESSION. 


an antidote to baldness, made up for an Egyptian queen 
[ MAKE no moan, although beneath the bay leaves 
My locks are not so flowing as of yore; 
Wholly unmoved, I note how every day leaves 
The parting broader than it was before ; 
Tears, idle tears by me are not expended, 
Still ean I face my mirror undisinayed 
To find my daily hair-drill is attended 
By such a small parade. 
Each time I shake the bottle (large dimension, 
Three times as big as those at one-and-one), 
I tell myself I do with like intention 
What haply many a famous name has done, 
Since first that luckless better-half of ProLumy 
Begged her physician for a dope to stop 
The rot that won her spouse's comment, * Golly, my 
Dear, you are thin on top.” 


So suffered, maybe, Cassar, et tu, Brure, 
Possibly Nero had not much to cut, 
And, Senlac won, some page did extra duty 
Applying massage to the Conqueror’s nut ; 
Some frugal-minded Borarta, too, diurnally 
May have employed for simple toilet ends 
Such poison as he'd not applied internally 
To inconvenient friends. 
On such as these my frequent fancy lingers, 
Snatching a solace from the thought that they 
Kneaded their naked scalps with anxious fingers 





Or ever I'd begun my little day ; 


ING "IS YOUNG LADY, AND I’M WANTED TO BE THE MISSING LINK. 


Yes, when my skull in turn tells how /ugaces 
Labuntur anni (how the years do bolt), 
‘Tis nice to feel that what is taking place is 

An immemorial moult, 


Quartermasters as Mascots. 

Order recently received by a corps in Flanders :— 

“With reference to your No dated ——, 1919, will you 
please note that no Quartermaster should be demobilized without 
the sanction of these Headquart« rs being obtained, in accordance with 
+R O. 6475. (sd.) ——, Capt. 5 .C€., 
for Major, D.A.M.S.” 

G.R.O. 6475, on being looked up, was found to be :— 

“ Regimental Mascots and Pets.—-Licences to land these animals 
may be granted if application is made to the Board of Agriculture 
three weeks before it is desired to ship the animals, and prov ded the 
Mascots are to remain under military care, There is no bar to the 
importation of animals of the monkey tribe 

(Authority : W.O.L. No. 9/9/2200, dated 5-3-19.)” 

[he Quartermaster thereupon claimed on official authority 
that he was popular enough to be a regimental pet, but the 
Junior Sub. explained that his case was covered by the last 
sentence of G.8t.0. 6475. 


At the British Association. 
“Sir Charles Parsons’ advice may be summed up in the one word 
Bore.’”— Daily Express. 
In the interests of Society hostesses we trust the Presidents 
advice will not be taken too literally. 
Our Centenarians. 

“Mr. G. Hayter, hon. secretary of the Royal Toxophilite Society, 
which will resume « mpetitions, dates back to the days of King 
George II].”—Daily Mirror 
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| must be allowed to examine and exper! 
ment for themselves. 
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“Miaonr—sicur I 


Soldier FALL 


BWARMIN’, 


puarters) 


THE DIARY OF A MONTESSORIAN. 


Breakfast rather sketchy, and Edwin 


peevi h about the liinpne s of the 

Il. sausage Said he was going to write 

September 12,—A somewhat troubled | an article on the limits of self-expres 
night, Nurse h iing refused to accept ision in cool | replied, in the words 
any responsibility for Jack, on the|of Haronp Broantn, that “to gain the 
ground that I had told her the children | affections of democracy for a crusade 
must not be watched, Slept in the} having a Moral State as its end, we 


| ‘ 
very | must prove to it that this Moral State 
milk} would be We must 


worth living in, 
as Jack did not! prove thata Moral State would provide 


armchair, Jack 
Edwin 


and soda-water, but, 


nursery in an 


feverish recommended 


4 " P | , , , 
ask for it, | could not force it upon him.|men with the opportunity of living 
As I reminded Edwin, Nrerzscnt has} chly and deeply, not niggardly and 
| . . ' ’ Y 

rightly said that life is an experience, | fearfully. Edwin retorted that ou 


Anistor.e tells us that | exper ment was a double failure, since 
was not living richly and the servants 


duty, 
children live by instinct, and Dr. Anex- | ji 


ANDER Monraan, the distinguished Scot | were in a blue funk. IL replied again, 
tish educationist, writes that “ children | in the noble words olf Mr. LEeGBIE, that 


hould never stand in the 
policeman,” on which 


| ‘morality 

Only thus will} 

they grow up to be active and sel! | Mdwin, I regret to Say, promptly ob 

reliant citizens.” served, sad lack of taste and 

At 8 a.m., hearing a loud knocking, uplift: “Quite true; but what would 
or 


I went down and let in Cook, Glady s|C 
| 
| 


shadow ol the 


with a 


ik sav to that 
and Jane. They explained their ab Jack being still rather piano, further 
sence on the ground of terror at the experiment with him seem out of the 
behaviour of the children. Pointed | question to-day. Edwin insisted that 
out to them that, while State morality | no more keys should be entrusted to 
must be based on free choice, the free | the children; that experiment must be 
individual must disdain intimidation as | regarded as complete. By way of com- 
Well as coercion. Cook and Gladys im-| promise I obtained his consent to 
mediately demanded the same rise in lallowing Eva the right of free election 
wages which I had promised to Jane lof amusements until the return of her 





out, Sin? I've gust "KARD ME BEES 18 


Miss Grindle. I made a 
further concession by that 
Eva should be under supervision, not 
vexatious buf helpful, Thetrue teacher, 
as Dr. ALEXANDER MonGan puts it, “ will 
watch the children in order to study 
but not 


rt ‘ne 
governess, 


avreeing 


their capacities and needs,” 


to interiere with their legitimate self- | 


awctivily. 
As Edwin's leg still prevented his 
going to the Ministry of Supererogation 


| arranged that he should remain at | 


home and invigilate on non-interven- 


tional lines, as I was obliged to attend | 


my bi-weekly lesson in Kurhythmies at | 
Madame Swetchine’s studio at Bron- | 


desbury before lunching at the Smiles 
Self-Help Restaurant with the Neo- 
Hellenic Hygienic Coterie, 
Swetchine very illuminative, especially 
in her insistence on non-injunctional 
instruction as a means of developing 
the artistic consciousness. A charming 
lunch—curried peaches and maté—and 
a most stimulating discussion on growth 
as a mathematical function of feeding. 
Home to tea. Jack much better but 
inclined to sleep. Edwin still tiresome. 
He had taken Eva in a taxi to Ken 
sington Gardens, where she had elected 
to paddle in the Round Pond and, get- 
ting out of her depth, bad been roughly 
pulled out by the park-keeper, whom 


Madame | 
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Traveller (just arrived by seaplane). “1 
HALR-RESTORER ! ” 


Edwin 
had offered the man ten shillings, but 
he refused and had taken Edwin's name 
and address. Persuaded Eva, who had 
not changed her clothes and showed 
signs of catching cold, to go to bed with 
a supply of chocolates, while I wrote to 
The Times to protest against the bru- 
tality of State Mamelukes. 





ANOTHER IMPENDING STRIKE. 

‘Tue feeling of unrest so prevalent in 
the commercial world has at length 
spread to literary cireles, and threatens 
to result in a strike of poets, as a pro- 
test against the refusal of the Editors’ 
Defence Association to concede the 
demands formulated bythe Minor Poets’ 
Mutual Protection Society. The grav- 
ity of the situation cannot be exag- 
gerated, and, unless immediate steps 


| ave taken by the Government to settle 
_ the dispute, the nation may at any 


momeut be compelled to suffer the| 
| inealeulable 


loss and inconvenience 


entailed by the complete stoppage of 
| its poetical supplies. 


entitled 


The origin of the dispute is well- 
known. An industrious but undis- 
tinguished member of the Minor Poets’ 
Mutual Protection Society submitted 
to the editor of The Bookmaker a poem 
“Loves of the Lepidoptera.” 








COMMERCIAL AVIATION. 


HOPE MY PILOT HASNT MADE A MISTAKE, BU 


So impressed was the editor in question 
by the merit of this tour de force that 
by return of post an offer of three shil- 
lings and ninepence was received by 
the author and, on the advice of a 
rapacious landlady, accepted. 


The editor of The Bookmaker then | 


sold the colonial, dramatic, serial, mus- 
ical, cinematograph, and all other 
rights for a sum of eighteen shillings 
and sixpence—thus realising a profit 
of nearly four hundred per cent.—and 
published the poem anonymously. The 
incensed author reported this shame- 
less piece of profiteering to the Minor 
Poets’ Mutual Protection Society. The 
Committee of the Society immediately 
seized the opportunity to demand sub- 
stantial increases in the rate of payment 
for poets ; a peace bonus to compensate 
for the inflated rents of atties; double 
rates of pay for night-work, the neces- 
sary midnight oil to provided 

prompt payment on acceptance-—re- 
tention of MSS. longer than six hours 
to be equivalent to acceptance ; with- 
drawal of the demand for stamped and 
addressed envelopes ; and special terms 
for Odes, Epics, Patriotic Poems and 
Obituary Notices. 

In presenting these terms to the 
Editors’ Defence Association the So- 
ciety intimated that, unless they were 
necepted within forty-eight hours, strike 


be 
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{ LHIS DOESN'T LOUK AT ALL HOPEFUL FOR 


notices would be posted and minor 
poets throughout the country would 
“down” pens. 

This uncompromising attitude was 
jendorsed by a mass meeting held on 
| Monday evening at the Poets’ Corner, 
and attended by thousands of poets 
past, present and futurist. The serious | 
ness of the situation is accentuated by | 
the fact that all living poets of British | 
jnationality are, or should be, members 
lof the Minor Poets’ Mutual Protection 
| Societ y. 

\ few characteristic comments on the 
crisis are recorded below : 

Dr. Rosert Bringes, Poet- Laureate, 
expressed intense distaste for any kind 
of publie utterance, but was overheard 
to murmur sotto voce : 

“ Whether I'm paid in cash or sack 

Or plum-and-apple jam 
The outlook is extremely black, 
But I don’t care a button. 

Mrs. Enna WHEELER W1iLCOX, & copy 
|of whose works is in all completely fur- 
| nished British homes, expressed inter 
jnational sympathy and asserted her 
| willingness to die in the last distich for | 


ithe cause. She concluded as follows:— 








“Though ever since I did begin _ 
To write I’ve raked the dollars ™, 
{ shall not chafe at changes made 


So long as I am better paid.” | 


A Voleanic Vorticist, pointing 


out | 
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Interested Spectator, ““WHAUR DID YE CATCH HIM?” 


Dishevelled Fisherman. “He’8 BROCHT ME A’ THE WAY FRAG PEEBLES AND HE DOESNA LOOK LIKE STOPPIN' THIS SIDE O' Berwi Neg 





i 
E:- Daaxe will be banned at Plymouth Hoe, 
a | 





| that as = never accepted payment for cebener ih Cae ORT RNITT? 
| his work, but paid for its public ition THE SMILLIENNIUM., And Nelson's Column undergo 
the matter in dispute did not concern | (Sugyested by a phrase overheard in | \ catastrophic overthrow 

him, said St. James's Park.) All palaces will be laid low, 

\nd only gallant “Captain Coe” 
Be free to wear the D.S.O., 


“T have no s) mpathy with t 


Misguided person ; | Tre | ppel ee *n will have to go 











Ile is addicted to rhymes | it 5 pa nful, but it must be so-— Wi ; | 
¢ é en good old Swinuiie runs the 
\ particularly cloying and noaivi i An | earn their living down below ; poe 3 1 ok . 
a de pe. | And Dukes, unless they dig or hoe ws 
thymes! J never use them i -_ COTS. P .: ’ ' . , 
I write prose. Then I cut it int )Ur clean the streets of mud and |W ill England be downhearted ? No! 
Uneven lengths. snow, Bon’s generous heart is all aglow 
Comune ca! Be jolted off to Jericho, With admiration for the foe 
} ‘\ . : . , . . . 
\nd the critics, the people wi ‘ When good old Smmaan runs the} Who protfered peace at Prinkipo, 
Know that they know, W ie. : , ‘ 
“wees : | how. LENIN and Bena Kun and Co. ; 
How extraordinarily clevert How | }'yee beer will in profusion flow And all will blossom, bloom and grow 
Kestatieally spasmodic ! ly oo ts ‘When good old Smite runs the 
V] as } From parish pumps in sweet Solio | 90 
What a deep, even abysmal think: a. % <a . 2 , : show. 
Ishere!1?... Pouf!” |To John O’Groats and Swinning Voe, | ph NE aE ee 
. | —_—_—_—___-__, 
And me evel will the State bestow 
‘ ‘| - “Sir William went very exhaustedly imto 
The Ungallant North. | Less in a@ daily quid pro quo the rates of pay now given to the men.” 
* Kar ivina’ is recognl ed as one of th be l J ic a and I ritz and ikey Mo , Sheflic ld Daily 1% legraph. 
greatest exponents of the art of the da Her} When good old Smitaae runs the! We are not surprised. 
many appearances at Covent Garden with | show.” 
Sipusky, Bolm, and other famous dancer j J : 
ire ancient history.” Onlv the self respecting “ pro ‘Reeuirnep, Bedroom and sitting-room, or 
Harrogale Kursaal Prog: fb unysai a! luse of sitting room; permanent; marred 
| Will bat and bow! and run and row ; | ouuple o Slenteded teeta 
OUPREN I} < ‘ | Only the proletarian toe fash 2 , , 
gUREN ANNE RESIVENCT pr This goes beyond Mr, Kiviina’s coup- 
MENTIONED IN DOOMSDAY BOOK.” In football will be comme a faut; F s . 
From aa Auctioneer’s Advt. in Times Only the coster to and iro | pool | } 
Of course we knew that QvureEN Anne | Will canter over Rotten Row, y wo Pras “N hae vd ine Lops, you 
» . . "V y 8 card, 
was dead, but we had no idea she had|“* When good old SMILE runs the} hat a young man married is a young man 


lived as long as that. show. marred.” 
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AT THE PLAY. 
“Tae Great Day.” 

Devry Lane Autumn melodramas 
should be very entertaining to write, or 
rather fo construct; and the Big Three 
of what might be called Parker's Piece 
Conference—I refer respectfully to Mr. 
Louis Narpotgon Parker, Mr. GeorGE 
R. Sims and Mr. Arraur CoLiins—must 
lave enjoyed their work on this new 
one, The Great Day, almost as much as 
the audience enjoys the results. For so 
many stimulating things have to be 
done: virtue has to be rewarded, and 
in the process of bringing this about 
the moralist cannot but glow; villainy 
has to be frustrated and punished (re- 
newed glow); recent history, social and 
political, has to be searched and se- 
lected from (surely a piquant task) ; 
jokes have to be made; crises of emo- 
tional excitement have to be arranged ; 
and sensational settings decided upon 
for which every likely and unlikely re- 
source of scene-painting, carpentry and 
lighting is at their disposal, All this 
must be very stimulating employment 

to say nothing of monetary reward 
to follow. 

But of the three I personally most 
envy Mr. Connins, for, whatever the 
anxieties incidental to such labours, it 
must be enormous fun to set out to 
achieve the impossible, as he has done, 
| and to win; to bring, for example, the 
river Seine in full flood to the boards 
of Drury Lane. This is by far the most 
remarkable stage spectacle I have ever 
een, and its impressiveness is increased 
rather than impaired by the forewarn- 
ing of the authors, who in their stern 
logic provide, in the previous scene, the 
real thunderstorm (so real as to splash 
Mr. GLover and his merry fiddlers) 
which causes the river to burst its 
banks. Nor do we think less of this 
cataclysm because the sole purpose of 
unloosing it was to drown Mr. GeraLp 
LAWRENCE. Nobodyelse. That so vast 
an inundation should be brought about 
to satisfy poetical justice in the matter 
of one malefactor is surely magnificent ; 
particularly as there is (to all appear- 
ances—such is Mr. Contrs's skill) a 
sufficient torrent to purge London of 
half its detrimental population. 
| What fun, again, to bring a slice of 
Sheffield to Drury Lane, so that Mr. 
StanLey Locay, whom playgoers have 
been thinking of for a long while purely 
as a debonair Lothario with a leaning 
towards manicure, may evolve into an 
inventor in overalls with so perilous a 
secret that only his own hands can 
wield the hammer that releases a molten 
stream of the specially toughened metal 
whieh alone can win the war! 

But scenery is not all, and it would 








be unfair to Mr. Parker and Mr. Sims 
to lay too much stress upon it, for their 
story has its own momentum and is 
told with admirable spirit, and now 
and then with finer shades of character- 
isation than these vast productions 





FRACTIOUS ALIENS AT THE 
FOUNDRY. 

Mr. Geratp LAWRENCE. 

Miss Ruopa Symons. 


Wenceslas Kolar . 
Lilian Leeson . 
demand, but for the presence of which 
they are the better. 

And the play has been cast with con 
spicuous discretion. Miss Sypi. THorn- 
pIkr’s Shakspearean training (/Zwmpty- 
Dumpty would call it her “ Shaksperi- 





CONJUGAL “COMRADES.” 
Frank: Bere sford 
Clara Borstwick 


Mr. Srantey Loan. 
Miss Svar THornprke. 
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ence’’) is discernible in a voice of 
beautiful mellowness and clarity, and in 
the unhurried grace of her movements, 
which, with her unaffected sincerity, 
endear her to the house; and the 
authors, recognising this classic quality, 
have provided a little Shakspearean 
echo, in her analysis of the perfect 
husband in Act I., which for a moment 
agreeably emphasises it. 

Mr. Sranuey Logan, drawn from light 
comedy to play a Bayard in adversity 
whom a Samaritanese impulse has in- 
volved in bigamy, acts so well that 
he compels sympathy. The part is 
both long and difficult, but he carries 
it through with distinction, not unas- 
sisted by an excellent ally in the person 
of a good and versatile tailor. Mr, 
Frepentck Ross as the steel-manu- 
facturer is finely vigorous and resonant, 
and, though some days have passed, 
his defiant tones still ring in my head, 
Mr. Geraup LAWRENCE as a Ruthenian 
violinist (and, we all suspected, certainly 
a cousin, if not a nearer relation, of 
Svengait), discourses sweet music and 
insidious subtle wickedness with equal 
skill and earns his meed of hate (with 
groans and hisses). The purt is the 








most theatrical of all, but also the most 
picturesque, and Mr, LAWRENCE serves 
the authors well. Mr. Auprey Firz- 
GERALD does all that is possible as a 
lovesick boy in shackles of devotion to 
a Kitty (Miss Dororny Tetiery) whois 
winsome enough to make every man 
wish his place; but he has not been too 
generously supplied with opportuni- 
ties. Lastly, among the principals, we 
come to Mr. Huan C. Buckier, whose 
impersonation of a soldier broken by @ 
German prison is painfully convincing. 
As an illustration of the richness of 
the cast, I may say that, although 
that unctuous comedian, Miss Mary 
Brovean, is among its forty and odd 
names, she certainly has not more than 
six sentences tospeak. Another minor 
part that stands forth is that of the 
manager of the works, whom Mr. Cur- 
FORD Spurr makes a very real figure. 
There are also a score or so of anony- 
mous performers—they are grouped 
under “ete.”"—that I fancy I have seen 
before on the same historic boards. 
Everything else is lavishly new; but 
the rats that scamper across the stage 
in the Paris seene—did I or did I not 
recognise them as survivors from Dick 
Whittington’s cat? It was too dark for 
certainty. V. 


“Tae Campertey TriaNncLe.” 
Perhaps the Bacchanale, executed 
with almost ferocious energy by a cou- 
ple of half-naked Russian acrobats (ob, 
memories of PavLova and Morp«ty), 
was not the best preparation for the 
— 
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SerTEMBER 
quiet humour of Mr. A. A. MILNE’s 
little sketch. But the adaptability of 
a Coliseum audience is very catholic, and 
the typically unassertive qualities of The 
Camberley Triangle (which, it is right 

\ +} 


‘ 


lto warn you, had nothing to do wi 
the Stall College) were not wasted upon 
them, It offered a new and very fres 

yariation on the return of a husband 
(hasty war wedding, followed by four 
years on an Eastern front without leave 
to find his wife with 
Another. Dispensing with all the more 


n train to elope 





| minutes by himself with the lady for the 
exercise of his conversational charms, 
The tertium quid, being allowed first 


| ° . 
| turn, urges her, with a peevish violence | 


| that has no persuasion in it, to ge 
her hat and cloak and be off with hin 
before his time is up. He is clearly no 
gentleman and thoroughly deserves to 
lose. The husband (an 
queror from the moment of his appear 
ance) refuses to press his claims, dis 
misses the vision that he has cherished 


t 


im solitude all these years, and starts 
on a Virgin quest to win his wife's affec 
tions all over again. 

| & minute or so in hand. 

| Mr. Goprrey Tearre played the win 

|ning part with a most comfortable 

assurance, but was not very well sup 
ported (if that is the right word) by his 
| rival, who made it rather h ) 

| to visualise the fascination 


ira’ tol 

which he 
seems to have exerted over the wif 
before the curtain went : 


up. This in 


vulgar developments he proposes a com- | 
petiti yn with his rival, each to have five | 


on 


obvious Con. | 


He attains with | 


turn threw a painful doubt upon her | 


sense of values and made us wonder 


whether the victor’s prize was quite as 


good a thing as he thought it. 


A ve ry attractive sketch, if not quite | 


Mr. Minxe at his best. But then The 
Boy Con Home is a difficult best to 
equal, O. 8. 


SIDE-SHOWS., 
(By ir own Secret Historian.) 
Now that Mr. Lovat Fraser has 
been allowed to reveal in a conten 
porary that the British 
Russia is 





Expedition to 
merely a continuation of 
Mr. WINSTON Cut RCHILL'S vendetta 
against PErers and his Sydney Street 


colleagues, | may be permitted to throw 


some interesting side-lights on a few | 


1 


of the many side-shows in which the 
Allies participated. 
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dinner), “MuST HAVE bROoUt AWAY 





f whom the gallant Field-Marshal has 
some time been secretly jealous 


an Night Entertainment ” | 
another 


An “ Aral 


is directly respons ble for vet 


iItheatre of the War, inasmuch as the} 


It has been my good fortune to see| 


an advance proof of the papers dealing 
with the operations in Palestine and 
Arabia, from which it is clear that 
Lord ALLENBY accepted that command 
solely for the purpose < 


lead in a popular film, hoping thereby 
to triumph over his rival, Mr. Cuarnay, 


f play ing thet 


Bagdad Expedition was arranged and | 
equipped by Mr. Oscar Ascnt mainly 
to supply a topical interest for his elab- | 
orate plagiarism, Chu Chin Chow. 
I may add that the Stage also played | 
in important part in the despatch of 
troops to the Garden of Eden, this | 
being in reality the outcome of a recruit 





the 





ing campaign designed to enlist 


'services of young men who were flock- 


ing nightly to revues, to the success of 
which the “ back to the Creation ”’ fash- | 


ions contributed in no small measure. | 


Lack of space would not prevent 
my discussing the true genesis of the 
Egyptian Expeditionary Force and the 
exodus from the Dardanelles, but my 
tongue is tied (in my cheek) for the 
moment, the copyright of those de- 
servedly incredible stories having been 
already secured by a contemporary. 
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“GOLD.” 
A District Horse ; South India. 
Nor where the frenzied punters gamble 
On or against, for win or place ; 
| Not where the proud and pedigreed 
amble 
The shaded paddock before the race ; 
Not in the charge’s rush and thunder, 
The bugles splitting the air asunder 
(And God defend us from slip or blunder 
’ With the troop behind and the foe to 
face) ; 


Nor yet on Nottingham’s meads or 
Leicester's, 
Or wheresoever the fox is run 
Where fields are fast and fences testers 
And the best may fall ere the day be 
done; 
Nor yet on Ranelagh’s shaven levels, 
| The sun ablaze on the June-tide revels, 
Where men and ponies are turned to 
devils 
Till the goal be scored and the game 
he won; 


But East away by the Bengal breakers 
In a corner of earth too small to see, 
Where the ricefields carpet the lowland 
acres 
And the coconut palm and the tama- 
rind tree; 
Where the sky is a dome of blue-gold 
arches, 
And the noonday sunshine blinds and 
parches 
And you must have a horse to do your 
marches, 
That is the country for “Gold” and 
me. 


[ no Donocuur, he no flier 
To canter home with the Stakes or 
Cup ; 
Backer or tipster, bookie or buyer, 
Following us would have bought a 


Pup; 

But when it comes to getting the dis- 
tance 

Camp-to-camp with the map’s assist- 
ance 


And taking the line of least resistance, 
“Gold’’’s my money—and “ owner 
up.” 


When pi-dogs chivvy and ecowtlies 
pester 
(A million cowtlies go to the mile), 
When aloe and cactus prickleand fester, 
When mud is viscous and man is 


vile, 

When bunds are slippery, steep or 
rotten, 

When the path is lost and the track 
forgotten, 

| Or the going sand or the soil black 
cotton, 

Bring on your racers and see us 

smile, 


Duty calls to appointed stations, 
Those appropriate, we've been told, 
And humble worth and a perfect 
patience 
Score to-day as they did of old ; 
This tribute then to a friend 
hearted, 
Gallant and game as ever started, 
Perish the day from him I’m parted, 
“Gold” by name, and by nature 
gold, 


SEEING A FLAT. 

I nap saved the House Agent's life 
at a critical moment in Flanders by 
recommending him to the Colonel for 
a Lewis Gun Course at Army Head- 
quarters. We were therefore firm 
friends and had arranged a private code. 
As soon as I saw in the Agony Column 
of The Times *‘ Leonidas. It is not too 
late, darling Tibs,”’ I knew that he had 
a furnished flat to let, so 1 rushed to 
the nearest telephone office and tried 
to get through to him. After running 
through most of the combinations, 
Exchange hit the key number and the 
Agent spoke. ‘Come at 
said, ‘and come in disguise, or you will 
probably be mobbed. Dress up, if you 
can, as a plumber,” 

I bought a basket of plums, put on 
my oldest suit and boarded a motor-bus 
that appeared from its placard to have 
its heart set on the hills, After an 
hour’s climb I got off and continued 
the ascent on foot, A large and fero- 


true 





once, he 


Agent's oflice. 
boy, offered him sixpence and told him 
to climb over the back garden wall! and 
deliver a message. “Tell Mr. Wil 


Can you repeat that?” 


gaged another. 


with an order to view No. 369, Senna- 
cherib Mansions. 

I scaled some more peaks and found 
at last a peculiar-shaped cromlech on 
the left-hand side of the mountain- 
top. By an extraordinary coincidence 
a precisely similar excrescence entitled 
Nebuchadnezzar Mansions had reared 
itself on the right-hand side. I did not 
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“T have come to see your flat,” ] 
shouted, working my way in and Waving 
the order to view in the tenant's face,” 

“Certainly,” he said as we crouched 
together in the entrance-shaft, “T gx. 
pect you would like to see the reception 
cupboards first.” 

“ I want to see the one you dine in,” 
I said, “I have rather a long swing 
with my spoon.” Ile showed meg 
small aleove, in which one had to adopt 
a sitting attitude in order to get one’s 
knees under the edge of the table and 
80 dodge the door, Which opened in- 
wards, The drawing recess had two 
of those large circular tuffet shaped 
cushions in it, and seemed over-fur. 
nished when we had both got inside, 

“I expect you don’t have very large 
house parties, do you?” I asked, 

He confessed that he did not, and! 
took me on to see the bedrooms. He | 
explained rather apologetically that the | 
flat had not been designed for a very | 
long man, but that, by knocking a 
square hole in the plaster and fitting 
a wooden box in it, he was enabled to 
lie down. This was really an advan. 
tage, since the box could be reversed 
during the daytime, thus adding con- 
siderably to the size of the drawing- 
room next door. 

‘Lt will now let you see the bath- 
room,” he went on. “It has a geyser,” 

“T have an order to geyse,” L re 
minded him proudly, aud we peeped in 








| together, 
cious-looking crowd of men and women | 
were beleaguering the door of the! 
I beckoned to a small | 
the 


liams,"’ I said, ‘ that one waits without | exception of the “arms upward stretch” 
who wishes to have a word with him, | movement, which gave one a nasty rap 
I was glad that [ had put him to this} ceiling. 
test, as it appeared that he pronounced | the walls and some damp patches where | 


all his w’s as v's, and [ therefore en-| the rain was coming through, left my | 


He reappeared in twenty minutes | 





honestly admire the architectural style 
of the buildings. It was doubtful indeed 
whether it could be called a style at all. 
In front of each block there ran a long | 
row of part-worn evergreen shrubs, [| 
ran after them until I reached the thirty 
sixth entrance and climbed five flights 
of stairs. I rang the bell, and when 





the door opened put my foot in it, 


The bath had been built for 
depth rather than for length, and when 
you used it, he explained, you took up 
the “ knees bend” position and dodged 
spout of the geyser. The whole 
flat indeed was admirably adapted for 
the practice of P.T, exercises, with the 





across the knuckles when one hit the | 
I examined a few cracks in} 


basket of plums to refreslithe tenant and | 
went back to the House Agent's office. 

“ Are there really many people who 
want that flat?” | asked him, when 
1 had worked my way through the 
scrinmage. R 

‘ Most certainly,” he replied, waving 
his hand towards the heated throng. 

‘In spite of the price? 

“A mere nothing.” 

** And the size of the thing?” b: 
“Oh, you'll soon get used to that, 
he said cheerfully, ‘ Are you going to 

take it or not?”’ 2 
“No, I won't take it, Williams, I 
answered, backing towards the door. 
“Have it sent round to ny rooms for 
me, will you—with acouple of le ttuces? 
And I scrambled down the slope and 
returned to London. [;VoE. 
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GO ALONG AN’ 


Mother, 
Father, “WEL, HERE'S ANITHER PENRY, 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE, 
(By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

Wen the pleasant parts of a novel are so attractively 
pictured that you find g an active and 
personal regret for the glooms that must overshadow it, 
I conceive the author already to have scored a notable suc 
cess. This certainly was my own feeling at the end of 
chapter seven of A Man and his Lesson (Hurcninson), when 
Mr. W. B. Maxwetr had been telling, in his best manner, 
about the jolly Sunday parties given by Bryan Vaile, 
successful dramatist and husband, at his happy home in 
Regent's Park. I almost detested the uninvited arrival of 
the dazzling Duchess of Middlesborough, between whom and 
Bryan there had once been a romance, which, from selfish 
caprice, she had determi 
her excursion to Regent's 
plea ant Sunday afternoon, disorganised by sO conspicuous 
tic life 


yourself indulgi 


Park was simple ruin, first for the 


& guest; second, for the whole fabric of Bryan's dome 
Perhaps from here you find him too easy a victim. But 
the skill of Mr. Maxwetv’s art is to suggest so vividly the 
compelling charm of the lady that while disapproving you 
comprehend. Also, of course, the conflict between Recti 
tude, even in Regent's Park (with Sunday suppers and a suf- 
ficient income), and Romance, backed by the stately homes 
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GET YER MAIR CUT, THERE'S A GUID LaDDIE.” 





of England (about which, as ever, Mr. Maxwetur lets 
himself go very cheerfully), was hardly a level one. I! 


wont tell you which wins, nor how; 


course of the conflict provides a story filled with brilliant | ness. 
n to the last page.' amusing episodes, I found that, as a rule, Mr. Warson 


colour which will hold your attent 


| 


| strained considerably beyond breaking point 





tA 
ire fp | Za 
Boy, “A LaDY Gie'D IT ME FOR CARRYIN’ HER BAAG 


Alter that, perhaps, you may begin, a little ungratefully, to 
wonder: Is A Man and His Lesson a work of genius, or a 
seven-shilling shocker written by an artist? 1 give it up. 
But of its qualities as a well-told tale there can be no 
possible doubt whatever. 


| tuke it that Mr. H, B. Marniovr Warson has called 
his eolleetion of short stories Aftermath (CHAPMAN AND 
liaue), as an acknowledgment that this field has already 
been reaped once by the magazines, which was both honest 
of him and (if | may say so without offence) superfluous, 
Never did any tales reflect more unmistakably that world 
of condensed violence of which we may obtain glimpses at 
sixpence, ninepence or a shilling per month. Mr. Watson 
might have, but basn’t, divided his crop into two contrasting 


ned to revive. Of course the result of | sheaves, the grave and gay. Personally speaking, I own to 


preferring the former. Melodrama, with an infusion of 
bogey, is, I think, the mixture that he handles best; and 
nowhere are these more cunningly blended than in “ Over 
the Wire,” an admirable example of much sensation in a 
littleroom. Theeclairvoyant at one end of the telephone sees 
the murder of his friend at the other. “‘ Marley!’ he called 
agitatedly, ‘there is a man—the man behind you. Look 
out! My God.’” That's the stuff to—I mean, few readers | 
will remain unmoved by the thrill of such a situation, Not 
all the stories are on this level; in two at least credibility is 
80 much so 


suflicient that the} indeed that one is tempted to accuse the author of careless- 


Also, though the collection includes some mildly 
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could lift my hair more surely than he could shake my 
shoulders. Individual taste will determine this as a 
compliment or the reverse. 

I should call The Gods Decide (Metuven) a tale of which 
the setting was worth considerably more than the story. 
Mr. Ricuarp Bagor, I am very willing to believe, knows 
his Italy at first hand. He has given us here some highly 
interesting disclosures of the extent to which, at the 
time of the Italian declaration of war, the country was 
systematically undermined by agents of the Central Powers, 
who sought to prevent the abandonment of neutrality and 
afterwards to destroy national confidence and patriot- 
ism. To read Mr, Bagor's pages of fact is to understand 
only too clearly the tragedies that followed. I only wish I 
could call his pages of fic- peg an 











tion equally absorbing, or Om : we PERCY” offers us a tale. of un- 
‘anything like it, I fear,| /4 pee WRIEL cHic 2 likely and exciting incident, 
however, that the plot of <SMART READY-TO-WEAR a sort of epic of Yorkshire 
The Gods Decide is neither "TAILOR-MADE SUIT FOR , obstinacy and love of brass, 
specially inspired nor ori- COSTUME THE The hero, Oliver Carsdale, 
ginal. At this date the IN ALL THE Py ee who began life as a gar- 
countenance of our old NEWEST dener’s boy at Ryvedale 


enemy, the signaller to sub- 
marines, has become (how 
shall I put it?) perceptibly 
dusty. Nor was I ever in 
any aching doubt that the 
hero, married to a pro-Ger- 
man neurotic, would attain 
his freedom in time to em- 
| brace the heroine legiti- 
| mately on the final page. 
| Indeed my chief feeling was 
| that, in considering this an 
| affair for the decision of 
| the gods, Mr. Baaor had 
| underrated his own influ- 
ence. Still, it gave the 
characters something to 
talk about, an opportunity 
of which they certainly 
| took the fullest possible 
| advantage. One criticism 
more—could not Mr. Ba- 
Got's people, and for that 
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)N 
Mr. Canpter might have collected his information with an 
industry beyond reproach, but if he had not possessed an 
innate sympathy with the sepoy his time would have been 
sadly wasted. More than once he compares the spirit 
existing in a native regiment with that of an [English 
public-school, and even the most truculent critics of our 
public-schools admit (if reluctantly) that their spirit ig 
not without merit. Not only has Mr. Canpier given 
us an epportunity to realise what our [Indian soldiers did 
for the Empire in the War, but he also writes of them 
with a sympathetic understanding and an almost wistful 
appreciation. Altogether a book which I should indeed 
have been sorry to miss, 
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Valley of Headstrong Men 


Mr. J. 8S. Fuercuer, in The 
me 2 ——— (Hopper ann Srot GHTON), 






Abbey, and had left the soil 
for the mills, is obsessed by 
the ambition to buy the 
place and end his days its 
master. It was odd, then, 
that he took no effective 
steps to do so, but let it be 
snapped up under his nose 
by @ rival manufacturer, 
“who couldn't put down as 
many pence as he could put 
down pounds,” Our Oliver 
had a nasty temper, and 
when he heard this news 
his “hand that carried a 
neatly rolled umbrella con- 
tracted round its handle so 
fiercely that the ivory and 
silver cracked audibly,” and 
its owner proceeded to the 
club and there delivered 
himself of sentiments con- 
cerning his rival which in 
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matter their creator also, sit any other environment 
decide once for all between Tootinoviute | would surely have led to 
| the English and Italian é embittered libel actions if 
tongues, and act accord- gy aN heres. 7 —_—_ not personal violence. But 


ingly? Their present habit 
of combining the two not 


i SOCIAL DRAMA IN ADJACENT 
only destroys entirely the , ADJACENT 





SNUBBED. 


the headstrong men who 
foregathered there seemed 


ADVERTISEMENT COLUMNS. . ‘ 7 
— to take it as all in the day's 








effect that it is meant to create, but makes for the reader 
such rough going as is apt to result in some justified 
bewilderment and irritation, 

It is all to the good that Mr. Epmunp Canpuer ap- 
proached the task of writing The Sepoy (Murray) with a 
clear appreciation of its difliculties. ‘One must,” he says 
in his preface, “ be a regimental officer to understand the 
_ Sepoy, and then as a rule one only knows the particular 
| type one commands . . . and one must always bear in mind 
| that every company officer who is worth his salt is per 
suaded that there are no men like his own.” Mr. CannLEer 
met in Mesopotamia the sixteen types of sepoy described 
here, and he has submitted what he has written to officers 
| thoroughly qualified to pass judgment upon its accuracy. 

The result is a book extraordinarily informing and human. 





quantity of brass. Something like a conversion! 


work, Eventually the old manufacturer is lead into a better 
frame of mind, even to the point of refusing a peerage, the 
road to which he had patiently paved with a prodigious 


The Perils of Peace-Time. 
He enlisted in June, 1918, and sailed for France in February, 1919. 
He has had many experiences and risks, but in spite of all has come 
through unscathed.”—Provincial Paper. 


“Lo Conseil supréme interallié a désigné sir George Clark, haut 
fonctionnaire du Forcing Office, pour aller & Bucarest présenter atl 
gouvernement roumain le point de vue des puissances allides eb 
associées,”—'* Le Suisse" (Geneva). 
yh: : . ‘ e . $ 
Chis is the first time we have heard this compliment paid 
to our Foreign Oflice. We hope the young seedlingyw! 
come on nicely, 
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Mr. Winston CHURCHILL is reported 
to have appeared in Downing Street 
driving a Ford car. It is felt that a 
poem from the Port LAUREATE cannot 
long be delayed. * 

+ 

The Sunday Times says that Lord 
Rogurrmere will in all likelihood re 
turn to office as War Minister. A wire 
to that effect is said to be on its way 
to Mr. Luoyp GroraE, 

+ Ey 

Four men have’ been 
arrested in Tipperary on 
the charge of murdering a| 
policeman, The date of the 
acquittal by jury has not 
yet been fixed. 


“Squirrel is to be a 
: ‘Sele 

popular fur in Paris this 
winter,” says a leading fur- 
rier. We also understand 
that, as soon as transport is 
available, Germany will be 
sending us a nice lot of 


skunks, “yr 


The new comet discover- 

» . 7 . 

ed by Professor Mrrcanr 
should be a great success. 
The Daily Mail is taking 
it up and a good reception 


is assured. 4 
* 


“Considerable disappoint- 
ment is being felt,” says a 
contemporary, ‘ over “the 
fact that the Profiteering 
Act does not apply to 
laundries,” This tender 
the part of the 
Government is not confined, 
} it appears, to those who 
| Wash our dirty linen in pub- 

lie. 





ness on 


* * 


“The father of a boy 
who has been in the habit 
of giving false fire alarms told the 





Liverpool police magistrates that his | 


over-active brain. 
magistrates however took the view that 
it was the seat of the child's emotions 
that wanted stimulating. 


; son bad an 


“There is little hope of wall-papers 

| Coming down,” says a well-known sub 

urban builder and decorator. This is 

only because people will keep on lean- 
ing against the wall. 
.. 

The Ministry of Health has refused 
to pay five pounds towards the cost of 
Brentford’s Baby Show. With the 
future of the race trembling in the 

‘balance it is felt that parents who 


VOL. CLVIL, 
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The | 





devote themselves to raising prize 
babies are subordinating public to 
private interests. , , 
+ 
For biting the mayor of the town a 
Stalybridge dog has been ordered to’ be 
destroyed. The owner of the dog still 
maintains that the mayor began it. 


“ What is a new-laid egg?” asks the 


journalistic wo:ld. As a rule, it isn’t. 
. 





} 
| 


“The purchaser of an egg which 





SOVEREIGN, 
Horrible Vision of the Near future. 


THE FALL OF THE 


sh Lady. “THey SAY HE'S A MILLIONATRE.” 





BUT ONLY POUNDS—NOT DOLLARS 
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Chichester is to have a pack of sub- 
scription harriers. Other localities will 
have to rub along with their Pro- 
fiteering Committees, 

* & 

America is said to be building two 
liners of over a thousand feet each for 
the fish trade. Anglers will note that 
when complete they will take fish of 
any length up to the full limit of 
sioke-room conversation. 


A duel has taken place between the 
| Mayor of Bayonne and the 
President of the Chamber 
of Commerce. Shots were 
exchanged and then tea was 
served, thus bringing to a 
close a very enjoyable after- 
noon. paar 

a 


A dairyman advertising 
for a tiat olfers to supply 
the landlord with milk each 
day. We presume, of course, 
ithat the landlord would 
|have to pay the difference 
| at the end of the week. 





+ 
A burglar told the West 
London magistrates that 


his downfall was due to in- 
creased railway fares atfect- 


ing his trade, It is not 
thought likely, however, 
that a reduction can be 











made to meet the special 
| needs of travelling burglars. 
| 

| There is a deficiency of 
| £4,256 on Bath Corporation 
Klectricity Works. It is 
said that even the Govern- 
ment could not have done 
better, * 


“Surely,” a publisher is 
reported to have said, * nov- 
elists only write for them- 
selves.” This of course, if 








| turns out to be bad is legally entitled,” 
saysthe Foop-ConTrRo.i Ek, “toa return 
lof the purchase money and damages,” 
| This is in addition, of course, to the 
| usual proceedings “in ouster’ against 


the egg. » 2 
* 

“T told the British authorities,” says 
Mr. Tresrrscn Linconn, “that 1 would 
idevote the rest of my life to working 
against England.” It looks as if Mr. 
SMILE isn't going to have a walk-over. 


In reply to a question by the Clerken- 
well magistrate a defendant replied, “ I 
| know nothing, and what is more I don’t 
lintend to.” Why this man isn't a 
Government official is a mystery. 








true, explains @ great deal. 
* « 


ca 
An American farmer, arrested for 
having murdered his daughter twenty- 
three years ago, declared that he had 
forgotten all about it. Pressed for his 
view of the case, a leading Irish mur- 
derer states that after a short course of 
memory-training he has had no diffi- 
culty in recalling the most trifling 
murders committed by him, 
ve 
A demobilised officer advertises in 
a daily paper that he is prepared to 
write “amusing letters” to anyone 
for five guineas per three months, 
This is considerably below the War 
Office seale of remuneration for similar 
services. 
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THE PRESERVATION OF HUMOUR. 


[It is reported that at a meeting at St. Andrews the Rules of Golf 


Committee stated that they had no intention of doing away with 
‘the fun which the stymie provided.’’) 
Many the changes, hard and cruel, 
Arising from the recent War: 
Butter is tight and so is fuel, 
Post-bellum trousers cost us more; 
But none may alter by a jot 
The games that made us you know what. 


Grocers have lost their grace of manner 
And flappers half their length of skirt; 
Under the red of Freedom’s banner 
Your demagogues grow loud and pert ; 
But through all change from good to ill 
Thank God we keep our stymie still. 


Lately there ran an ugly rumour 
That left me for the time unmanned— 
Hinting that this true source of humour 
Might very possibly be banned ; 
Its jocund days, they said, were done, 
This Royal and Ancient fount of fun. 


Bankers are good to cure depression ; 
So is a slice that finds the whin; 
A lake that drowns a long procession 
Of new-laid globes will make you grin; 
But, ob, the other fellow’s ball 
Dead in your line is best of all. 


How often, being laid a stymie 
That fairly blocked my winning stroke, 
I’ve said to my opponent, “ Blimey, 
This is indeed a topping joke; 
This” (as I wept hot tears of joy) 
“Is good enough for Punch, my boy.” 


Happily Scotland now as ever 
Stands where she did in point of mirth; 
Her sense of humour, failing never, 
Can see the finest jest on earth; 
Though empires fall, she will not let 
Our stymie perish. “Scotland yet!” 


O. 8. 








THE BALLYBUN SOVIET. 
Mrxvres or rug First Genera MEetina. 

Unantmousty resolved that a branch of the Sinn Fein 
Soviet be solemnly inaugurated at Ballybun ; that all meet, 
ings of the Sinn Fein Ballybun Soviet be held at Finnerty’s 
after closing time; that Mr, Lucas Finnerty, Licensed 
Victualler and J.P., be elected Grand Perpetual President, 
with power to eject unsuitable members. 

Mr. Finnerty, L.V. and J.P., then returned to the room 
along with Dennis O'Riordan through the broken window, 
and, after thanking the assembly for the honour done him, 
said that the expression “one-legged viper” had no refer- 
ence to Mr, O’Riordan’s qualities as a man and a gentleman. 
Mr. O'Riordan had forsooth settled his account at the bar, 
and henceforth he would be proud to walk arm-in-arm 
with Mr, O'Riordan, steering the same ship of Ireland's 
Independence to the same goal. 

_ Mr. O'Riordan, speaking with great emotion and a cut 
lip, said that as the last descendant of the Seven Kings of 
Kildare he accepted the olive-branch in the spirit in which 
it had been offered. He admitted having used the expres- 
sion, “ degenerate cattle-thief masquerading as publican,” 
but that when doing so he was not reflecting upon Mr. Fin- 








nerty as @ public man, though he still maintained that he 
was right in objecting to pay for nine glasses of ginger-ale, 
a liquid with which he was wholly unacquainted. 

Unanimously resolved by a large majority that sympathy 
be expressed with our gallant allies, the Germans, Turks, 
Bulgarians and Bolshevists, in their struggle against the 
hated English tyrant, and that Mr. Trorsky be elected eg- 
officio President of the Ballybun branch. 

Mr. Cathal Ua Chavasseagha protested against the use 
of purely Saxon expressions like “ex-officio.” He moyed 
that it be deleted from the minutes. He knew an Irish 
word which would meet the situation, but it had just 
slipped him. It was, anyhow, a tastier word, and he 
moved that it be substituted.—Agreed. 

Proposed by Seamus O’Brien (Peter) and seconded by 
Peter O’Brien (Seamus), that all other distinguished and 
representative Irishmen be elected honorary Presidents, 
(Mr. Ua Chavasseagha here explained that “honorary ” was 
the word which had slipped him).—Agreed. 

Mr. Ulick Dermott McMurteagh proposed that the 
World’s Peace Conferences be held in Ballybun, instead 
of Geneva. Geneva was a hard place to reach by boat, 
and most people mixed it up with Genoa. No place, he 
would venture to remark, was so full of amity and eon- 
ciliation as Ballybun, and their genial host, he opined, 
would continue to lend them his sumptuous Assembly Hall. 

Mr. Murphy (Ballybrickeen) interposed. He said he 
was as full of amity as any other body, but he objected 
to this constant ramming of Ballybun down their throats, 
His cousin had a finer assembly hall than had Finnerty, | 
and he forsooth would not sell the liberties of Bally- | 
brickeen for Finnerty'’s messy porridge. 

Mr. Finnerty having suitably replied, they were separated 
with great difliculty. 

Mr. Flaherty MeMorrow proposed that President Wrison 
be instructed to see that justice was done to the Lrish farmer. 
A visitor from Ennis said that, although he was only a 
visitor, he could not help remarking, sotto voce as it were, 
that farmers were the greatest robbers in creation. If 
justice were done to the Irish farmer the price of hemp 
would go up along with him. 

There was then an interval of three-quarters of an hour. | 
The police having restored order and friendly relations, the | 
visitor from Ennis was removed to the infirmary. 

The Chairman closed the proceedings by thanking the | 
meeting for the general good feeling that had prevailed. 
He said that the eyes of the world would be fixed on the | 
Sinn Fein Soviet of Ballybun. He proposed that a sub- | 
scription should be taken for the broken tumblers, and that | 
they should agree to let bygones be bygones and bury the | 
pipe of peace harmoniously.— Agreed. 

The proceedings then terminated. 








“The reduced fee (£2 2s.) for the cremation of the remains of | 
Liverpool citizens is to be prolonged experimentally for another year.” | 
Liverpool Post. | 

“To balance the high cost of living the Parks and Cemeteries | 
Committee of Dundee Town Council yesterday agreed to make the | 
cost of burial a little more expensive.”—Dundee Advertiser. 
Many thrifty Dundonians, we understand, are preparing | 
to migrate to Liverpool. 
** : ; 

“4 joint conference of 16 Food Control Committees was held 
yesterday, to consider the winter milk prices. The farmers’ repre- 
sentatives said they were prepared to accept 10d. per quart for the 
whole period from October to April. The conference subsequently 
decided to recommend the respective committees represented ” 
suggest that the Divisional Commissioner fix the price at 10s. pet | 
quart for the whole seven months.”—Lancashire Paper. 
Some profiteers are born and some self-made, but the poor | 
farmer seems to have had profiteering thrust upon him. 
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NEW AJAX. 
‘NOTHER LIGHTNING STRIKE!” 
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Joun Butt, (fed-wp with lightning strikes). “WELL, I DEFY IT.” (Yawns and resumes his work). 


VOlCE OF DAILY HERALD (without). “ 
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Infuriated Scot (whose partner has lost the match with the shortest of putts). “* Wowwkvs FALL ME!” 
Partner. “Dear, pean! WuHat A PITY YOU DIDN'T BRING YOUR BAGPirEs!” 
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A BYE DAY. 
Tae Last or THE Season. 

Fo.Low1ne custom immemorial, the 
last mateh of the Porthollow season 
is played against the Visitors. It is 
always played during a full September 
gale and the visitors are always un- 
successful, 

This year Archibald was entrusted 
with the captaincy of the Visitors’ 
eleven. 

“ You'll play, of course?” he said to 
me on one bright morning in the Cove, 
It seemed a long way from cricket down 
there, with both hands full of pilehard 
bait, and the bay stiff with mackerel 
simply asking for it, but I said, “ Yes,"’ 
and again, on the following morning, 
“No.” This vacillation was the out- 
come of an evening spent in watching 
the village fast bowler, intensely virile 
after four years of sea-warfare, exe- 
cuting his companions at the net. But 
Archibald promised toput mein seventh 
wicket, by which time the terror might 
be getting tired, 

I didn't know then that he bad 
already made similar promises to all 
those who had witnessed, and con- 
sidered the results of, the village 
bowling. 

it should be explained that the date 
of this match is fluid until the very 
day. 1 does not really matter, as the 








combined teams are always on the spot 
and fishing amicably together until the 
sea becomes too rough to fish. When 
that occurs it is unanimously agreed 
that the day of civil strife has arrived. 
It will now be understood why the 
game is generally played in a full gale. 

Towards the middle of September 
the weather began to favour the match. 

“ Danged owd lobster jumped clean 
out-a pot. She be gwine to blow 
t morrow,” said Samuel Pender, who 
never errs in such matters. 

So on the morrow we hauled forth 
clean white trousers, scraped the bait 
from our sweaters and breathed de- 
fiance at the foe, 

“Two Repton and one Winchester 
eleven, two old county men, ourselves 
and four unknown quantities,” Archi- 
bald chanted in my ear as he surveyed 
his company; “the wicket’s a trifle 
rocky and the outfield ’s rather moun- 
tainous, but I think we ought to pull it 
off this time.” 

The Visitors won the toss and the 
two Repton men opened the innings. 
the ex-naval rating, bowling from the 
life-boat end, was entrusted with the 
first over. His opening ball, well on 
the leg-side, came in and took the 
batsman over the liver; the second ball 
got up over the wicket-keeper's head, 
curvetted past long-stop, and was even- 
tually fielded by cover-lony-stop, who 
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sat on it withina yard of the boundary, 
The third ball pitched a yard outside 
the wicket, fa led to rise at all and hit 
the base of the leg-stump. 

The batsman returned to the pavilion 
with every appearance of reli. 

“This 1s like Tom Ricnarpson and | 
D. W. Carr rolled into one,” I mur: | 
mured, 
“They do seem to get about a all 

| 
| 





remarked Archibald, 
There is no pleasure in giving a de: | 
tailed account of our innings. 1t was, | 
on the whole, a painful and demoralising | 
spectacle. When I went in fifth wicket | 
the Navy was not showing any sign of | 
ennui and the long-stops were still per- 
forming prodigies. The first ball 1) 
received broke five different ways and 
yet was unable to elude them. The 
second ball, being straighter, did not 
reach the radius of their activity. 
Eventually we were all out for 41 
and if the smallness of the score is to 
be deplored it must be remembered 
that the agility of the long-stops was 
amazing. There were only 18 byes. 
Though our position could not be 
described as a strong one, we took the 
tield in no despondent frame of mind. 
After all, we had some bowling whieh 
was not altogether to be despised. 
Archibald placed his men in the most 
approved fashion and the wicket-keeper 
—who in his day had done good things 




















sas 


Aaa ast 














Baa 


Se re Ba 








—_—— 


Ocroser 1, 1919.] 











i — : 

lon many famous grounds- gave his 
| gloves a final pull, patted his pads and 
| stood ready to take the first ball. He 
knew his bowler of old—fast medium, 
| pitching on the leg-stump, swinging 
with his arm and clipping the off bail. 

Everything, length, pace and pitch, was 

all that it should or could have been, 

but no one, except perhaps the batsman, 
was prepared to see the ball break two 
| yards to leg. 
|” «JT ean'tinsult him with a long-stop,” 
| Archibald whispered to me in the slips, 

“but I think we must have a very fine 

leg.” 
| At the end of the second over third 
| man was also very fine, shaking hands, 
| in fact, with fine leg. At the end of} 
ithe third over the score was 13—all 
byes—for no wicket, so Archibald tried 
a double change with something very, 
very slow. 

This procedure, after an over from 
each end, augmented the score by 16 
all runs—and long-on, in the act of 
running for a skier, fell into a shell 
crater and sprained his ankle; so the 
old order was reverted to, except that, 
brutally callous of the wicket-keeper’s 
feelings, Archibald ordered a long-stop 
| to take up his position between fine 
| leg and fine third man, They made an 
|} imposing trio, and the wicket-keeper 
| was so fascinated by their presence that 
| he found it’ almost impossible to keep 
his eyes off them. They certainly gave 
a memorable exhibition and between 
them caught out four (three off their 
gloves and one, whom the umpire de 
cided against without being appealed 
to, off the nape of his neck) belore the 
necessary number of byes was obtained. 

Thefinal score read: Visitors, runs 23, 
byes 14: Total 41. Porthollow (for 
five wickets), runs 17, byes 26: Total 43 
This is, after all, a very just result, for 
as Archibald, sitting disconsolately on 
a crab-pot, remarked to me next morn- 
ing, “ Look at it how you will, there's 
no getting away from if that their 
long-stops were better than ours,” 











THE DEW-POND. 
THE flowers that grow upon the downs 
Are sharp and quaint, and hard to 
find; 
Thistles there be with fluffy crowns 
And scabious, shivering in the wind, 
And red-stemmed bell-flowers white as 
snow 
Whose name I do not know. 


The grassesthiere are hard to break, 
Tough, sum-brown grasses, ever sere, 
Thick-hung with seeds that nod and 
quake, 
Or pointed like a rusty spear ; 
And thickest grows the highest grass 
Round where the dew-pond was. 
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The pond is deep when dews are deep, 
{uffled and rippled by the breeze ; 
And all around the tinkling sheep 
Can munch and nibble at their ease, 
And chorie frogs come to the brim 
To sing their evening hymn. 


Though now, alack, all brown and bare 
The little pond lies in the sun, 

And cracks and crumbles here and there 
Among the grasses dry and:dun, 

The frogs say it will come again 
fter the first long rain. 


And then again the stars will see 
Their broken brightness on its face, 
As in the hush of history 
When first it shone in that high place, 
Like a grey crystal in the marge 
Of some great Celtic targe. 





The moon will laugh upon it then, 
Although no more its ripples hold 
The images of woll-clad men, 
Her bedesmen on these hills of-old, 
Who in the dew-pond cooled the blade 


That their own hands had made. 
D. M. 8. 





The Daily Telegraph says that “the 
Profiteering Act is duly furnished with 
the pole-star which showed the way to 
Coke and Bacon.” But why single out 
these two commodities ? 


“A telegram from Fiume to Rome states 
that when D'Annunzio arrived there the 
sailors of a British ship unfurled a large 


Italian as a sign of salutation.”—Daily Paper. 
The gods are always on the side of the 
big Italians. 
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“Quick—quick! HERE COMES DER SECRETARY OF DER ANTI-PRoriTEER CommitTeE! TURN DER TICKET UPSIDE Down!” j 








A REVOLUTIONARY. 


Amonast the horde of English ad- 
| venturers assembled in North Russia, 
the most English of all is Cooper- 
thwaite, a Horse Gunner. The round 
buttons he wears are more to him than 
any medal, and the traditions of the 
galloping guns are maintained in his 
every action. Moreover, he is young 
and impatient and full of ginger, full to 
| overflowing, so that he is ever eager to 
| administer of his surplus to the laggard 
| world around him, 
Judge then how he is fretted by the 
| delay, deliberation and debate which 
preface, accompany and succeed all 
action in this vast inexplicable country. 
Do you know the vehicle which we 
| English call adroshky? It consists of 
| a few planks mounted on four wheels, 
and is drawn bya pony, part of whose 
| harness is a triumphal arch. Cooper- 
thwaite tells me that this structure is 
_ really the main essential of a system of 
| draught so admirable that he puts it on 
a level with the Russian method of tea- 
| brewing ; but to the layman like you or 
| we it is simply a triumphal arch worn 
perpeteally i the pony to encourage 
tim with the belief that he is being 
welcomed at a journey’s end. 
This device fails, however, to raise 
droshky mobility to the Horse Artillery 
standard. The Russian pony is a day- 








dreamer, if not a somnambulist. As 
for his driver — to-morrow is in hand 
if to-day is gone, and in the presence 
of this great sky and the remote horizon 
how pitiful is human haste! 

Cooperth waite pits his single-hearted 
energy against the vast inertia of the 
country. Coming here with visions of 
galloping his battery into action along 
(or up and down) the Steppes, he is 
disappointed. Things are not what he 
expected. But being a lad of uncon- 
querable spirit, trained at “The Shop,” 
he tries to master circumstance. Every- 
one here is doing some queer or queerish 
job. Sailorsride mules; soldiers handle 
barges; R.E. drivers man telephone 
exchanges ; fire-eaters consume rations 
at the base. Cooperthwaite, R.H.A., 
finds himself frequently conducting 
strings of ammunition droshkies. So 
engaged he might content himself with 
being a picturesque figure, erect upon 
his long-maned pony at the head of a 
procession of little carts winding across 
the damp green flats by the Dvina or 
through the grey quaint wooden vil- 
lages, each cart with pony and tri- 
umphal arch complete, driven by a 
bearded peasant in a blouse, his wife 
in wild-flower colours, or a young son 
or daughter. 

But what cares he to be a figure in a 
picture if march discipline be set at 


naught? So his present pre-oeeupation 





is the endeavour to teach droshky- | 
drivers to manceuvre. The patriarchal | 
peasant and his broad-faced wile gaze | 
upon him with bewildered eyes as he | 
gallops up and down the column, elo- | 
quent concerning pace and the keeping 
of distance. Why, think the peasant 
and his lady, should they not doze at 
ease upon their freight of shells while | 
the pony trudges at his chosen pace? 
Why should they not leave the column 
a while to cut forage by the way, or 
pause to chatter toacrony in the village? 
Why, when the restless Angliski upon 
the pony wants them to stop, should | 
they not stop where and as they are, 
in bunches of friends ? 

Yesterday I saw him trying to form 
Battery Column with a hundred drosh- 
kies. One Russian artillery soldier was 
with him, heartily entering into the 
spirit of the thing, and able to enjoy 
thé situation supremely, thanks to his 
knowledge of Battery Gun-drill and of 
his country’s peasantry. The old men 
looked worried beyond speech, the old 
women were scared into ceaseless 
volubility, and the young ones prostrate 
with laughter ; but they formed Battery 
Column in the end. 

Who knows? Perhaps Cooper 
thwaite’s heart- breaking endeavours 
will not be in vain; perhaps hereafter 
the droshky-drivers upon Dvina banks 
will be a race apart, and their ponies 
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Head Gamekeeper. “ Now, Stn, YOU STAND 
RABBIT. br Tr, ANYHOW, THE POSTMAN PASSES HERS 


educated like veteran gun horses, MoV 
ing by Droshky Column, or Column of 
Sections, instead of in straggles, and, 
true to an inherited tradition, forming 
line when they halt, instead of lumps. 








MNEMONICS. 

You know the rhyme which begins 
thus: “Thirty days hath September, 
April, June and November,” and have 
probably found it to be very useful. 
have written several others, for which 
you will be grateful. Occasionally, per 
haps, you have been at a loss to know 
whether a particular day was a week- 
day or not. Nothing is more annoying 
than to arrive at your place of business 
on a day that is not a week-day and find 
the place closed. The following rhyme 
will prevent your making this mistake 
if you memorise it: 


Tuesday, Wednesday, Thursday, Friday, 
Saturday and Monday 
Note that all of these are week-days 
Leaving only Sunday 
my, 
There are many reliable cookery 
books on sale, but, as a rule, they are 
not portable. You can carry the 








7 . . 
following recipe in your head without 
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NEAR THIS TREE You ’LL GBY A FEW BIRDS 


lifficulty and insure yourself against 
hunger :-— 

When a kipper's in the pan 

There 's a meal for any man ; 

When its tail begins to burn 

Chen it’s finished to a turn. 

It is very disconcerting when some- 
one in your neighbourhood has taken 
poison and you cannot think of the 
proper antidote. Perhaps the most 
useful rhyme I have written for you is} 
the next, and it may be the means of! 
saving many valuable lives :— 


POISONS AND ANTIDOTES, 
Nitric acid down the throat 
Always needs an antidote ; 

Take some soap-suds or some hme 
If vou have sufficient time. 


Mercury and all its salts 
Help to fill the family vaults ; 
Mucilagea, whites of egg, 
Help to pull the sexton’s leg. 


Ammonia is very bad 
Taken by a growing lad; 


AT FOUR O'CLOCK, WHEN PERHAPS YOU WOULDN'T MIND GIVING HIM 





Lemon-juice in water 's best, 
Chat will stop his going West. 
When you are in company it is very | 
pleasant to be able to introduce a few 


interesting facts into the conversation, 


AND PERHAPS A HARE OR TWO, OR MEBRE A 
THIS LETTER.” 





and they are easy to remember in a 
form such as the following. There is 
no need for your leaving the feast like 
poor tongue-tied Cazpmon and sleeping 
with the cows in the stable :— 


USEFUL FACTS (a Fragment) 


Water weighs ten pounds a gallon 
Crocodiles are found in rivers. 
There are six feet in a fathom. 
Every soldier has a bullet. 
Every bullet bas a billet, 
Which does not apply to soldiers 
When away on active service, 
Camels are not often thirsty. 
Every hogshead has six firkins, 
Which does not apply to hedgehogs 
Sawdust comes from sawing timber 
Firearms are bad for children. 
If the babies throughout China 
All were flattened like a carpet 
They would cover the Pacific, 
Leaving many baskets over. 
Robins build— 

[I should stop here.—Ebp.} 








A Large Owner. 

“Count von Dembinski, a British - born 
subject of Polish origin, advises intending 
purchasers of all kinds of landed property 
situate in any part of pre-war Germany and 
Austria that, in order to avoid disappointment, 
a guarantee should be obtained first of all that 
they do not rightfully belong to him.”—-Times. 
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A FORERUNNER OF D’ANNUNZIO. 


D’Axnunzio is not the only liberator 
who has entered Fiume. I was there 
myself in 1889 in the same réle, but 
with less ambition. Nor did I arrive 
in a motor car—it was not done in 
those distant days—but in a tramp 
steamer, 

Fiume is a white and yellow town, 
built along the narrow strip of flat 
shore or clinging to the sides of the 
mountains. It is divided in interest 
between the sea and the soil, half the 
place being concerned with shipping 
and the harbour, and the other half 
with vineyards, There is, however, a 
little interchange, for the peasants must 
descend the slopes in order to get their 
wine on board, while sailors who wish 
to return thanks for defence from tem- 
pests or to ensure a prosperous voyage 
have to climb (a very distasteful thing 
to a sevfaring man) to a ledge high 
above the town on which the mariners’ 
chapel is perched. Here, if they are 
thinking only of the future, they merely 
light a candle, but if they have had a 
narrow escape they deposit a votive 
offering, which chiefly takes the form 
of a rude but dashing oil painting of a 
vessel under the direst difliculties, amid 
boiling indigo waves, with her name 
intensely visible, while in one of the top 
corners, set in an oval effulgence, is the 
Virgin calmly surveying the storm and 
seeing that, in spite of the elements, all 
is well, or not too ill, with Her faithful 
follower. Several artists in the town 
make a living by depicting these scenes. 

Outside the church sat (when I was 
there) an old woman who carried on the 
somewhat subversive business of selling 
charms against the perils of the deep. 
Since | bought some, for myself, for the 
captain of our ship, for the mates and 
the engineers, and we came safely back 
to England, | know that they were all 
that the old woman said of them. 

Our ship was taking on raw Hun- 
garian or Dalmatian wine (which, by- 
and-by, such is the iniquity of vintners, 
was to be unloaded at Bordeaux and 
transformed into claret), and during 
this process, with the mates in charge, 
the captain and I made little expedi- 
tions. Just outside Fiume, to the north, 
is the Whitehead torpedo factory ; and 
we went there. Then the road runs on 
up the coast to Abbazia, a fashionable 
watering-place, where the bathing is 
done within a space wired against the 


| incursion of sharks, and we went there 





in a carriage and pair, and sat among 
Austrians eating immoderately of veal. 
But it was too hot for more enterprise, 
and for the most part we sat in the 
shade and sipped, and smoked long 
sigars with straws in them, or played a 





variety of billiards with no pockets and 
little ninepins in the middle of the table. 

And what of the liberation? Ah, yes, 
but it was so small a deed (compared 
with Gasrietr’s) that I was hoping 
you had forgotten about it. However, 
since it happened, and at Fiume, let mé 
tell about it. 

One afternoon, after walking a little 
way out of the town, we came to a 


retired cottage, with tables outside 
under a tree, and decided that to 


repose there would be a more delect- 
able proceeding than to adventure 
further. We therefore sank into chairs 
and ordered something to drink from a 
woman whose very forbidding appear- 
ance was the only discordant note. So 
haggish indeed was she that but for 
our lassitude and the pleasantness of 
the situation we should have hurried 
on. The wine, however, was refreshing, 
and the captain, who was a great per- 
former on the monologue, resumed his 
narative, either of a triumph of navi- 
gation or of love (his two themes), I 
forget which. But while he talked on, 
and the Adriatic, spreading itself as a 
mirror to the sun, increased the heat, 
my attention strayed, and I became 
aware of a fluttering heating noise near 
by and little distressful chirps, and I 
saw that, nailed to the cottage wall, by 
the door, in the full sunlight, was a 
tiny wooden cage, such as is made for 
birds to be carried in, not to dwell in, 
and there was a rebellious and very 
unhappy goldfinch, The poor thing 
tlung itself from side to side of its 
na;row prison in a disorder which was 
rapidly becoming a frenzy. 

The woman emerging at this moment, 
I left my seat and made her look at the 
wretched captive ; but she only laughed, 
and when I would have unhooked the 
cage to place it out of the sun she 
stopped me with a malignant gesture. 

Very well, there was nothing to be 
done but what D’AnNuNzio would have 


done. I had to employ craft and ad- 
dress, Waiting till the harridan was 


well within the house again, I advanced 
to the cage, undid it and watched 
the goldtinch dart out and fly thank- 
fully away; and then we also took to 
our wings, the captain not with less 
fear than I, but unsustained by any of 
the moral enthusiasm which seemed to 
be mydue. He bad, however, to retire 
equally fast, the heat being forgotten 
in the necessity for escape from that 
terrifying monster. 

When it seemed safe we sat by the 
roadside to rest, and there exchanged 
felicitations on the fortunate circum- 
stance that we sailed the next day. 
“ Let me see,” said the captain, “ where 
was I when you interrupted me to in- 
terfere with that bird?” 





————— 


MR. PUNCH EXPOSED, 


Dear Mr. Puncu,—I beg to cull the 
following from the correspondence in 
The Yorkshire Post :— 

“Sir, —Surely ‘Punch’ is caught 
napping in this week's issue, On 
page 258, col. 3, quoting from a morn- 
ing paper, which says, ‘ Remembering 
the precious yield of the dust-heaps of 
Ornithorhynchus, we may hope for 
many new and amazing revelations of 
buried history,’ ete., Punch comments: 
‘For our part we are confidently ex- 
pecting a heavy crop of duck-billed 
papyrus.’ Should it not be platy pus— 
the ornithorhynchus ?—Yours, etc., 

Sept. 17, 1919. S. M.” 


In common with my friend “§, M.” 
I also should like to point out one or 
two little mistakes which occurred in 
the same issue to which “S. M.” refers, 
and which I feel certain must be due 
to oversight rather than want of 
knowledge. 

In the first place, on page 253, col. 3, 
I note the phrase, “turning the pages 
of the patent log.” Surely this is a 
mistake. I have a second cousin in 
the Navy and he informs me—and up 
to now I have always found him ex- 
tremely truthful—that only the ship's 
log is in book-form, the patent log 
being more in the nature of a scientific 
instrument, such as the sexton or 
barnacle. 

Again, on page 241, col. 2, I note, 
“such difficult Polish phrases as ‘ You- 
shutupyerjaw.’” I am afraid, Mr. 
Punch, you have been caught napping 
again; for if you read the word slowly 
you will see that it is really English— 
clearly a humorous attempt at a leg- 
pull on the part of your informant. 

Yours, etc., Yorks, 








“The proposed Chuchow-Chinchow Railway 
willrun . . ."—Board of Trade Journal. 
And for a jolly long time, if there ig 
anything in a name. 





“Never were there larger stays in Govern- 
ment offices than there are to-day.” 
Provincial Paper. 
They are no doubt more noticeable, now 
that the flappers have been got ridof. 
From an American book catalogue :— 
“Oyrnm Mavupg’s Lire or Tovstoy. — 
The greatest biography of the famous Russian 
novelist. Sale price $2.60.” 
But, with all respect to the popular 
actor, we still think Mr. AYLMER 
Maupe’s biography the best. 





“The Melita sailed from Liverpool for 
Quebec Friday, carrying 362 other ranks from 
Suxton with their dependents, 610 wives and 


Buxton is so embracing! 





155 children.” —Canadian Paper. 
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“Yes, eu 


HLESS YOU, Sin, 'e COULDN'T Bwim.” 


THE LIVING WAGE. 


In continuation of the theme of Mr, Punch’'s ‘ Another Linpending 
| Strike,” Mr, Swinnverne Binsin, the President of the Poets’ Union, 
has, for thé sake of brevity, kindly condensed into metrical form hi 

| well-known speech on the Nationalisation of Vers 


i 
How strange that poesy with all its glories 
Should still be 80 penurious a trade, 
While vulgar writers of detective stories 
Go rolling round in trousers rich with braid! 
Il- housed, ill-fed and sadly short of shoes, 
The Lord knows why one cultivates the Muse, 
When novelists have motor-cars in queues 
And even journalists look less decayed, 


The hours of other men may tend to dwindle 
The poets keep the Sixty-Bight-Hour Week , 
Yet this remains the one industrial swindle 
On which the Wrrns have so far failed to speak ; 
And 80 we die; neglected misanthropes, 
Still stamping and addressing envelopes, 
Still studying our cheques with microscopes 
To make them look.a little bit less bleak. 


We breathe no threats of throwing down the 
tabor, 
Yet not for ever will we bite the dust: 
The time is past when we would sell our labou 
For private profit to a songless Trust ; 
We are but bards; for wealth we do not itch, 
Only at last some small cathedral niche 
But why should all our publishers get rich, 
Who couldn't write a ballade if they bust ? 
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Why should these middlemen continue, blow it? 
Is not the bard the servant of the State ? 
Is not the Laureate the Kina’s own poet, 
Proving that once (in 1398) 
All poetry was vested in the Crown, 
Proving that poets should be paid, cash down, 
Nine hundred yearly and a house in town, 
With ink allowance at the union rate? 


Then look what waste—with poets all com peters, 
And badly overlapping all the time, 
All writing anyhow, in different metres 
No wonder none of them ean raise a dime! 
Would not our minstrelsy be much more terse 
If we compelled our poets to rehearse 
Under a well-statfed Ministry of Verse 
Only the one grand Governmental rhytme ? 


Now over Helicon they speed the rumour 
That profiteering in the Muse must cease; 
Liven the poor unfortunate consumer 
May hope at last to have a little peace ; 
hor we are not so mad as we appear 
We only sing because we must have beer; 
And when we get good wages, by the year, 
Be very sure our output will decrease, A, P. H. 


‘* While Mr. ‘ Pussyfoot’ Johnson, invigorated with the waters of 
Northern Europe, directs the strategy, the various associations seeking 
to make Britain dry will employ more or leas picturesque tactics in an 
endeavour to exercise the ‘ terrible demon of drink.’ "’ 

Running round after his tail is one of the best exercises 
for a demon. 
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MUTUAL ATTRACTION. 


Tue Pace oy Wates. “YOU DON’T MIND MY FALLING IN LOVE WITH YOU?" 
Canapa, “WELL, I RATHER HOPED YOU MIGHT.” 
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“a ‘s 
“Comm you ovr aT once, Atsert Epwanrp. 
: | have to ask Jane to join my Secondly 
| GAMMON. |—as to my qualification—though it is 


Angela is not a lover of good litera-| well known that in my youth I once 
ture; in fact, the only reading matter) won a prize for Scripture, that hardly 


she cares much about is the feuilleton| makes me eligible under the heading 
in the daily paper and, alternatively,|of clergyman My tenancy of The 


Acacias, nestling in upwards of a 
| quarter of an acre of old-world gardens, 
read steadily on from wherever it may|does not, I fear, entitle me to the 
chance to open, her mind leaping easily | gallant title of squire. In spite of hours 
from Asteroids to Kathene, or from|of labour spent on my allotment I am 
Wart-Hog to Warwick. istill liable to fail in distinguishing 

Looking up suddenly last night she | between broccoli and curly kale, a point 
| remarked, “ Billy, you and I simply|over which a farmer would experience 
must play backgammon this winter.” ino diflic ilty. The necessity of main- 

“Why?” I asked. | taining you in the style to which you 

“Listen. It says here, ‘Backgam-| were accustomed before we married 
mon, as a fireside amusement of a de- precludes me from retiring from my 
corous nature, is a favourite among| profession. And, last but not Igast,”’ I 
wound up, “I don’t know how to play 


the Encyclopaedia. She will pick up ¢ 


a 
volume of the latter at random and 


clergymen, squires, farmers and retired 
prolessional persons ' the game.” 

“ My dear Angela,” I replied, “ whil e} “Oh, but they explain all that here,” 
yielding to no one in my admiration of| replied Angela, t: P ping the book. “Just 
amusement combined with decorum, it listen to this No point can be moved 
| Appears obvious that I am ineligible for| to if covered by | two men belonging to 
this—er pastime. First, there will] the adversary; if covered only by one 
be no fireside to speak of this winter, | man it is called a BLOT,’ a 
and your book states d stinetly that) “The sq lire,” I intervened, “ might 
backg: ammon is a fireside amusement. | employ this offensive term, or even the 
We could hardly play round the gas-| retired professional person, but I can 
stove in the scullery, which is likely to} hardly imagine a clergyman using such 
be our rallying place during the long] an expression. Frankly, Angela, this 
winter evenings. We should simply| game seems to me to be not quite nice 
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Do YOU WANT TO GET TRENCH FEET?” 


“There are we kinds of victory, 
Angela went on -“ winning the bit and 
winning the gammon. 

“That settles it, Angela. I utterly 
refuse to play a game in which I might 
he tempted to win a gammon. It 
sounds to me akin to gaining the leg 
of mutton from the end of the greasy 
pole at a riverside regatta. Suppose | 
happened to let slip one day at lunch 
that I had won the gammon the night 
before. It would ny me no good in the 
City.” 

I should have continued my argu- 
ment further had I not realised that 
Angela was not attending tome. Back- 
gammon was no longer of any interest 
to her; she was wrapped in the study 
of Back-stays. 





Marital Anomalies. 

A propos of a recent wedding an- 
nouncement in The Times, the bride 
being a Miss HusBanp, a reader recalls 
from Punch Marx Lemon's couplet on 
a Mr. Huspanpn's marriage :— 

“This case is the strangest we've kuown in 
our life, 

The husband 's a husband and so is the wife ;” 
and then adds a new commentary of 
his own on Miss Huspanv’s marriage: 
“But here is a lady who tells us with pride 





She first was a husband and now is a bride.” 
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| hiaper. “There! Titat’s M¥ CLARENCE, 


ON TOUR. 


1 usep to be an actor; not, you un- 
derstand, a professional, but a very 
enthusiastic amateur. Now (though I 
say it who shouldn't), I am still an 
actor, but not the enthusiast I was. 

The ringleader of our troupe was 
| Peter, He is a great man. He was 

born acting. At the age of two months 
| he got into the limelight, which has 
, followed him about ever since. At the 
time of which I am writing he had 
| apparently sucked the last drop of juice 
from the histrionie lemon, and ought 
to have been sighing for fresh fruit. 

But not a bit of it. One day he came 
to see me and said— 

“There has never yet been a show 
which adequately combined Tragedy, 
Comedy and Melodrama, Oratorio, 
Opera and Musical Comedy, as well as 
all that is best in Knock-about, Revue 
and Cinematograph.” 

“ And never will ke,” I ventured. 
“Bosh!” he replied in that brisk 
| way of his. “I've thought it all out. 
| We must begin rehearsing at once. We 
| are touring the Midland Counties, It 
| is now the 2nd; we start for D—— on 

the 24th,” 

If you knew Peter as well as I do, 
| you would not need to be told that we 
did start for D—— on the 24th. The 
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". CAN’? "ARF TELL ABOUT THE GOINGS ON IN Swerxctery. °K. 's PRACTICALLY IN [7 'IsseLr,” 


another enthusiastic amateur, together 
with six enthusiastic amateuresses, 
the whole neatly packed in one coach 
(corridor, Midland Railway), complete 
with properties, curtains, dresses (by 
Mrs. P.) and wigs (by myself), The 
scenery followed along behind in four 
goods’ trucks, 

This may seem to bea deal of luggage. 
It was; but we felt it to be unavoidable. 
Thus, in the course of a single per- 
formance, | contrived to combine the 
réles of Corsican Brigand, Lieutenant, 
R.N., heroine (beautiful, jilted, temp, 
Ricuarp I.), seaside landlord, Doge of 
Venice, successful Company Promoter, 
Siegfried, Private ’Erb, and Samson (to 
Mrs. P.’8 Delilah), You see one had to 
have a different make-up for each; one 
simply can't be expected to await the 
arrival of one’s errant lord from the 
Holy Land with requisite verisimilitude 
if one is wearing a pillow under one’s 
white waistcoat and a heavy gold watch 
chain over it, The same applies to 
wigs. If | had venture] to play Pri- 
vate ‘Erb in Samson's outfit, I’m sure 
there'd have been trouble with the 
military. 

But the scenery was worst of all. 
Peter is not one of your Elizabethan 
simplicity specialists. Far from it. He 
had a complete set for every turn, 
Hence the four goods’ trucks that fol- 








troupe consisted of Peter, myself and 





lowed us to D——, 





The first performance was to be at 
three o'clock next day. Arriving at 
the theatre very early on the following 
morning we were informed that, as it 
was ‘luesday, the scene-shilters would 
naturally be on strike, ‘The manager, 
however, showed us into the theatre. | 
J can’t imagine what the last people 
had been doing. They had very kindly 
left us the stage and a two-foot dadool 
cobwebs all round it; but that was all. 

‘Never mind,” quoth Peter; “we 
must do it ourselves, Off coats!” 

I spent a happy morning falling off 
mouldering ladders and hammering | 
nails into my fingers, clinging with my 
teeth to crumbling cross-beams, break- 
ing the fall of drop-scenes on the back of | 
my neck, screwlbg staples into plaster | 
walls and watching them carry away 
when the first strain was applied, | 
crawling like a fly along the ceiling | 
held up by the clinging folds of dust | 
and cobweb, The only rest I got was) 
when I tripped over the footlights and | 
alighted on my head in the orchestra, | 
where I lay half stunned for five minutes. | 
My only lunch was the mouthful of | 
mortar that I swallowed when our main 
front curtain was carried away. 

But failure is a word unknown to my 
Boss, and it was only a few minutes 
alter three that the curtain was rung 
up. Hungry and dirty though I was, 
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I was somehow in time: the prompter 
was there, and, when I went off afte: 
my first turn, the senior scene-shifter 
was all ready. It was a triumph of 


when you realise that the rich uncle, 
the call-boy, the prompter and the 
scene-shifter were one and the same 
person. 

There was only one hitch in the after- 
noon performance, and that was when 
I mislaid the avalanche in the mountain 
scene. It was my duty, after admin 
istering the dose from above, to rush 
on in my capacity of ‘T'yrolean peasant 
and snatch the heroine from the jaws 
of death. As it was I found it barely 
in time, and in my hurry | missed my 
footing on the ladder and came down 
with the avalanche on to the heroine. 


of the programme where she appeared, 
as she seemed seedy. 

After the final curtain a gratuitous 
feat of strength on the part of the other 
amateur brought the drop-scene de- 
picting the walls of Gaza about our 
defenceless ears, and it was decided 
that only Samson could be trusted to 
get them up again in time for the even 
ing performance. 
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“Rich Unele from Australia’ (myself), 


organisation, all the more remarkable | 


After that we had to cut out the parts | 
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This, together with a number of other 
}odd jobs, occupied my energies while 
ithe the itself, 
| This time I got no nourishment what- 
| soever, 


cast refreshed 


rest ofl 


The evening performance went 
swimmingly, especially’ the Grand 
Naval scene, where the Lieutenant 


dives fromm the bridge. He fell safely 
|into the net provided for him, but un- 
fortunately caught his heels in the basin 
which supplies the “splash,” and 
emptied it over himself, His return to 
the stage, with clear traces of the deep 
upon him, was most effective. 

lL was the Lieutenant. 

It was in the last turn of all, however, 
that the spectators really got their 
money's - worth. The drop - scene (re- 
presenting a stately Venetian palace, 
with the Lion in the foreground) was 
safely lowered. We were all in our 
| places and the curtain was about to rise 
| when the Boss noticed with horror that 
ithe drop-seene of the previous turn 
| (pawnbroker’s shop, interior) had not 
| been raised. He rushed to the operating 
‘cord and, heedless of my cries, hastily 
| raised it; without, however, noticing 
ithat the skirts of my gorgeous train 

were tucked in the folds of the rapidly 
shortening canvas. 
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Quiet Person (as unpopular member noisily enters Club after long absence), “‘DupsON'S GIVING HIMBELY A VERY HEARTY WELCOME,’ 


dience when the curtain rose on that 
sumptuous scene, that exotic company 
of cringing courtiers, with the stately 
Doge of Venice himself dangling bead 
downwards from a sky of rich Italian 
blue. I remember thinking, as | kicked 





Judge then the surprise of the au- | 


out in my despair, whether it would be | 


better to hang up the whole show by 


not saying my opening lines, or to try | 
to carry on as though I were meant to | 


bethere. Finally, however, the train de 
cided the question for me by parting com. 
pany with my gown at the shoulders. 
I rebounded heavily from the sloping 
roof of my own throne, and was caught 
first bounce by the now falling curtain, 
which pinned me to the stage like a wasp 
in a window. As they carried me from 


the theatre I could hear the audience | 


still applauding vociferously; and high 
above the sound rose the voice of the 
Boss congratulating his troupe. 


* Splendid!" he shouted rapturously, | 


* splendid! 


There was only one thing | 


wanted to make the show really repre- | 


sentative and that we gave ‘em. I had 
clean forgotten to have an acrobatic 
turn.” 





** Sack the lot!”’ 
Lorp Firener’s New Commann: Com 
mander-in-Chief of Scrapa Flow. 
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THE DIARY OF A MONTESSORIAN. 
IIT, 

September 26th.—Looking back over 
the events of the last week I confess 
that there have been moments when I 
hardly hoped to bear up against the con- 
centrated malignity of cireumstance. 
Vor days I had not the heart to keep 
my diary, but now, thank Heaven (and 
Mrs. Prant), I can breathe freely and 
deeply again. 

‘To recapitulate. On Friday Eva 
swallowed a cork; or, to be more pre- 
cise, she declared that she had ‘swal- 
lowed a cork, and it was just as trying 
as if she had. It was not until Satur- 
day afternoon that she confessed to 
Dr. Gumbleton that she said so in crder 





Order, showing how with him the 
pendulum steadily swings from macro- 
cosmal vertiginosity to microcosmal 
immobility. But even more helpful 
was the advice of Mrs. Prant. We 
walked back together, and I told her of 
my troubles about the children. “ Send 
them to Gary,” she said; “I've sent 
mine there.” And then she told me of 
this paradise of children in Indiana, 
where all the schools are conducted on 
the basis of self-determination, where 
the pupils make their own laws and 
rules, keep the shops and run the banks, 
and the fees are so moderate that even 
allowing for the journey I should find 
it cheaper in the long run. 

How would Edwin take it? That 
was the only cause of misgiving, but it 





THE A.B. 


Tue publisher of the new Air Brad. | 


shaw (which is bound to materialise) 
has not come out into the open. No 
doubt he has not yet got his courage to 
the sticking point. He is certain to be 
heartily sworn at when his air time- 
table is published, for “if you see it in 
the A.B. it will not necessarily be so.” 
Let us take an example:-— 
Supposing one day in the not far 
distant future Aunt Jane says, “George” 
(or Ernest, or possibly your name is 
Albert Ypres, if you are young enough 
to be made a memento of the War), “| 
am going to Taunton. I promised to 
go down to see your cousin Emma 
one afternoon during the week. Just 





to see what we would 
do. Of course children ‘Pa. 
must experiment, but = 
experimenting with the 
emotions of parents is 
rather serious. Though 
I had to give up two 
lectures and a lesson on 
the Hawaiian guitar, | 
kept perfectly calm; 
and by Sunday I had 
the situation well in 
hand. 

Kdwin, 1 regret to 
say, completely lost his 
head. Hedeclares him- 
self quite incapable of 
coping with Jack and 
Eva on a non-injune- | 
tional basis. He also} 
states that it is impos- 
sible for him to eom- 
bine attendance at the 
oflice with the domestic 
duties rendered neces- - 








Host. “Sarge? 


Guest, “By Jove! THaT’ 
Hope THEY’RE QUITE SAFE, AND SO FORTH?” 
OH, YES, RATHER—MOST OF 'EM, AT ALL EVENTS.” 


~~ 7 
Sw 
a He 


| tet 


é 








8 A FINE COLLECTION OF SOUVENIRS YOU'VE GOT. 


look me up an air-bus 
lin the Guide, please, 
and tell me what time 
there is one back about 
| six o'clock.” 
| You get out the A.B. 
| (Air Bradshaw )and look 
up the routes from West 
Kensington (where you 
are living for the pur- 
poses of this story). 
“Ah,” you say, “here 
we are :— 
**West Kens. (Wormwood 
Scrubbs Air Station) 
To Newcastle 
, New Cross 
99 New York 
’” Potter's Bar 
” Rangoon 
», St. Albans’ 
“Ah, this is more 
like it :— 
“*West Kens. (Wormwood 
Scrubbs Air Station) 
To Taunton’ 


Jeg 








sary by the tlat refusal of Nurse to adopt 
Montessorian methods, the inefliciency 
of Miss Grindle as an invigilator, and 
the apathy of the servants. 

Now, while I am anxious to promote 
the education of the children on sound 
lines of self-determination, it is abso- 
(utely impossible that I should sacrifice 
my own efforts at self-expression. I 
am attending courses of instruction in 
Physical Culture (on the Mzso-Gothic 
system), Cosmic Adsthetics, Esoteric 
Inhalation, Siberian Voice-production. 
To abandon these studies before they 
have begun to bear fruit would be 
nothing short of suicidal, and the worst 
sort of suicide, because it would inhibit 
a development of my highest faculties. 
I put this before Edwin, but he was 
cold and unsympathetic. 

Things were at their worst when I 
went to the Cosmic Adsthetic class on 
Tuesday. Mrs. Oldmay was very won- 
derful and helpful in her remarks on 
Bobolinsky’s synthesis of Chaos and 





was speedily removed. By a coinci- 
dence which was little short of provi- 
dential he met me with the news that 
his eccentric Australian uncle had died 
and left him ten thousand pounds—a 
wonderful windfall and so opportune! 
For when I broached the Gary scheme 
he said that he wanted a holiday badly 
and would go over at once and inspect 
the schools. He would then cable to 
me, and I could easily find an escort 
for the children ; he at once saw that 
it would be impossible for me to leave 
London. Edwin thinks of going on to 
San Francisco and Hawaii, and does 
not expect to be back for at least three 
or four months. But it may be good 
for his self-expression, and, though I 
shall be considerably hampered for the 
next few weeks, until the children leave, 
I hope to tide over the interim, with 
the aid of Miss Grindle, old-fashioned 
though she is. As Mrs. Prant said to 
me, “ Even Montessorians must some- 
times resort to compromise.” 





“There 's one at 2.7, Auntie, gets you 
there in nice time for tea; and then 
there’s one back at 5.57. What's this? 
oh, Mons. ex. Let me see then, 6.12. 
Another star—I suppose it 's another 
Mons. ex. Oh, no, it’s all right; it’s 
a non-stop nose-dive as far as Ealing; 
that’s Al, gets you here at 7.29.” 

“Capital!” says Auntie. “ But 
please don’t wait dinner if I should be 
late. And now I'll just ‘phone and tell 
Emma I'm coming.” 

About 1.35 you bundle Auntie into a 
taxi (if and when found) with the usual 
form of endearment used on the em- 
barkation of aunts and trust that all 
wil] be well. 

But allis not well. Arrived at Worm- 
wood Scrubbs (Hotel Northpole, detly. 
opp. term. Enlgd. and refshd. terms 
mod.) Auntie inquires of the dromaster 
which is the platform for the 2.7. 

“ Very sorry, mum,” says that fune- 








tionary, “the 2.7 will be late starting; 
there ’s a strong west-sou’-west fifty- 
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Guide. “ HERE Is 
American Tourist. “S 





to our instruments, and we cant start 
till it di psa bit.”’ 
“* But |'ve Lem to my niece that 
| I’m coming for tea,” si Lys Auntie. 


| not yet, 


ham, mum, if you like and catch the 3.: 


“Can't 'elp it if you've phoned to the | 


Queen, mum, to say you're comin’ for 


We can’t control the winds 
anyway.” 
“What time will it start then ?”’ 
Auntie. 
“Can't say yet, mum, Perhaps not 
before to-morrow morning.” 
“Then | can't go to- day ? 
“You can take the 2.23 to meee | 


dinner. 


says 
” 


from Birmingham on the loop-the- heel 
line as it ‘Il only be a cross-wind if you 
go that way, but you'll have to pay two 
pounds seventeen shillings eXcess on 
your ticket. Much longer - journey, you 
see, mum.” 

Auntie leaves the airdrome muttering 
something about writing to Sir John 
Alcock, 
Emma. and returns to you at West 
Kensington. ¥ 

Hoping that the gale has exhausted 
itself in the night, Auntie presents | 
herself again at the air station next | 
day and is informed that the 2.7 is 


blowing overhead, according | 


2 
| 


tclephones again to” Cousin} 


VILLAGE OF NEUVILLE St. VAast. 


ay, Bo, WHICH H»USE?” 


IN THIS STREET VAS I BOKN.” 














‘ Mons. only,” and if skis didn't see it 
in the Gwide it was not the fault of 
| the \.B. 

“There is a 2.43 which will start at 


| 2. 3, w. and w. says the dromaster. 
‘What does that mean?” asks 
Auntie. 
‘Wind and weather permitting, 


mum. Otherwise it starts when it 


can. ; 
As the wind is still favourable at 
2.40, Auntie is assisted into the non- 


smoking compartment of the 2.43 and 
prepares herself for the usual bout of 
| air-sickness. 

The next act in this air-drama con- 
sists of a ‘phone message from Auntie 
lat Devizes , Which says in effect :— 

“They landed me here at a quarter- 


pe four, owing to ep gine trouble, so 
fag say. I am staying the night at 
an hotel. I tried to catch the next 


i a. . 
three air-buses, but they were all full. 


It will be almost cheaper staying here 
than coming back and paying another 
| fare, as no money is returned, they tell 
me.” 

The concluding act is more heart- 
rending still, as it shows Auntie (minus 
| her bonnet) at Taunton (which she only 
reaches —owing to continued engine 


| 





| trouble and congestion of the other air 
|} conveyances on 


Ik riday afternoon), 
where she discovers that Cousin Emma 
has been unexpectedly called away to 
Madrid or Cairo or some other foreign 
resort for the week-end on urgent family 
affairs. 





“ Oxrorpsaine.—Charming Freehold 
The whole about Li acres, surrounded by large 
pines and furs.”—Daily Telegraph. 
It sounds as if the rabbit-shooting 
might be good. 


“ Lost.—July 26, BL: ack Manx cat (no tail).” 
Daily Lexpress. 
This sounds a little precise, but the 
advertiser was naturally anxious to 
save people the trouble of looking for 
the cat's tail after the rest of the cat 
had been found. 

‘“‘ Barrie has made good to me on every pro- 
mise but one. Several years ago I expressed a 
desire to see Thrums. With an impulsiveness 
rare in him he said, ‘Some day you shall go 
with me.’ To this event I look forward with 
eager interest. .. I long to hear the purl of 
the brae that ripples through T’nowhead 
Farm.”—Mr, Isaac Mancosson m “ The Satur- 
day Evening Post” (New York). 

Having finished with the purling brae 
Mr. Marcosson can proceed to climb 
the heathery burn. 
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| But I like a bit more sea-room when the short dark dans 
THE THREE SHIPS. come in, : 
. | wap tramped along through dockland till the day was all} And the Channel gales and sea-fogs and the nights as black 


but spent, _ =o. Mea ; , 
But for all the ships I there did find I could not be content ;} When you're groping in a fairway that’s as crowded as 





By the good pull-ups for carmen and the Chinese dives a town 
Ne passed, With the whole damned Channel traffic looking out to run 
\nd the streets of grimy houses each one grimier than the you down, 


last, Ora bloody lee shore’s waiting with its fierce and foaming lips 
And the shops whose shoddy oilskins many a sailorman | For the bones of poor drowned sailormen and broken ribs | 
has cursed of ships. 
In the wintry Western ocean when it’s weather of the) 4, 7 sighed and shook my head—* Fare you well, my | 
worst— dear,” I said, ; 


Alltamong the noisy graving docks cro sagen igh age ‘ “You're a bit too fond o’ soundings, lass, for me ; 
\nd the pubs with punk pianos grinding out their las Oh, you're Devon's own dear daughter—but my fangy’s 
year’s tunes, I nar : for deep water 
And ~ pg of the winches handling freights trom nea And I think I'll set a course for open sea! ” 
and far ; 
And the whiffs of oil and engines, and the smells of bilge | So I tramped along through dockland, through the Isle of 








and tar; Dogs I went, 
And of all the craft [ came across, the finest for to see But for all the ships I found there still I couldn't be 
Was a dandy ocean liner—but she wasn’t meant for me! content, i 
She was smart as any lady, and the place was fair alive Till, not far from Millwall Basin, in a dingy, dreary pond, 
With the swarms of cooks and waiters, just like bees about | Mouldy wharf-sheds all around it and a breaker's yard 
a hive; beyond, 
[t was nigh her time for sailing, and a man could hardly stir} With its piles of rusty anchors and ehain-eables large and 
For the piles of rich folks’ dunnage here and there and small, 
every where. Broken bones-of ships forgotten—-there I found her after all! | 
But the stewards and the awnings and the white paint and| She was foul from West Coast harbours, she was worn 
the gold with wind and tide, 
‘Take a deal o’ living up to for a chap that’s getting old; | There was paint on all the bright work that was once her | 
And the mailboat life’s a fine one, but a shellback likes captain's pride, 
to be | And her gear was like a junk-store, and her decks a shame | 
| Where he feels a kind o’ homelike after half his life at sea. | to see, 


: : ' | And her shrouds they wanted rattling down as badly as | 
So I sighed and passed her by—‘ Fare you well, my es 5 ad : 
/ ’ could be; | 


dear,” said I : ‘ 
esa : , “s But she lay there on the water just as graceful as a gull, | 
You 're as smart and you're as dainty as can be; Sraiiee - ee ' 
9 .. | Keeping some old builder's secret in her strong and slender | 
You're a lady through and through, but I know it hull: 


wouldn't do— , 1: 

Mon _ : > pe | By her splendid sweep of sheer-line and her clean, keen | 
You're a bit too much a rich man’s gal for me ras 
clipper bow 


So | rambled on through dockland, but I couldn't seem to! You might know she'd been a beauty, and, by God, she was 








find one now! 
Out of all the craft I saw there just the one to please my | And the river gulls were crying, and the sluggish river tide | 
mind ; Made a kind of running whisper by her red and rusted | 
lhere were tramps and there were tankers, there were | side, 
_ freighters large and small, | And the river breeze came murmuring her tattered gear | 
"here were concrete ships and standard ships and motor | among, 

ships and all, é | Like some old shellback, known of old, that sings a sailor’s | 
And of all the blessed shooting-match the one I liked the song, 

best That whistles through his yellow teeth an old deepwater 
ur . . , S 
Was a saucy topsail schooner from some harbour in the West. tune 
She was neat and she was pretty as a country lass should he, | (The same did make the windows shake in the Boomerang | 
\nd the girl’s name on her counter seemed to suit her to a T ; | Saloon! ), 
You could almost smell the roses, almost see the red and | Or by the sieersman's elbow stays to tell a seaman’s tale i 

green About the skippers and the crews in great old days of sail! | 
Of the Devon plough and pasture where her home port , . ] 

uvnet have besa. And I said: “ My dear, although you are growing old, | 
And I'll swear her blocks were creaking in a kind o’ Devon A know, : 

0 aE a And as crazy and as cranky as ean be, aie 
Ob, she took my fancy rarely, but I left her after all! If you'll take me for your lover, oh we'll sail the wide 
For it's well enough, is coasting, when the summer days ee a ad 

are long, ? You 're the ship among them all that's meant for me! | 

: ‘ a ae | 

\nd the summer hours slip by you just as sweetly as O, Fm 
& song, “The Rev, Prebendary H. EK. Wake and the Rev. A. H. Cullen 





When you catch the scent of clover blowing to you off the} have been appointed Suffragettes for granting marriages licences in | 

shore, the diocese of Bath and Wells.”— Provincial Paper. i 

And a — earipple breaking from the Land's End Is this peculiar transformation a sample of what may be | 
; done under the Enabling Bill? 
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Visitor. “Bur, Mr. Grump, pon’? YOU THINK IT’S VERY GOOD OF THE VICAR TO LOOK AFTER YOU LIKE THIS, AND SEND YOt 
ALL THESE NICE THINGS?” 
Grump. “Goop or HIM? Why, wor’s ’B For?” 





OUR BOOKING-OFFICE, 


« apsangye gige ya rebellion of Dunally, half farce, half tragedy, and what 
(By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks.) . 


came thereof, I have indicated the good entertainment 
“Grorck A. Brrmincuam”™’ dedicates Up, the Rebels !| that the book provides, equal, I think, to its author's best. 
Ireland after the publication of this book.’ 
note of apprehension in the words, it is not, I fear, un- if only one might dare hope that rebellion at large could be 
justified. Because there is small doubt that Up, the Rehels !| won over by the persuasive CANON, 

kindly, tolerant, even sympathetic as it is, will make a ee 
number of earnest folk in the Other Island very angry 
indeed; those of them certainly who are not too pre told the coral insect did, only quicker, continues to produce 
occupied with romantic militancy to realise that their ranks | his desert islands in sufficient bulk to accommodate those 
could be exposed to no H.E. more devastating than laughter | shipw recked couples for whom the housing problem would 
This tale of tragic fun by our genial satirist combines, in| otherwise become acute. I jest, but I enjoy; for the fact 
the old phrase, instruction with amusement. The picture | is that his latest creation, The Beach of Dreams (Hutent- 





Perhaps you know how Mr. Stacroo.e can fill 
belief. As usual with a “ BrrmincHaM story, the characters your mental lungs with the ozone of unpeopled spaces; he 
seem to make it by their own actions ; there is a whole crowd |has the trick in full blast here, with a finely exhilarating 
of them here, all admirably drawn. Sir Ulick Conolly, repre- leffect. Not that The Beach of Dreams could be called really 
sentative of British tyranny, mild, lazy, a confirmed believer | un)peopled ; indeed for a desert island the crowd was at times 
in the wisdom of letting things settle themselves; his|almost excessive, including as it did the heroine, Oléo de 
daughter, Mona, single-souled enthusiast for the Cause, who | Bronsart, the two seamen who had been her fellow-cast- 
wore picturesque and expensive draperies, “so far Irish | aways, the hero (of course), and round the corner a whole 
that no one meeting her in the street would have suspected | crew of undesirables. Nor does this take count of the sea- 
her of being an Englishwoman ;" Peter Maailia, poet, son elephants, whose society Cléo found so congenial. I am 


incredible if anything about Ireland could ever be beyond | resort. 


how between them these persons brought about the little | 





(Mernurn) rather slyly to “any friends I have left in | As a first-hand study of an urgent problem it gives us some- | 
If there is a|thing more. Dunally yielded to the persuasion of the guns; | 


Mr. H. De Vere Sracroo.e, working, as we used to be | 


it draws of Irish political life during the War would be| son), despite certain absurdities, remains a highly delectable | 





of a drunken peasant; Bettany, the universal deserter—all 
these live, so that you may enjoy the clash of them and 
understand the result of it with regret. The story tells 








bound to admit that the sea-elephants worried me not a 
little. True, the scene of the battle between opposing herds of 





them is a fine piece of imaginative realism, admirably told ; 
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and elsewhere their behaviour was of the sort to appeal to 
those who would call animal turns “too sweet”; but the 
incident of the storm, watched from shelter by a group of 
hero, heroine and baby elephant in the latter's arms, left me 
frankly incredulous. I must not tell you more of what 
happens on the Beach, but there is plenty of good adventure 
there of the right Crusoe kind, including the discovery of a 
cache containing all sorts of the most opportune necessities, 
a device that | do not remember to have met before. I am 
only sorry that the story has appeared just too late to fulfil 
its obvious destiny in providing romantic relief for a seaside 
holiday, where The Beach of Dreams would certainly form 
an excellent antidote to the Beach of Reality. 

Tarzan and the Jewels of Opar (Meruuey) is the latest 
of the immortal—that is to say, untinishable—Varzan 
stories. I still think that Mr. KoeGar Rice Burrovens 
does not quite play the game. ‘“ Could this creature,” thus 
soliloquises a villain of the piece, “be the same dignified 
Englishman who had entertained me so graciously in his 
luxurious African home? Could this wild beast with b'azing 








quality of Feliz is revealed. All this, if not startling in 
novelty, would have made a good enough story. But it is 
just here that, as I see it, Mr. Gower’s personal emotion 
got the better of his art. Be-ause the author had so strong 
a wish to expose the misdoings of a certain organism in 
the B.E.F., poor Feliz, once landed in France, declines 
from a human hero to a peg upon which to hang denun. 
ciations of the inefliciencies of the “ Buttertly Corps.” 
The charges, certainly horrid enough, may be deserved; 
but the general result is that, while Mr. Gowen’s book 
is never without interest, the interest is not the same 
throughout—which is a fault. 

Major A. Corsett-SmitH is an enthusiast, and very 
p ssibly the jovial style in which The Seafarers (Cassrut,) 
is written is better than any other for his special purpose 
here, which is to make us appreciate our Navy and to 
clear away the cobwebs (if any) which veil our vision of it, 
I am not convinced that we are as a nation quite so 
ignorant of the value of sea-power as he seems to think us, 
and | imagine that readers of his book may occasionally be 





time a man? Could eee ay 
the horrid vietory ery = = 
he had but just heard ~ 
have been formed in hu- 
manthroat?” “Could,” 
he might have added, 
“this ape-man, who 
had been successively 
squashed by earth- 
quakes, bitten by lions, 
trampled by must ele- 
phants, shot with 
Winchester repeaters, 
stabbed with knives 
and spears, andas likely 
as not (though I missed 
it) decapitated with 
swords and rolled with 
steam-rollers, get away 
with the jewels of 
Opar?” No, he could 
not; if it weren’t that 
the author has had 


tenance be at the same 
£ 


eyes and bloody coun- nd 
iy Sek 

Uy: 

| 

| 





Visitor (reading). “‘ Tur 





SPEECH WAS RESTORED. 









PISTOL WENT 
BEDDING ITSELF IN THE DUMB WAITER,’” 
Invalid (old student of feuilletons), “Yrs, I KNow—‘ AND IMMEDIATELY HIS 


conscious of the irrita- 
tion which we are apt 
to feel when a preacher 
rebukes his congrega- 
tion because more peo- 
ple do not come to his 
church. But if Major 
CorBettT-SMITH is, so 
far as this book is con- 
cerned, in some danger 
of missing those who 
would really benefit by 
reading it we must try 
to rectify this by see- 
ing that it gets into the 
hands of any who are 
slow to realize what 
we owe to all branches 
; of the Service which 
ony ars he champions with so 
. fine an enthusiasm, 


OFF SUDDENLY, THE BULLET EM- 


You're Only Young 
Once (HoDDER AND 








the presence of mind to make him of unsinkable bullet- 
bite-and-biff-proof asbestos. But if you don’t mind all 
this being “a little too easy,” and don’t get tired of the 
noise and blood and fire and fangs on every page, you 
won't have reason to complain. 


_ My impression of The Trial Stone (ALLEN anv Unwiy) 
is of a story beginning with unusual promise, but subse- 
quently weakened in effect, partly by the introduction of 
a theme about which the writer's feeling was too strong 


| for him to subordinate it to artistic purpose. I must explain 


this. Mr. Joun Gower starts his tale quite admirably. 
Nothing could be more entertaining than his introduction 
of Felix Neville, the spoilt, egotistical but good-hearted 
product of parental mismanagement. All the Nevilles kre 
well done, but Velix himself and his futile mother are, at 
this stage, almost masterpieces of ironical portraiture. The 
trouble is that, having thus created a hero of real human 
interest, Mr. Gower has been constrained by his scheme 
to let him do nothing but drift; and Felix drifting arrives 
rather dangerously near to being a bore. Then, of course, the 
War happens, providing (as the Stevensonian title explains) 
a touchstone for the true and the false, by which the real 





STOUGHTON) comes 
from a young American hand, Margaret Wippener’s. It 
tells of a charming aristocratic South Pennsylvanian family, 
five girls and three boys, and how they all fell in love at first 
sight and in various ways achieved matrimony with a rash- 
ness which may account for the rising curve of divorce that 
is now causing so much heart-searching over there. I don't 
mind stretching a point and endorsing the publisher's re 
view: “ Youth—romance—humour—a story like a sunny 
day in grey weather.” I will add “highly improbable, 
sentimental, over-facile.”” But, as you're only young once, 
why not write in this irresponsible way and represent 
mating as a much less hazardous and perplexing problem 
than it is in reality? And why not also give your reviewer 
a chance for an ill-natured remark by a dedication, « For 
Auntie; with love and thanks for insisting that 1 could write 
prose?” If he is a sportsman (like me) he won't take it. 





From a description of the Prince's visit to Canada :— 


“Saturday evening . . . the camp is moved to Cameron Falls, 
another beauty spot, where strong water goes tossing and jostling over 
the tough rocks of the river.”—Daily Paper. 


The strength of the water may account for the popularity 








of this resort among sufferers from Prohibition. 
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CHARIVARIA. 


Ir is not correct that when the rail- 
way strike began the authorities at 
Slough depot at once offered to see The 
Deily Mail through the troubles of 
distribution. a 

* 

We cannot help thinking that some 
of the volunteers who have been acting 
as railway porters had not studied the 
part very carefully. We = 
actually saw one of them 
hurrying. *% 





At Marylebone the ma- 
gistrate was told that a 
criminal under arrest at 
Bournemouth could not be 
brought to London owing 
tothestrike. A message of 
sympathy has been sent. 

+ 


a 

One can but sympathise 
with the commercial tra- 
veller, who, not knowing 
that the railwaymen were 
on strike, spent two days 
on the platform, at the end 
of which time he became 
somewhat irritated and re- 
marked to a friend, “‘ She’s 
a bit late, isn’t she, Her- 


bert?” o 


Volunteers to feed rail- 
way horses were plentiful, 
says Zhe Daily Express. 
One good fellow also volun- 
teered to take the railway 
sandwiches out for a run 
to exercise them. 

* * 

“Who does not remem- 
ber the glorious Long Walk 
at Windsor. Park?” asks 
“Rambler” in an evening 
paper. But who, for the 
| matter of that, will ever for- 
| get the glorious long walks 
everywhere during the 
strike ? 

h 





The Posrmaster-GEne- 





requested Mexico to step in and restore 
order. . 


What promised to be a very nasty 
scandal at the War Office has been 
hushed up. It appears that, in response 
to the Prime Minister's urgent appeal 
for economy, two Major-Generals sim- 
ultaneously sacked each other. 

* * 


* 
According to the Lettish Minister of 





cently reported in these columns, by 
which a Government armchair was 
successfully removed from a sleeping 
limpet, we are informed that the patient 
has already grown another one, 

* * 


According to the report of the Rrais- 
TRAR-GENERAL FoR SCOTLAND the total 
number of deaths for the year 1917 is 
the lowest on record. No improvement 
is expected while undertakers’ charges 
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STRIKE FEATURES, 


[“ After a long walk the feet are most quickly rested by being raised. 
* Lie down, or sit with the legs outstretched and the feet on a high 
pillow.”—Hvening News, Sept. 30.) 


11 Ai 4 


remain so high. 


; 

In the same year thirty- 
seven centenarians died in 
Scotland, We feel that this 
is so alarming that an in- 
quiry should be held into 
the recent high mortality 
among this class. 

* 


* What,” acks a weekly 
correspondent, “is the 
meaning of the oft-quoted 
reference to the Silent Ser- 
vice?” It is evident that 
he is not on the telephone. 

* * 


A stuffed great auk, 
now extinct, has just been 
purchased for a museum. 


nial 


OLIN i, [That's what you get for 


being extinct. 


Admiral Kato is visit- 
ing all the Allied countries 
to convey the greetings of 
Japan on the termination 
of the War. No country 
seems to trust the postal 
service just now. 


Are Irishmen becoming 
too touchy? We ask be- 
cause, at a féte held in Dub- 
lin where seven stalls were 
wrecked, eighteen people 
injured and a policeman had 
his uniform torn to rags, 
local paper actually booms 
the incident as a “ scene.” 


Our sympathies go out to 
the New York bridegroom 








correspondence should be posted. 
is hoped that this will be borne in 
mind by tailors. , , 
* 

It is reported that Mr. Smmu1e pro- 
poses, as an alternative to a levy on 
capital, that the Government should 
sell the Duke of NorrHumBERLAND. 

2 

* 
Because he interfered with the lynch 
ing of a negro, the people of Omaha 
made a determined effort to lynch the 
Mayor. We await confirmation of the 
report that the League of Nations has 


_—_ 








RAL requests that only very important | Finance the British Government has 
It | agreed to supply arms and ammunition 


to the Letts. We can only hope that 
General von per GouTtz will not take 
umbrage at this action, about which he 
was not consulted. 


os 

“The Allies,” says a contemporary, 

“cannot afford to treat D'ANNUNZzIO's 

performance as a fait accompli.” On 

the other hand there appear to be 

difficulties in the way of treating it asa 
mauvais quart d'heure. 


In reference to the operation, re- 





who, amongst his wedding presents, 
found a diamond-studded corkscrew, 
~“ * 

Unsound cheese, says a news mes- 
sage, has been surrendered to the 
Acton Food Committee. As the cheese 
arrived in a state of collapse we can 
only suppose that it could hold out no 
longer. — 

* 

With reference to the inquiry as to 
what is a new-laid egg, the best plan 
seems to be that known as the Break- 
fast Table test. If the egg answers 
you back on being opened, it isn’t. 
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searches he was inclined to think that the introduction of 
a few “additional” numbers by Mr. Herman DarEwskI, a 
carefully-chosen chorus of Moorish maidens in yashmakgor 


mashyaks—it was immaterial which—and a final scene in 








TO A RAILWAY PORTER ON STRIKE. 
Sire, as a humble worm of that community 
On which you're pleased to set your sudden heel, 





t Permit me, of your grace, to ask impunity a fashionable restaurant, would result in the whole thi 
| While to your sense of fitness I appeal ; going with a bang from start to finish. He had commis. 
As you are and strong sioned Mr. Frep Tuompson to prepare an adaptation on 
if Be merciful if I am in the wrong. i 
ig ! i For years you've drawn an Armageddon bonus a theatre, he was aaa aroyes =—" : 


Of three-and-thirty shillings by the week; 


1 | While I in extra fares have borne the onus 


thece lines, and, though not yet actually in negotiation for | 
Asked if he could confirm his rumoured intention te 














i : i ft and meek ; produce Othello, Mr. Owen Nanes stated that he was taking 
i | iF es Mine acs's Pouce Tem a referendum of the ladies in his eo audiences, to 
HG : ‘ d still I pay. ascertain whether they would like to see him in a slightly 
if : or ave ag <a pam “4 eet ; saccharined version of that tragedy. “As long as sugar 
yj ‘ ’ : ‘3 continues to rationed,” Mr, c nued, ee 
t ‘ No less in spite of your superior nt te } to be rat 1 M NakEs ontinued, “I feel | 
4 a tf Which threw a doubt upon r- HIgRs 80 Eve, that I owe it to the play-going public to be as sweet as I | 
te | I used to oP gs every time @ tanner possibly can. As a preliminary measure I have commis- | 
‘fe it For any little help you deigned to give, sioned Mr. Frep THompson to look over the play in the | 
kg | Although your claim was nil, ar da © | 
; ; ga y : : original quarto. | 
a | . | Being, in fact, included in the bill. 0c | : E e : : 
it 1 | And now you strike to keep your war-time largess Mr. C. B, Cocuran, though immersed in the final arrange- | 
ie When prices to their normal state subside, ments for the forthcoming contest for the Fleaweight 
tt And I mast pay intolerable charges Championship between Bill Hopper of Balham (bolder of 
a i For licensed vehicles (last week I hied the Keating belt) and the “ Kid Killer” of Chicago, gave | 
he A few brief miles from town the following details of his next production at the Pavilion, 
oe : | And had to plank a full-sized Bradbury down). “To begin with,” said Mr. Cocuray, “I should like to make 
i ; i This heavy cost of transport when I cab it eo gn hea eee caption nary - —_ 
+a i | t b laced, contains nothing to which e: | 
in sndtas T theca © ving aiden tbahit, by a dramatic critic. Peg o’ My Heart is not in the same 
i” | ' Innocent, but involving needless waste; class for pure innocuousness. This matter has had my 
‘ai ; For choles f purposed to . personal attention, and as a final precautionary measure 
i | Forgo the luxury of tipping you Mr. Freep Taompson’s ‘book’ has undergone a rigorous 
ph th , 7 " ; oF scrutiny by Dr. F. B. Meyer. Indeed, the adaptation is 
a} ~~ aes ya ga abpping aaa — so intensely unsophisticated that a recent rehearsal ute 
he nto the palm of your protesting hand, 3 ne ing tl tbreak of an epidemic o 
mi I want a idieaead judgment, and to you it is a. eeapet cong Se ee 


yawning, which first attacked Mdile. Detysta and gradually 
spread through the entire company. Mdlle. Detysta, by 
the way, as a more than Moorish sultana, has the part of 
her life; and representatives of all the Sunday schools in 
the Metropolitan area are being invited to the first per- 
formances. 


I come whose word is law throughout the land; 
To you I look for light ; 
Kindly advise me whether I am right. 


SOME MOOR. 


O. 8. 














Othello threatens to become the popular play of the im- 
mediate future—in fact, if all the tentative plans now being 
considered are successfully launched, it is doubtful whether 
London contains enough theatres to house all the impend- 
ing versions of the masterpiece. ‘ 

Messrs. Anraur Bouscuier and Marueson Lana set the 
ball rolling by proposing to interchange the parts of Lago 
and Othello on alternate nights. Ever in the forefront of 
the dramatic battle, Mr. Oscar Ascue, finding the tawny 
complexion associated with Chu Chin Chow exceedingly 
becoming, announces his intention to Othellise in 1929 or 
at the conclusion of the run of Chu Chin Chow, whichever 
happens first. Determined to be in the swim, Mr. Ronerr 
LORAINE, as soon as Cyrano has completed his West End 
tour, will demobilise his nose and give his reading of the 
tragedy. Finally it has occurred to Mr. NetrLero.p that 


os 8 “a *K os 1 * 

Interviewed during one of the intervals arranged to 
enable the Alhamdrome audience to recover from its con- 
vulsions, Mr. Gzorce Rosey confessed that he regarded 
all his previous work, including his Special Constabling, 
merely as a stepping-stone to the realisation of his am- 
bition to play the part of Othello in his own theatre without 
funny clothes or comic eyebrows. “In the interludes of 
intensive poultry-keeping in my flat,” confided Mr. Roper, 
“T have studied the part inside and out, and when the 
time comes I fancy I shall be able to throw new limelight 
on the psychology of the gloomy dean—Dane—that 1s, 
Moor. Meanwhile I am in close consultation with Mr. Fnep 
THompson, and am keeping my eye on a suitable theatre. 
When it becomes available I shall be extremely adjacent. 


ims | Othello is just the thing to go down at the Scala. Mr. Frep THompson, who is responsible for the “ adapt- 
fl. : The productions mentioned above appear to be practi-| ation” of most of the original musical plays in being and 
it i cally inevitable, but there are in addition a number of inter- prospective, stated that he was so inundated with commis 
ait esting proposals of a slightly more nebulous character. | sions to prepare musical and other versions of Ut 
Rae | In the most disinterested manner those responsible have | that he had been compelled to open a special department | 


allowed themselves to be interviewed by the representa- 
tive of The Barnstormer, and in some cases have even 
volunteered a résumé of their proposals. 

Mr. Lest Henson stated that he had always cherished 
an ambition to Ham—Othello, and had made a close 
study of the “ " at school. As a result of his re- 


ty 4 : 
4 ae a 


to cope with the demand. Several of his regular lyri¢ 
writers had collapsed under the strain and were now 
undergoing treatment by a specialist, but he had been able 
to obtain a new consignment of recently demobilised | 
poets, and hoped to be able to deliver the goods without 

further delay. 


a eet 

















myer ener Tee 





























PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARL—Ocroner 8, 1919. 








i 
| 
ie 




















LHD) LTT) H oe q 





iad /)) | 


y, 
th 


2 
A U/ 
fae 


Vy 


THE DELIVERER. 


Locomotive (stationary through strike). “ONCE : 


—NO MORE!” 
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ABOARD THE LORRY AND THE GIRL IS MINE 
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THE GREAT ADVENTURE. 
AN INCIDENT OF THE STRIKE. 











THE BRAMBLECOMBE VOLUNTEERS. 


WHILE not aspiring to the rank of a 


| first-class railway, the line which runs 
| for thirteen miles between Wexmoor 


(on the G.S.W.E.R.) and the thriving 
port of Bramblecombe is (as the descrip- 
tive writers say) at once unrivalled and 
unique. 

The service on the Wex Valley Rail- 
way, though restricted, cannot be called 
irregular. For several decades its one 
train per day has never failed to run 
each way, wet or fine. Punctually at 
10.45 a.M. every morning the engine 
draws its three carriages out of Bram- 
_blecombe and trundles along to Wex- 
moor, arriving at or about noon. Bram- 
blecombians have frequently caught 
| the midday train to London by it. The 
| return journey is timed to begin at 3.40 
and end at 4.55. 

The railway strike came as a shock 
to the inhabitants of the Wex Valley. 
Many farmers who had relied for years 
on the passing of the down train to 
awaken them from their afternoon 

siesta overslept themselves for hours. 
| Fowls and ducks stood about, yawning 








: m BY’ Pe ROE 

in amazement at the tedious delay of | from Cambridge was first stoker, and 
the rushing monster that had never| Blacksmith Kiddell from W hipple- 
before failed to send them scurrying | combe Down acted as chief mechanic. 


home across the fields in time for tea. | For all the passengers from Bramble- 
That Bramblecombe and Wexmoor combe there was at least one ticket-in- 
should be deprived of their train ser-|spector apiece. Several tons of luggage 
vice was unthinkable. The shock to} could easily have been handled by the 
the Oldest Inhabitant might have} two-score porters, while the lines were 
disastrous results. Moreover, the| thick with signalmen, pointsmen and 
Prime MinisTer was appealing to the|shunters. Punctually at 10.45 by the 
country to cope with this national] station clock the Colonel let off a blast 
calamity. Should the Wex Valley fail| from the engine, the Rector blew his 
England in her hour of need? Never! dog- whistle in reply and waved his 
A hastily convened meeting in the | green handkerchief, the army of station- 
Parish Room on Sunday evening after| masters saw to it many times over that 
church unanimously carried a resolu-| the handle of every door was secure, 
tion that the Wex Valley service should | and a rousing cheer went up as the 
be maintained at all costs. An execu- | Wexmoor Flier steamed out of the 
tive was formed and more than enough | station. One or two pointsmen nat 
volunteers came forward as firemen, | rowly escaped amputation of their limbs, 
ticket-collectors, stationmasters, points-| but otherwise it was an extremely 
men and what not. gratifying start. , 
Early on Monday morning the Col- Owing to a slight misunderstanding 
onel stepped aboard the “Sir Redvers! between the Colonel and Farmer Hum- 
Buller” and took charge of the loco- | phrey, who had charge of the signal-box 
motive department. Retired some years} at Whipplecombe Halt, the gates. 
ago from the R. E., he still possesses a 'the level crossing presented a barrier 
vigour and skill which many a younger! against which the Wexmoor Flier 


man might envy. The Rector's son! scored an easy victory ; and the gallant 
ul 
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Colonel was in no way dismayed, a 
mile further on, by a little jar occa- 
sioned by a heifer being too preoccupied 
to distinguish between the up and 
down lines. What signals there were 
the Colonel ignored as doubtful of 
meaning, the farm hands operating 
them having initiated a system of 
semaphore which was as yet only in 
the experimental stage. The train 
overran three stations before Black- 
smith Riddell had grown accustomed 
to the brakes. In the endeavour to 
pull up at Whipplehampton, which lies 
on a slight gradient, they over-shot 
the mark by about four hundred yards, 
slid back half-a-mile, and finally at the 
third attempt came alongside the sta- 
tion platform. 

The Colonel and the Rector alighted 
to compare notes on the way things 
were. going. The Rector as guard 
thought they ought to have made better 
going: the best part of two hours for a 
journey of eight miles—by his watch he 
made the time to be 12.35—was a speed 
he suggested they might with safety 
exceed. The Colonel's natural choler 
was appeased by the discovery that his 
friend had forgotten to put his watch 
back an hour the night before. Bidding 





PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARIL. 305 





good-bye to the cheering populace of 
Whipplehampton, the Wexmoor Flier | 
resumed its journey up the line to the} 
tunnel that runs under the crest of| 
Whipplecombe Down. Perhaps the 
heavy autumn dew still lay on the rails, 
for no small difficulty was experienced | 
in surmounting the summit of the} 
gtadient. With a good deal of groaning | 
and creaking the .train slowly dis 
appeared into the tunnel. Then for 
nearly half-an-hour strange shrieks of 
machinery in pain, accompanied by 
huge belches of smoke, issued from the 
mouth of Whipple Tor Tunnel. The 
Colonel, like the ied Peter of Hamelin, 
had apparently carried off his followers 
to the mountain recesses of the Tor, 
and these were the fumes of consuming 
fires and the agonised screams of his 
victims. However, on the very stroke 
of 1 p.m. the Wexmoor Flier arrived at 














Jock. “AH KEN THAT A’ RICHT, SORR; 
MA GOODWILL! 





MAN, YOU SURELY HAVEN'T GOT ALL THIS MONEY TO LEAVE TO YOUR RELATIONS: 


| 


i= 











Officer (engaged in drawing up a will for Jock, about to go overseas). “ BUT, HANG IT, 


on 


BUT AH JUST WANT TAE IMPRESS THEM WI’ 











its destination amid general rejoicing 


| believe, intends at a later date to charge 


and the mutual congratulation of its | them with travelling, not on duty, when 


voluntary officials. 

Thus during the early days of the 
strike the people of the Wex Valley 
were the proud possessors of one of the 
few regular train services in Great 
Britain. All who wish may travel free 
and without distinction of class, though 
a general preference is shown for the 
firsts. Even the permanent railway 
officials at present on strike are per- 
mitted to travel to and fro like ordinary 
passengers: But Lawyer Quilpen, who 
acts as Deputy District Inspector, has 


kept a list of their journeys, and, we 





| not in possession of a ticket. He says 
\it is immaterial whether tickets were 

obtainable or not. This gives some 
indication of the gay and careless spirit 
which has gone so far towards making 
our voluntary effort the success that 
it 18. 








“Once more the country is threatened with 
a big national stoppage of labour. This time 
the pistol is being held at the heads of the 
State by the railway Goliath.”—Daily Paper. 
But we are confident that our Davip 
will not be disconcerted by GoLiaTu’s 
new weapon. 





The Lady-Kuiller. 

‘ Persone Haitep py CHeerine Crry. 

Along the Parkway, school children hurled 
roses in his path, Two school girls presented 
him with a large bouquet of roses, ‘God bless 
you, my children, and thank you,” he said as 
he killed both girls."'"—Philadelphia Bulletin. 

“A Duke, who does not wish his name 
mentioned, is also driving a motor lorry, 
and masticating sandwiches with his grimy 
hands.”— Yorkshire Paper. 
Perhaps when the anonymous Duke 
has practised a little longer, and can 
masticate sandwiches like a member of 
the Trade Unions, he may reveal. his 
identity. 
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OUR INVINCIBLE NAVY. 
Tue Catt or tar WILD. 
Anyone whose lawful occasions took 
him to the port of Lerwick in the days 
when Fritz was a sailor will support 
iny statement that it was not a resort 
calculated to gladden the heart of your 
mere pleasure-seeker, It had its limit- 
ations in that direction, Nevertheless 
it possessed one great institution. 
When you went ashore at Lerwick 
after a ten days’ patrol you might find 
exercise in sealing the streets of the 
town, dodging hastily into doorways to 
avoid passing vehicles ; you might pur- 
chase picture post-cards of the Town 
Hall chobiipephed at midnight, or, if 


you were really out to sow wild oats, 





you might squander 
your pay on a string of 
salted herrings; you 
might even bite your 
thumb at a Naval po- 
liceman, ‘These were 
diversions to be fol- 
lowed as the tastes of 
the individual or the 
humour of the moment 


might dictate. But 
whether you were a 
Senior Skipper with 


gold on your sleeve, or 
only a cook's mate on 
« harbour dredger, in- 
evitably before the de- 
parture of the last lib- 
erty boat you made 
your way to McCuddy’s, 
It was the only fitting 
climax to the night's 
entertainment. 

At MeCuddy's they 
gave you « large and stipe 
steaming hot cup of coffee, together 
with a sterling = One of ham and eggs, 
glorious 








with intoxicating 


| frizzly odours that brought the colour 
| to your cheeks, aud all for the ridiculous 


| 
sum of sevenpence., 





It was wonderful. 
| dream of the smell of that ham still, 

It was here that I first met Cuth- 
bertson. We sat opposite to each other 
at a little table in a corner, stirring our 
coffee and regarding our eggs and ham 
with shining eyes, He was the first to 
speak. 

* This,” he said slowly and emphati- 
cally, “is the goods,” 

We were sworn brothers from that 
hour. 

We were working on the Norwegian 
convoy at the time, and had both 
reached that stage in the career of every 
citizen-sailor when the glamour that 
overhangs naval warfare was beginning 
to dissipate a little. The gilt, as you 
might say, was off the ship’s-biscuit. 
While fully sensible of the grandeur of 





\ 


our national tradition we could not 
quite smother a feeling of sneaking envy 
for the Swiss. We both felt that after 
all there was something to be said in 
favour of their geographical limitations, 

‘“ When once this war is over,” said 
Cuthbertson on one occasion, “if ever 
it is over, | shall bid a fond but very 
firm farewell to the rude imperious 
surge. The robins shall nest in my 
sou wester, I shall sink my sea-boots 
full fathom five, beat my oilskin into a 
gardening apron and my jack-knife into 
& rose-pruner and seek out some se- 
cluded inland spot where my first care 
will be to forget which end of a ship is 
for’ard and which is aft.” 

“And I shall be with you,” I said 





simply. 





ree 
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the direct co-operation of Cuthbertson; 
whereupon the Senior Service decided 
to try and muddle along as best it 
could without my further assistance, 


* oy 

Under the severe pressure of peace 
routine I had almost forgotten the ex. 
istence of Cuthbertson until one day I 
came across his address scribbled on 
the back ofan ancient weather-beaten 
envelope. I looked him up at once, 
He is a solicitor in civilian life, and I 
found him at his office toiling painfully 
in the midst of formidable legal docu. 
ments that reminded me uncomfortably 
of income-tax. It was hard to recog: 
nise in the person of this imposing but 
harassed professional man the old 
rebellious filibustering Cuthbertson of 








“Yrs, 


“WILFRED HAS CRASHED IN A SHELL-HOLE.” 


“Mammal” MY CHILD.” 


We met periodically at MeCuddy's 
to bewail the comfortless lot of them 
that go down to the sea in trawlers, 
particularly those of the Norwegian 
convoy. When we foregathered for the 
last time before I was due to sail for a 
distant base we exchanged addresses 
and pledged ourselves in a cup of coffee 
to seek each other out when the mantle 
of Newson should have finally fallen 
from us. 

“ If ever we do meet in less turbulent 
days,” said Cuthbertson, “ we'll forget 
this unfortunate phase in our careers. 
I have the very deepest respect for the 
Navy as a fighting force and a weapon 
of Imperial defence, but as a mode of 
life I must confess I find it exceedingly 
trying. To speak plainly it bores me. 
Do I carry you with me in this ?"’ 

“ You do,’ I replied with emotion. 

Next day my trawler departed for 
fresh fields of activity, where in due 
time we succeeded in bringing the War 





to a triumphant conclusion without 








; the Norwegian convoy. 

When the first exuber- 
lances of our reunion 
| were over we retired to 
lunch, 

“ Different from Me- 
Cuddy’s, this,”’ I said 
encouragingly. 

“Yes,” assented 
Cuthbertson, his eye on 
the tariff. ‘Somehow I 
seem to have lost the 
remarkable food-lust | 
used to have in those 
days.” 

“The North Sea cer- 
tainly had its points,” 
L ventured. 


“ Lord, yes,” said 
Cuthbertson eagerly; 
“sive me the Navy 


every time if you're 
after the pure joie de 
vivre. Do you remember 
ie mee the old Norwegian ¢on- 
voy, and that Commander at the Patrol 
Office with the voice guaranteed to 
shatter a plate at fifteen yards?” 

We proceeded to exchange remin- 
iscences greedily, 

“Do you know what I mean to do?” 
exclaimed Cuthbertson at length, when 
we had so far worked ourselves up that 
he was waving his soup-plate gracefully 
to and fro after the fashion of diners 
endeavouring to counteract the motions 
of a trawler in a rough sea, and I had 
more than once hailed the waiter with 
“Ahoy, cooky.” “1 mean to charter & 
bit of a yacht next year and haveacruise 
round the old haunts. | suppose you 
wouldn't care to ship with me?” 

‘‘ Nothing better,” I eried. 

“I'm afraid it won't be as jolly as it 
used to be,” he said regretfully ; “ there'll 
be no U-boats for one thing. And we 
shall miss the rich naval flavour.” 

“ We may run across a couple 
drifting mines to bring a bit of the a 











mosphere back,” I suggested hopefully. 
-— — — - —_—_—_— 
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Mr. CHarrMan, 1 nisi ORDEI 
CHAIRMAN OF THE Prorrrererine Tru 
1 “i ! YERSRELP BRIX MONTHS Wirttoud 
Cuthbertson shook his head sorro' 
fully. “I fear we shall never be able 
to recapture the first fine carel 


rapture of hearing a full-blown deep-sea 
ishing skipper gently 
trimmer tor spilling parafin in the tea 


; 
! 


chiding Lhe 


| Rare pleasures of this sort 
lose their delicate charm the second 
time, 

| tried to cheer him by talking of 
McCuddy’s and the pr spect of har 
and eggs and coffee fox sevenpence but 


it was not till we were leaving that | 


| cahughta glimpse of the re al Cuthbertson 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
} 
| 





of old 
commissionaire, portly and dignified, in 
&® gorgeous uniform of blue and gold 
As soon as he saw him Cuthbert 
face lit up with pleasure. 

“By Jove, the very man ’ heexclaimed 
joyfully. “We'll hire him for the trip 


it'll be as good as sailing aboard an 


By the door stood a magnificent 


ons 


Admiral's flag ship.” 

In his delight at the prospect hae 
squared his shoulders and with head 
and eyes turned smartly to the right 
marched out, favouring the 
door keeper with a faultles ly 
Naval salute. 


startled 


executed 





[ue Mopern Version: Strike while 
the Iron 's cold, 
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Y« nel CHAIRMAN OF THE Districr CouNCcIL GIVER YOU NO MANNER O° RIGHT TO RI 
! UMAN NATURE 'B 'UMAN NATURE, AND YOU BRIN’ A GROCKR "LL NEVER ‘AVE THE NERVE 
1 ‘ N ’ 
rupted ime, ‘J promised Teddy I'd 


HOW THE STRIKE STRIKES ANNE. I find out and tell him isn't 


j you 8e0 Tt 


Anne finished folding up with careful | a very big boy and he doesn't quite 
fingers the minute silken flag whieh | understand ‘(here she lowered her voice 
for » long Jad adorned the front of | that she might not wound Teddy's ten 
her doll’s hotise, lider susceptibilities); “but he thinks 


“Now that peace is over [ shall/ it's just like the War, aud he's been 
Nurse where she's put| drilling all the morning ready to go and 
the doll’s house,” | tight. 


have to ask 
the dark blinds for 


he remarked with a tiny sigh. | ‘ You can tell him I hope there won't 
But the Lighting Order isn’t in| be any fighting,” 1 said; “it's only that 
foree again. What do you want the} the railway trains aren't running pro 


| perly, and it won't be easy for people 
there won't be much 


blinds for?” | asked 
Won't they our|to get things; 
lights again, then?” she asked in sur-| milk for the poor babies most likely ”’ 


prise. * What about air-raids?” | (* They can have mine,"’ put in Anne 
} 


dar| 


make us shade 


‘But there won't be any air-raids,” | stoutly), “and it will be difficult to get 
to places and that sort of thing,” | con- 


I assured het “ There isn't a war on 
| here now, you know.’ cluded rather vaguely. 
Anne ponder d this statement for a) “Oh,” Anne in a 
oment. ‘ What ¢s it, then? she | convineed voice, “then there won't be 
asked. “We've got to have ration 
books again, and I'd just frowed away | practise nursing?” 
Teddy's and Dolly Dumps’s, so I shall | I seemed to cateh just a hint of dis- 
have to make them some new ones, and | appointment in her voice. 
Nurse says next week we shan't have| “ No, they won't want nursing cer- 
any cakes with sugar on the top and no| tainly,” I said; “and it really isn't 
It's just like the War. lmuch like the War, though it seems 
rather like it just at first, | know.” 
| « Well, you see,’ “'Tisn't zactly like Peace either, 
the strike, and is it? 
“What is the strike?” Anne inter-|Teddy as well as I ean.’ 


said rather un 


currant buns. 
| What is it really?” 
“a explained, “it's 


any poor wounded either? So I needn't | 


‘said Anne; “but 1 ‘ll esplain to 
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NEW FIGHTS FOR OLD. 


No longer is it possible for the fiction- 
| writer to enliven his flagging tale with 
a good round bout of fisticuffs, recorded 
in plain yea-and-nay English. No 
longer does it suffice for him to write 
that “ Brown struck Williams a right- 
hand blow.’ He must bear in mind 
| that four out of five of his readers have 
| an almost morbidly intimate knowledge 
of the technique and argot of pugilism, 
' and specify whether the blow in point 
was a lead, hook, jab, jolt, swing or 
| upper-cut. 
The following up-to-date version of a 
| celebrated fiction-fight is offered by 
way of illustration :— 


In tHe Ruacpy Riva. 


At the sound of the gong both 
| principals skipped to the centre of the 

arena and proceeded to mix it in no 
| niggard fashion. Kach man led savagely 
and repeatedly, without deigning to 
| stop or to block, apparently expecting 
to hand out the K.O, without loss of 
time. Neither realised his ambition, it 
is true, but a number of straight lefts 
got home on either headpiece, and there 
were indications that the contest would 
not go the full course. On points it 
| was the Slogger’s round, 

“For heaven's sake, Tommy, keep 
out!” implored East, as he towelled the 
School-house Hope during the interval. 

| ‘* Don't try to counter him —come right 
Keint if you like, but let hom 


back. 
lead.” 

The carillon for resumption found 

both men fresh and with an unchanged 
foreign policy. 
“There he goes, in-fighting again,” 
groaned Kast, as Brown once more took 
| his merchandise for sale within the 
prohibited area. He dumped two dan- 
gerous left jabs» and endeavoured to 
re-embark with dues unpaid, but the 
| Slogger was too quick for him, shaking 
his man with a clever right hook as he 
retreated. A brisk rally ensued, in 
which Tom's imports largely exceeded 
his exports, and he was at last put 
down for a count of eight by a nicely 
| timed right swing to the occiput. 
| Prices now favoured Thompson's Slog- 
ger by 2 to 1 (t. and o.) 

During the recess Brown under- 
went some badly needed sponge-work 
at the bands of his chief second. 

“Tommy,” observed the latter, “this 
may be funny, but it ain't fighting. 
He'll put you out in five minutes if 
you don’t slip him. Come back, I tell 
you. If there isn’t time, side-step, 
duck—-anything but go in as you're 
going. Make him lead to you, but 
| don’t try to cross-counter yet-—wait till 


he blows and then drop it in on the 








solar plexus. We'll look after the 
point later on.” 

Third round. This was mainly a 
strategic retreat on the part of Brown, 
who seemed at last to realise the 
wisdom of his henchman’s advice and 
was taking full advantage of the twenty- 
four foot enclosure. Mr. Groove, a 
familiar ring-side figure, was heard 
to remark that he had not witnessed 
such masterly footwork since the days 
of Cuarvire Mirene ct. Finally Williams 
halted, pending repairs to bellows, 
whereupon a jubilant seream arose from 
the School-house Citadel. 

“ Now, Tom,” sang out East, “ what 
I said,” 

Brown was the fence in a 
twinkling, lying close to his man and 
jolting strongly with right and left over 
the heart. Williams covered up to 
avoid further unpleasantness, but no 
sooner was the embargo raised than 
Brown whistled home again with a 


inside 


a 
lo] 


couple of genuine rib-roasters. The 
Slogger seemed annoyed. He now 


rushed, but Brown side-stepped neatly, 
leaving his opponent to come harm- 
lessly to earth in a neutral corner. 
Betting: 2 to 1 against the Slogger. 
(Offered by Mr. Groove. Declined by 
Mr. Rattle.) 

The succeeding round was the least 
dramatic of the fight, the School-house 
Hope working round and round for an 
opening, while the Slogger propped him 
off with his long left. Brown was now 
displaying a marked facial puffiness 
and was bleeding at the tooth-box ; 
while the Pride of Thompson's showed 
several purple patches in the vicinity 
of the mark, 

During the next session® Brown was 
cautioned for holding, but the objection 
was ruled out by young Mr. brooke, 
the Referee, on the grounds that the 
contest was being decided under P.R, 
rules. Shortly afterwards, a vicious 
right upper-cut from the Slogger having 
failed to connect, the round ended in a 
clinch. 

Krom this point forward the School- 
house Hope, finding that his fraternal 
embraces involved no risk of losing on 
a foul, presented the ring with a superb 
exhibition in the Greco- Berkshire style, 
repeatedly throwing his man and falling 
on him, And so the battle dragged on 
to the end, which came none too soon. 
Dr. T. Arnold (Headmaster) appeared, 
whereupon everybody except young 
Mr. Brooke left Big Side in a hurry. 

A poor inconclusive contest. In the 
absence of a stake and sidestakes 
to say nothing of proper organisation 
beforehand—this is hardly to be won- 
dered at; but if Tom Brown wishes 
to claim the welter-weight champion- 
ship of Rugby School | suggest that 
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he must meet the Slogger again under 
the following conditions : 

(1) Queensberry Rules. 

(2) Meeting to be held at Olympia, 
Holborn Stadium, the Albert Hall, or 
some other recognised temple of the 
fancy; and 

(3) Mr. Evorne Corer to replace 
young Mr. Brooke as Referee. 

For exclusive special interview with 
both principals, see appendix at end of 
chapter. 








THE SEA TROUT. 
(Western Highlands.) 
Tue stag to the hill 
And the bee to the clover, 
The kite to his kill 
And the maid to her lover, 
The bard to his dreams 
And the scribe to his cunning 
But I to the streams 
Where the sea-trout are running, 
The streams of the South 
Flow in green meadow places ; 
You open your mouth 
And breathe in the soft graces ; 





Their brown trout are wise } 
And take time to consider, 
And you stalk every rise 
Like a hart 1 Balquidder, 


In the North the streams flow 
With the peat running through them, 
And the gods long ago 
Have hurled granite into them ; 
The sea-trout’s a flash 
Silver sudden as laughter, 
And he comes with a smash 
And considers it after. 
At forty yards fair 
Off the reel he'll deliver 
A leap in the air 
And a roll on the river, 
And the issue's in doubt 
Till the net's underneath him, 
And he dies a sea-trout— 
Better bay could I wreathe him? 





The loveliest—oh 

For a music that I lack 
Io sing you his snow 

And his silver and lilac! 
The wildest, the best 

And the bravest of fishes, 
And, however he's dressed, 

The most dainty of dishes 
tag to the bill 

And the bee to the clover, 
The hawk to his kill 

And, a hundred times over, 
My heart to the “ brew” 

In brown pools and romantic, 
And the trout running through 

Off the tides of Atlantic. 





Ferdie, the Freak 
“Fox or BaLkans HAs a Nest Koa.” 
Headline in Canadian Paper. 
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THE HEARTY FELLOW. 
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| HOW ARK you? By Jove, THAT'S A FUNNY THING - COULD HAVE SWORN YOU Wnt 
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DISTRESSING POSITION OF 


A FLEET STREET PRACTICE. 


I mer him last August at a restaurant 
in Fleet Street. He was making an 
excellent lunch and looked opulent. 

In spite of this | took a fancy to the 
| man; somehow he looked like one who 
| has taken his chances in the world. 
I sympathised, too, with his glance of 
| amused contempt at a sallow youth at 
| the same table, who in his zeal for the 
horse-breeding industry was scanning 
the early evening paper for possible 
winners. The sallow youth made a 
note of two “naps’ and departed, 
looking miserably optimistic. 

This fleeting vision of the gay world 
of Sport led to a disjointed conversa- 
tion between the stranger and myself. 
Finally we got on to cricket. Here he 
became very interesting, and he evi- 
dently loved the game. He had a 
slight Northern accent and was, I 
think, unduly prejudiced in favour of 
Yorkshire. | ordered another cup of 
coffee and told him a few things about 
Kent. 

| was just beginning to impress him, 
I think, when a man passed us on his 
way out and said, “Good morning, 
Doctor.” 

The stranger nodded in reply and 
then began about Himsr. As he was 
Speaking my second cup of coffee 
arrived. 





RAILWAY STRIKER WHOSE 
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SON, 
HIS TRAIN, 


“| suppose this is bad for one in the 
middle of the day?” I said as I took it. 

A look pain—almost a 
spasin—came over his face at once. 

‘For heaven's sake don’t talk about 
that,” he said abruptly, and then began 
to ask me about Woo.nwtgy. 

* But,” T said, “1 thought, as a doc- 
tor, you would be interested in questions 
of diet.” 

“Tl hate them,” he replied fiercely. 
He took a gulp of coffee and then leant 
across the table and said, ‘Do you know 
who I am?” , 

I hate riddles and I thought of saying 


of intense 


* Yes’ and leaving him, but he gave 
me no time, 
“Tl am the well-known West-end 


physician who grants interviews to 
correspondents of the evening papers. 
Now you know,” and he sat back in 
his chair as though the worst was over. 

“Great Heavens,” I said, “so you 
are actually the man who advises peo 
ple to wear lighter clothes during a heat 
wave?” 

“Tam that man,” he replied; “I may 
also mention that during a cold snap 
I strongly advise them to wear warmer 
clothes. I also point out that it is not 
wise for a man of ninety to try to walk 
as far and fast as his grandsons. As 
for diet, hardly a week passes but I 
warn a special correspondent against 
lobster mayonnaise,” 





BEING SULKY, REFUSES TO TAKE 














HOME 


* Do you find it hard work?” L asked 
after a pause. 

“ Rather wearing,” he replied; “ with 
Fleet Street as a sort of consulting- 
room and my thousands of anxious 
patients waiting for advice, | am kept 
pretty constantly at it. Of course | 
play the game. An unscrupulous man 
might make a fortune out of 1b.” 

“How?” I inquired with natural 
curiosity, 

“ Well,” he said in a reflective tone, 
‘suppose that I, with my huge prac- 
tice, were to write strongly urging 
people of all ages to live on suet pud- 
dings during foggy weather; I could 
then go up to the City and buy suet 
pudding shares for all I am worth. 
When the fog came I should sell out 
at the top of the market,” 

At that moment a boy came in—it 
was just after two o'clock —and handed 
him a 6°30 edition. We looked it over 
together; but there was no interesting 
news. Then with a groan he pointed 
to the “Stop-press”’ column. The 
heading ran: “Old lady collapses 
while bathing—gallant rescue by & 
boatman.” 

“Tam sorry to leave you,” said the 
West-end physician, “but I must ge 
at once and warn my elderly patients 
that they must be careful about bathing. 
I shall probably add a little advice for 


young bathers too, Good-bye.” 
-_ _ ut sttescccrcasccsi an 
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THE HOHENZOLLERN TOUCH. 


» Plymouth speech), “WE WANT THE EARTH AND 


Presipent or tae N.U.R. (recalling his 
ALL THAT THEREIN IS!” 
Mr. J, H. Tuomas, “1S THAT ‘DEFINITIVE,’ CRAMP? THAT'S WHAT TUE KAISER SAID 


IN 1914. I SHOULD LEAVE A LITTLE BIT FOR THE COMMUNITY.” 
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Perfect Stranger. “1 vHink THE NAVY'S ABSOI KLY PRICELESS THEY POUGHT, THEY PUMPED OUT THE COAL-MINES, AND NOW 
I SEF THEY'RE CARRYING LETTERS AND PARCELS WHAT'LL YOU DO NEXT?” 
Seaman Gunner, “THe 'OUSING PROBL! ‘Aven'’ you 'KARD? IN THREEK WEEKS WE'RE BRINGING A CARGO OF READY-MADI 
MUD ‘UTS FROM ZULULAND.” 
because if created an awful fear that he | bappy to be roused from my sleep by 
’ " natal . P, p é 
LIFES LITTLE COMPENSATIONS. | rmight goso far as to marry the girl and | my old railway friends shunting. There 


Once life was a series o! petty annoy-!|leave us face to face with the dreadful 
| loathed the postinan’s knock 
heralding as it did the arrival of letter | And now! 
Which had to be answered. I hated the} We h 
dustman, who usually arrived about | months back, and to-day I rejoice when 
6 a.m. and by loud discussions of the| I am awakened by a rolling of rubbish 
day's betting forecasts ruined my beauty | tins and a hoarse but genial voice say- 
sleep. The railways too—how I longe l} ‘You may take my tip or leave it, 
| for the blood of the demons who began| but Little \ ic’s a dead cert for the 
They are the 


more, 


anes } 
ances, servant problem once 


id a strike of the dustmen a few 


neo 
Ing, 


ee yA 
shunting at two in the morning on the | 3.30. working—bless 


line neal my house. The yodel of the line fellows! 


milkman was a torture to me. I re-| The milkman’'s yodel is an entrancing 


; monstrated with him once about his | melody to-day. I do loathe and abomi 
| practice of “ Milk-ho-ing"’ when all] nate condensed milk. A delightful rat 


tat from the postman cheers me, for it 
ishows that a mail has got through. 
Happiness comes to me when I hear the 
butcher and the baker at the side-door. 


What matters a little friendly flirtation 


| decent people were in bed, and he 
Seemed to regard me as a poor being 
with no sense of melody. He continued 


and even aggravated his yodel. Then 
whe n I had settled to work in the morn 
| ing there were the constant ringings 
| ofthe tradesmen. I could hear the loud 
| laugh of the butcher as he flirted with 
one or other of the maidservants at the 
side-door—most distressing not only as| posed of putty. 

& crude and objectionable noise, but! I only need one thing to be perfectly 

7. 


if we are provisioned for another day‘ 
I remember the awful week when the 


bakers were on strike and our home 


grown staff of life was apparently com 
» * 








was a peculiarly squeaky clank that 
ran along a line of shunted trucks which 
I miss sadly. If they knew how their 
music Was appreciated ] ain sure they 
would return, 

* What is it, Jane? 

“The curate, Sir. He does not want 
to interrupt you at your work, but he 
is just calling for your subscription to 
the Boys’ Brigade,” 

I feel that I should have more re 
spect for the clergy who have far 
better reason for striking than any 
other section of the community—ilthey 
only had the pluck to down cloth and 
intimidate the public with the threat: 
‘Not a subscription invited, not a col- 
lection made, till we get a living wage.” 








lhe taxicab and motor-car piled with lng 
gage remain a familiar London sight It 
more surprising to encounter in the heart of 
London men and women carrying bags and 
parcels and obvious strangera,’’— Times 
Very surprising for the strangers, we 





should think. 
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A LETTER TO THE BACK-BLOCKS. 


Dear Ginerr,—Very many thanks 


| for your cheery epistle with the account 


of the Hornblower obsequies. It must 
have been a jolly affair—the mourners’ 
hurdle race afterwards, I mean. 

As for myself I continue with my 


| discovery of England. I am at the sea 





side, but as I do not care for shrimping 
in a top-hat I have shunned the fashion- 
able resorts and am at present camped 
in a tiny fishing village which clings to 
the flanks of the Cornish cliffs like a 
nest of limpets to a rock. 

Here leaps ashore the full south- 
west, heavy-winged with the scents of 
brine, sea-weed and pilchards. Drifts 
of sea-pinks and sea-holly mist the 
cliffs and dunes with frail colour. 

Black seine-boats lie among the 
houses, poking their curved snouts in 
at the windows to sniff your breakfast 
rasher and a non-stop orchestra of wind 
and wave renders Wagnerian selections 
throughout all meals. 

The native housewives dump their 
rubbish on their door-steps and punc- 
tually, twice a day, the Atlantic rolls 
up and carts it away. 

Punctually, twice a day, as the tide re- 
cedes, the loeal drake, Francis, marches 
his harem of ducks across the wide 
stretch of sands to high-water-mark, to 
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MONSCHUS FOND OF THIS YER PAINTIN’, BUT THEY'VE GROWED OUT OF IT.” 


provider the sea has coughed up, ready 
to dispute @ oulrance with the gulls the 
possession of any particularly tooth 
some morsel. To the beach also on hot 
afternoons come the local kine, flatten- 
ing out the children’s trench systems 
and paddling with the best of us- 
which, now | come to think of it, may 
account for the salt in the butter. 


(tethered on the cliff-side), blare dis- 


The men-folk of the place arise at 
four o'clock in the morning and row 
out to see whether any crabs or lobsters 
have been foolish enough to tumble 


day they spend either propping up the 
Lifeboat House or paddling visitors out 
to the pollack grounds. This is en- 
thralling sport. 

The visitor reclines on the bottom of 
the boat among a jumble of rusty 
ballast, sea-weed, bait and fish-hooks, 
praying earnestly for death, while the 
mariner (who is paid by the hour) dis- 
courses pleasantly on the perils of the 
deep and dangles the strings. 

I have not done this myself; I have 
seen too many robust visitors suffer 
dreadful sea-change; moreover I have 





In thick weather the fog-horns of | 
passing ships, and the village donkeys | 


consolately at one another all night} 
long. 


into their booby-traps. The rest of the | 





j 











scanty faith in the string-dangling sys 
tem of fishing. It seems to me to 
depend far too much on the gullibility 
of the quarry. For me the Mills bomb. 
You grasp the grenade in your right 
hand, extract the pin with your left, 
and heave. If there is a fish (or fishes) 
anywhere in the neighbourhood you ‘ve 
got it (or them). 

The whole affair is settled one way 
or another in ten seconds. The method 
is simple, quick, clean and effective, 
and to my mind infinitely preferable to 
jockeying a bucking dinghy over & 
ground-swell, your lunch butting at the 
“barrier of the lips,” the joie de tire 
gone from you, waiting till the village 
idiot of the deep chances along and | 
gets his silly self firmly entangled in | 
your bit of barbed wire. is, 
"However, the fish-blasting season is 
over, they tell me. It is not being done 
any more in these days of Peace. It is | 
string-dangling or nothing now. | 

Yesterday morning as I lay in my) 
warm bed listening to the teeth of the | 
early bathers chattering on the beach | 
(a favourite diversion of mine) 1 heard 
the voice of the Philosopher uplifted | 
towards my window. Wrapping my: | 
self in the eider-down I leaned out and | 
inquired what his trouble was. Me) 
waved a large bundle of twine at me | 
and said his family had sent him out to | 
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Daughter (to father, who is having s d alty in ling her bicycle). “ Haven’? ve 
YOu 'RE NOT TRYING.” 


fish. He would like me to come and! You seratch for them with an iron hook 
watch him do it. When I was ready Any in 
I would find him at the far end of the! shore dweller can experience all the 
beach. ensations of this sport by walking up 
I bombed Albert Kdward out of be d und aown a ploug! ( d field, bent double, 
with wet-sponges, breakfasted and set | feeling 
out for the rendez-vous. We found the! At the end of an hour we had scratched 
Philosopher sitting with his back to a/| an acre or so of sand and had secured a 
rock, a pocket chess-board on his knees, | lance and a half between us. 
working out a problem. He welcomed The Philosopher not having provided 
us warmly, told us where we would|us with anything to carry them in, 
find the gear and advised us to get a| Albert Edward dropped the catch into 
move on before the tide turned. | his trouser pocket and we returned to 
Albert Edward inspected the col | headquarters. It took us some time to 
lection of oddities that the Philosopher | draw the Philosopher's attention away 
had assembled and scratched his head.|from the affairs of a queen and a 
“TI say, what about bait?” he inquired. | bishop. 
The Philosopher looked at him over} “How many have you got ?” he 
bis spectacles and tut-tutted. ‘ Dear | inquired. 
me! Isn't there any bait? Then I'm Albert Edward felt in his trouser 
afraid we shall have to get some,” pocket and his face went blank ; all too 
Albert Edward agreed ; he was afraid | late he remembered the hole in it. 
we should. He picked up a couple of| “ Well, not any, as yet.” 
lance-hooks, tossed one to me and we} The Philosopher shook his head. 
started work, “I'm afraid that 's hardly enough,” he 
For the benefit of the uninitiated I| sighed. 
will explain that lances are small ee! Albert Edward agreed ; he was afraid 


about eighteen inches long. 


for worms with a crochet-needle. 

















like critters which inhabit the wet sand. | it hardly wasn't. 


VELL ta eA 


u Finisnep yer? On, pappy! pen'r say 


“IT fear we shall have to try again,” 
said the Philosopher. ** Most annoying 
after all our labour—still, there are 
thirty hooks to be baited,” His nose 
dre oped over his problem again, like a 
tufter’s on a cold scent, and Albert 
Edward and I took up our seratchers 
and went at it once more. 

At the end of an hour and a half we 
had ploughed another acre of sands, with 
the net result of four lances, which 
were assigned to my trouser pocket 
this time. Albert Edward paused in his 
labours to straighten out the kinks in 
his spine. “Good fun, isn't it?” he 
remarked. “I can hear my vertebra 
click every time I move.” 

We sank down on the sands and lit 
cigarettes. 

The Demon-Twins (aged twelve 
years and twelve years and fifteen 
minutes) padded up and regarded us 
curiously. 

“What are you doing?” 
manded together. 

 Blackberrying,” said Albert Edward 
shortly. 

“ Don't you believe him, my sons; he 


they de- 
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| lies to you,” said I; “we're birds’- 
| nesting.” 

| «Funny,aren’t you?” sneered Twelve. 
| “] know what it is,” shrilled Twelve- 
| fifteen; “ you're laneing, and you're 
| stuffy because you can’t catch any.” 
|“ Fat-heads {” said Twelve. 

| “Chumps!” said Twelve - fifteen. 
| They padded off, giggling derisively. 

| Albert Edward sniffed. “I adore 
| children, don't you? Like little rays of 
| sunshine. Hello, here’s the mermaid.” 

The Sea-lady paddled towards us, 
kicking the surf about with pink toes 
and looking very rosy and cheerful.” 

“Don’t you find it rather damp 
sitting there ?”’ she called. 

“ Not half so damp as standing up 
sorting through tons of sand with a 
tooth. pick,” said I. 

‘** Tf fifty fools with fifty hooks should scratch 
from two till cight, 

Do you believe,’ the Walrus said, ‘ they'd 

scratch up any bait?’ 
‘I don’t think,’ sobbed the Carpenter, barely 
articulate.”’ 


” 


“ How sweet!” cooed the Mermaid. 
“Do you write the mottoesin crackers?” 
Albert Edward grunted. “ He does 
—also the directions on mouse-traps. 


| By the way your charming little 
| brothers have just passed along.” 


The Mermaid nodded. “I know. 


They ‘ve been lancing all the morning. 


Look.”” She displayed a tomato tin 


| brimming with the nasty little brutes. 


“Good Lord, how do you do it?” 
Albert Edward exclaimed, and there- 


| upon dilated on our heroic labours, the 


unsporting behaviour of the quarry, 


| and the trouble the Philosopher would 


get into with his family if he arrived 
home fishless. The cruel girl was not 
in the least moved by our intense 
sufferings, but at the mention of the 
Philosopher she softened all over. 

“ Poor darling,” she crooned, “what 
ashame! Here, take these.” Impul- 
sively she thrust the tomato tin upon 


| me. 


‘ But—but won't the Twins object ?” 


| I demurred. 


“And what if they'do? You don’t 
think I’m frightened of those little 
brats, do you?” 

“I don’t know about you,” said I, 
“but not a few strong men on this 
beach—myself included—turn pale at 
the mere sight of them.” 

“You ought to be ashamed of your- 
selves then,” she scorned. “Two big 
brawny brutes like you! Anyhow, give 
these to the Philosopher with my love.” 
She waved her hand and paddled home 
to lunch—fortunate girl ! 

We found the Philosopher lying be- 
hind his rock, bound hand and foot. 
We asked him what he thought he was 
doing—imitating Hovupm, the Hand- 











Cuff King, or practising the Indian 
rope trick? He explained that he was 
unravelling the spiller line, but was 
under the suspicion that he had made 
a mistake somewhere. He would be 
much obliged if we would remove a 
hook from his pectoral tissues. There 
were numerous others embedded in 
various portions of his anatomy which 
were not quite so excruciatingly pain- 
ful and which, he had no doubt, he 
could bear with. 

We drew out our pocket-knives and 
by 2.30 p.m. he was a free man and had 
returned to his chess problem. By 3.45 
Albert Edward and I had got the severed 
line tied together again and the hooks 





ALL THE WINNERS! } 





THE RULING PASSION, 


knotted on once more. By 4.10 they 
were baited. By 4.30 we had the spiller 
laid out along the sands ready for the 
fast in-coming surf to cover it, and 
reported as much to the Philosopher, 
who was masticating the paper wrapper 
in mistake for the cheese sandwich it 
contained and perusing a racy little 
“Treatise on the Synchronous Vibra- 
tions of the Soul.” He promised to 
keep a watchful eye on the line and 
advised us to trot home, as it must be 
getting on for lunch-time, he thought. 
As we sped up the boat-slip we 
passed the Demon-Twins; they were 
crouched among some crab-pots staring 
out to sea with the wide innocent eyes 
of childhood. : 
“Don’t altogether like the look of 
those little perishers,” said Albert Ed- 


ward. “It struck me they were con- 
cealing something from us behind g 
pot.” 

I nodded. “ They 're out after blood, 
and I’ve got an idea it’s ours they 
want, They won't like losing their 
lances.” 

“Oh, well, I don’t care; I'm not 
really frightened of them. Are you?” 

“ N—o, not really,”’ said I. . 

At about seven o’ciock we returned 
to draw the spiller. We found most of 
the visitor population, summoned by 
some mysterious agency, on the beach 
awaiting the miraculous draught. 

The Philosopher was still behind his 
rock, still absorbed in“ The Synchronous 
Vibrations of the Soul,” completely ob- 
livious to the babbling crowd about 
him. A whale might have come along 
}and taken him and the spiller into its 
| belly without his being aware that any- 
thing untoward had occurred. 

We pulled on the line. Several will- 
ing hands sprang to our assistance. The 
first hook came ashore. It was bare— 
bare even of bait. The second was 
stripped also. Likewise the third and 
fourth, the fifth and the sixth, and so 
on even to the twenty-ninth. 

Not a single fish dangled on a single 
hook; not a single lance remained. 
Albert Edward looked at me. I looked 
at Albert Edward and nodded. 

People began to titter. ‘‘One more 
pull,” shouted a helper. ‘ There must 
be something on the last hook, it’s so 
heavy.” 

We brought the last hook ashore 
with a run, and the helper was right— 
there was something on it. People 
laughed outright this time. 

‘‘ Dear me,” purred the voice of the 
Philosopher in my ear. ‘A dead cat! 
I wonder how it got there?” 

“Do you?” said Albert Edward 
dryly, his gaze resting on two small 
figures sitting near by on a sand-dune 
staring out to sea with the wide inno- 
cent eyes of childhood. ‘Do you? I 
think I have an idea.”’ 


Ever thy PATLANDER, 





Do you know my friends that stay 
Always with me, night and day? 
These two legs of mine are they. 


If a fat man I should be, ; 
These two friends no more I'd see, 
They 'd be hidden under me. 


So, while they are still in sight, 
I shall say to them at night: 
* Weary left leg, weary right, 


“ Thanks for every race you ve run 
With the wind and with the sun, 
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Pygmalion, “ THs, MY DEAR, Is 


PyGGY DARLING! ARE YOU BEGINNING 


“On, 


Galatea 


EPIGRAMS FROM A NEO-GREEK ANTHOLOGY. 
LeEADERSHIP. 
Gazogenes, the leader of the Reds, 
Adjured his followers to keep thi 
Whereat some answered, by their doubts impelled, 
“We'll keep our Heads, but not if they are swelled. 
Tue Terrors or Art 
Painter, your portraits make you ju 
Forecasting traits that have not yet 
So, when you limned Hyperbolus, they say 
Two fees he readily agreed to pay 
One for the picture, one for the condition 
It never should be placed on exhibition. 


nea is; 


stly feared, 


appeared ; 


Or PROFITEERS. 
Six years ago a huckster lank and lean, 
jut now a Prince (to judge him by his mien), 
See how Banausus, treating us like toads, 
Rolls roystering along the crowded roads. 
Yet who will envy traders who succeed 
In wringing riches from their country’s need ? 
Beggars, on horseback set, ride to the devil; 
The Profiteer speeds to a lower level. 
Or WIZARDS. 
Two Celtic Wizards, eminent of late, 
Wrestled to gain the mastery of the State; 
Meanwhile, belaboured by conflicting blizzards, 
Plain folk desired deliverance from Wizards. 





: Another Sex-Problem. 
Underneath a picture :— 
“On the peaceful clifis of Cornwall new motor-cycles are presumably 
rare. The cow, being of an inquiring turn of-mind, wonders what 
has come to disturb his solitude.” —Datiy Paper. 
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EVER DONE. 








THE ILLUSION COMFORTING, 

ONcE upon a time—and a very discontented unsettled 
time at that—there was a hill with a wood on the top of 
it through which the wind used to rush and roar, and, as 
the hill was steep and some little distance from the town, 
not many people found their way there. But one morning 
the woodman, who was sawing logs from one of the trunks 

for this was a time when a man who had a saw was 
almost as lucky as a man who had a bicycle—was astonished 
to see a number of men climbing the hill; not countrymen, 
but very obviously townsmen, for they wore black coats, 
and carried small leather cases or bags and newspapers, 
and not a few had top hats. 

They ascended the hill at a great pace, each singly 
and each now and then looking at his watch; but when 
they got to the top they stood all together among the 
trees waiting as if in some suspense. 

Now and then one would say something; but another, 
who seemed to be the leader, would hold up his hand and 
make a silencing sound. 

The woodman, being curious about this invasion of his 
solitude, was about to inquire of the leader as to the reason 
for it, when a gust of wind began to stir the forest, increasing 
in volume with each moment, and, as they heard it, a look 
of ineffable joy, not unmarked by a certain wistful melan- 
choly, illumined the faces of the crowd. 

«“ What is it?” the perplexed woodman asked. 

“What is it?” cried the ecstatic leader. “Can't you 
hear the wind?” 

“Of course I can hear the wind,” said the woodman. 
“ But what of it? Why does it cause you such happiness 
mixed with regret?” 

“ Because,” replied the leader, “ it makes a noise exactly 
like the 8.53—the dear old vanished 8.53 to town.” 
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AT THE PLAY. 
“ REPARATION.” 
| Tuere were obvious reasons why 
| Mr, Henry Arniey should be attracted 
_ tothepart of Fedya (Totsroy’s “ Living 
| Corpse”’), but clearness of motive could 
hardly have been one of them ; for his 
| character and the springs of his actions 
were always much too obscure to hold 
our sympathies. Fedyais an habitual 
| drunkard, and on his own admission 
la thoroughly bad egg; but, while he 
| deserts an adoring wife in favour of a 
gipsy, we are not to be misled by the 
spectacle of his amorous embraces 
into supposing that his relations with 
the girl (ber unfortunate name is 
| Masha) are anything worse than Plat- 
onic. He is good enough to bear his 
wife no ill-will for being deserted by 
him; indeed he would be quite glad to 


| see her comfortably married to an old 


admirer for whom he has a great re- 
gard; but when it comes to a question 
of divorce this besotted creature, guilty 
of every offence except the technical 
sin of infidelity, finds his sense of 
honour too nice to allow him to tell the 


_ necessary lie which would set his wife 
| free. 


Nobody in the audience believes for 
a moment in the sincerity of so fine a 
distinction, and nobody is sorry (except 
at the thought of losing Mr. A1nLEy) 
when J’edya is seen making arrange- 
ments for suicide as the only form of 
“reparation.” It does not come off, 
however—he is too much of a coward ; 
besides, it is far too early in the play. 
Instead he takes means to appear to 
be drowned, and so starts a new career 
as a living corpse. 

You might suppose that he would 
not be content with growing a beard 
for disguise, but would disappear alto- 
gether ; on the contrary, he apparently 
remains in the neighbourhood of his for- 
mer wife, now happily remarried; and 
eventually in a moment of drunken 
expansion gives the whole thing away 
during the course of a doss-house con- 
fidence. He is overheard by a black- 
mailer and is arrested by the police, 
together with the wife, who is charged 


| with bigamy. In the end he recurs to 


his original idea of suicide, and, though 


_ well aware that it comes too late to 
_ affect the charge of bigamy, he commits 


that anticlimax, 

We live in gloomy days, and I was 
not greatly surprised, last week, that 
more people had not faced a walk home 
to the suburbs for joy of the good 
cheer offered at the St. James's Theatre. 
For myself (living within easy walking 
distance) I had no fault to find with 
the sombre and sordid atmosphere of 





the whole business; I could easily have 





borne much worse things (though the 
flat tones of the singing gipsy-girl tried 
me hard) for the sake of Mr. AInLEyY’s 
acting in the doss-house scene, and the 
gracious charm of Miss Marion Terry ; 
but the obscurity of Fedya’s motives 
and standard of honour (to say nothing 
of his wife's affections which I could 
never properly localise) left my head 
exhausted and my heart untouched. I 
don’t blame anybody, but it is always 
unsatisfactory when you don’t care 
twopence what happens to your hero 
and heroine. 

It was a pity that the promise of the 
first scene was not fulfilled. It had a 
quiet air of Insen and aroused no ap 
prehension of the melodramatic devel- 
opments that were to follow. I drew 
high hopes from that scene, based not 
only on the attractive appearance and 
manner of Miss Meaoirr ALBANESI (as 
Fedya’s sister-in-law), but also on the 
samovar, which gave me confidence that 
the milieu was true Russian. Not 
that I question the rest of the local 
colour, though I was never quite con- 
vinced by the gipsy lover, who seemed 
to me to lack the seductive arts of her 
kind. But then, as I have hinted, her 
relations with edya were not accord- 
ing to convention. 

That clever actress, Miss ATHENE 
SrYLeR, was not well suited in the 
part of the wife; but Mr. lon Swintey, 
as the second husband, gave a very 
firm and solid performance; Mr. Orno 
STUART, as a prince and a general com 
forter, showed a suave decorum; and 
the Bohemian histrionicsof Mr. CLaupr 
Rains came near at times to dispersing 
the ambient gloom. But I doubt if even 
the gifts of Mr. Aintey (whose return | 
is extremely welcome) will serve to 
carry off a play whose interest is so 
remote in its appeal to the general 
sympathy and understanding. O. 8. 








The Day of Rubber. 


For centuries a tropic plant, 

Obscure and insignificant, 

Common to both worlds, West and 
Kast, 

I did no good to man or beast. 

Yet now my rich and viscous juice, 

Turned to a locomotive use, 

Has lent the rigid chariot wheel 

The limber movements of the eel, 

And oils that kindle and explode 

Have made me Monarch of the Road. 





The wonders of nature, as described 
in two articles in The Chronicle: 
“THINGS SEEN, 
Aw Ecno.” 
“THINGS HEARD. 
Tue Carcass,” 











ORATORY AT THE ZOO, 


ApEQUATE criticism is a great satis. 
faction ; but how rarely one meets with 
it, I have read my share of leading 
articles on the Upheaval; I have heard 
more than my share of remarks upon 
it—in the street, in the home, in the 
bus; but for the best general comment- 
ary | had to go to Regent's Park and 
to a speaker of foreign extraction. He 
gives no suggestion of culture; he pro- 
bably never wrote a word in his life; 
but you should hear him on the Strike! 

I found him in that portion of the 
park which is railed off and entered 
through turnstiles and where a stratum 
of rocks suddenly breaks through the 
earth and rises to a height unusual in 
London. Here I walked near and far, 
I could, had I liked, have ridden in a 
four-in-hatd drawn by llamas or upon 
the backs of elephants or camels, but I 
preferred the new and popular means of 
locomotion. One thing that very soon 
struck me both with astonishment and 
regret was the number of empty resi- 
dences. We have heard so much about 
the congested state of London, but I 
can assure you that in the Zoo there 
are too many rooms to let. 

But all this is beside the mark ; what 
I want to tell you is that in one of the 
cages under the raised terrace dwells— 
with too few neighbours—a swarthy 
observer of life who is known as Ursus | 
Americanus. He is in the second cage | 
on the south side from the west end, 
where the great open bear-pit is, now 
the home of Billy. Talking is the great 
accomplishment of Ursus Americanus 

he is the only talking bear in the 
Zoo—and, as I stood by the barrier in 
front of him, he lifted up his voice and 
began. At first I was uncertain as to 
the theme of his jeremiad, and then 
gradually I realised thatit was the Strike. 
Never was a subject so handled—the 
inopportuneness of it, the folly of it, the 
failure of it, the wickedness of it, the 
pathos of it. Every aspect drew forth 
the mot juste—or to be exact the m- 
flexion juste; he ran through the whole 
gamut: surprise, anger, despair, disdain 
and grief. But you must go to hear 
him—Ursus Americanus, in the second 
cage from the west end on the south 
side, not only the sole talking bear in 
the Zoo, but the sole bear with sound 
social and political views. 

One word more. You must take a 
piece of very hard biscuit or crust with 
you, for that is his solvent of speech. 
With soft food he is merely moody and 
mute, 

“ Nice tramwaymen are on strike.” 


Daily Paper. 





| Try again. This doesn’t mean what 








you thought it did the first time. 
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Refined Liitle Girl. “You know, Lucy, I'v1 


ONLY ONE 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE., 
(By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

Poor Relations (SeckER) reveals a ew side to the art of 
Mr. Compron Mackenziz. Realism we have had, and 
; romantic graces; here is the lightest of light comedy, 
| dancing on the edge of (and occasionally slipping into) farce. 
| The idea of it is simplicity itself. Take a prosperous 
| dramatist, with pockets full of royalties, son of a family 
| surely the most horribly greedy in fiction—and watch them 
devour him. Because the plot, save for the slight and 
rather obviously foreordained love-affair of John and his 
lady secretary, keeps rigidly to this one plan, I will not say 
that even all Mr. Mackenzte’s dexterity preserves it from 
some effect of sameness. In other words these T’ouchwoods 
do strike me as a long time over their meal. Also I was 
haunted by the problem of how John, human, humorous, 
and almost incredibly long-suffering, came to be surrounded 
by such a crew of cannibals. This said, however, my 
carping is atanend. If beauty as such holds no place in 
Mr. Mackenzixz’s present scheme, his command of the vivid 
phrase is as arresting as ever. Thus on the first page we 
are introduced to Jokn amid a crowd of passengers leaving 





away in the fresh Atlantic breezes.”’ Later again we get 
the hero condemned to a detestable dinner in Carlington 
Road (not without wistfulness did I find myself on such 
historic ground !) and reflecting critically on an interior of 
“ pink lampshades and brass gongs” -surely West Ken- 





FAULT TO FIND WITH OUR PIGS. 


New York by liner, and hoping silently that “ the sense of | 
being inprisoned in a decaying hot-w ater-bottle would pass | 


THEY WILL GRUNT WITH THEIR MOUTHS FULL.” 





sington in a phrase! To sum up, abook in my jealous eyes 
not wholly worthy of a writer whom I should like (rather 
unreasonably) to confine to bigger work, but one that will 
at least provide the maiden of bashful fifteen with the 
unusual treat of reading Mr. Mackenzim aloud to an 
unperturbed grandparent. 


In so far as Mr. Sracy Aumontrer wrote The Querrils 
(Meriuven) with a propagandist purpose, I suppose his 
object: was to reveal the dangers of family life for the young. 
| You detect already a new doctrine, one not unprovocative 
of thought. Broadly stated, one might call it the peril of 
over-protection. To illustrate his theme the author takes 
a family of the ultra-cohesive type, gently nurtured, whose 
rather too comfortable nest was hedged about with every 
kind of sanction, and lined throughout with a snug down 
of mutual esteem. The Querrils (surely a needlessly awk- 
ward name) owned the kind of home in which photographs 
| accurnulate, and Victorian furniture is preserved for associa- 
| tion; where the cat is tacitly not supposed to torment dear 
little birds, and the natural instincts—for “ natural” read 
“ predatory "—are for the most part conveniently ignored. 
Into this gentle company Mr. Aumonter proceeds to hurl 
a bomb of horror, of ignominy and unspeakable disgrace, 
and says in effect, ‘‘ Watch how they take it.” I will not 
tell you the precise nature of the catastrophe, beyond saying 
that its mechanism hardly carries full conviction: I doubt 
very much for one thing whether any jury would have 
found Peter guilty of the offence into which he is trapped. 
That of course is, however, a minor point. Mr. AUMONIER 
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| his kind; in his encounter with | 


| nevertoo impressive, brokedown 
altogether when he said to his 
| secretary, 


| neighbourhood of a million; I 
| may speak frankly then, as one 
| of an insignificant minority. She 
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is more concerned with his Querrils, shattered at first by 
the blow, then gradually closing their family ranks again, 
till time and the War (from the first I felt that the War 
would catch them before the end) bring final separation. 
Not a cheerful story, sometimes a trifle too long-winded, 
but undeniably original and sincere. 

I should like to re-name The City of Palms (Hurcutn- 
son) with the title “The Undefinable Something.” The 
unknown element was for ever appearing, whether as some- 
thing mysterious in the aspect of the desert, or something 
strange in the expression of the minor characters, or as 
something else within the heroine, Sylvia Rocke, forbidding 
her to accept a cigarette, as on page 81, or willing her to 


$$. 


tania converted from a pacifist into an activist. Mr. 
Sinciair’s suggestion is that this was quite a common 
third degree procedure. I take leave, in the interests of 
Anglo-American friendship, to doubt it, and to mention it 
as characteristic of the author’s zealous method. But how 
came Jimmie to be tortured at all? Well, having been 
transferred, after behaving in a very gallant and unexpected 
manner, from the French to the Russian front, he found 
himself up against his old friends the Bolshevists, and 
began fervently and indiscreetly to preach the dark creed 
to his fellows. That was asking for it, no doubt. But 
Jimmie kept his end up till his torturers broke his reason 
and he died a martyr to the best that was in his creed, 





The book—Jimmie Higgins (HutcHtnson)—puts the case 





stop where she was, as onj 
page 152. This last “some- 
thing” was unduly busy. By 
the premonitions it afferded, 
though Sylvia profited little, the 
reader was forced to anticipate 
events long before they arrived. 
Miss Katanyn Ruopes evi- 
dently, and rightly, prides her- 
self on the wealth of local colour 
in her detail; for me the correct- 
ness of the small particulars is 
lost in the inaccuracy of the 
general impression, Jtissik, the 
blackmailing Turk, may be fault- 
less in every item of his dress, 
language and deportment, but 
he is of the German-Jew type 
and has nothing of the true 
Oriental about him. Nor did 
Sir Denzil, ex-diplomat, suggest 


his blackmailer he was proved 
a simpleton, and his manner, 


“Eliot, you're a 
sport.” I gather from the ad- 
vertisement that the author's 
enthusiastic readers are in the 


made no appeal to me in this 
instance. I was not stirred by 


the swift glances, which began| ™4V® Al THE BoYs CALLING 


OF ANY WOMAN.” 








Father. “ AREN'T YOU GOING TO WEAR THE NICE RED TIE 
YOUR AUNTIE GAVE you?” 

Bobby. “No.” 

Father. “But WHAT EVER WILL SHE THINK OF you?” 

Bobby. “Wet, 1 You MUST KNOW, I’M NOT GOING TO 


for entering the War from the 
point of view of an interna- 
tional pacifist and is valuable 
as a sincere and, as it were, 
reluctant contribution to the 
literature of resistance. 

I suggest that on the tablets 
of your memory you put an 
| asterisk against Monster's Mis- 
| tress (STANLEY Pavt), to remind 
;you, against the coming of 
| Christmas, that this is the right 
| present to give a nice, unsophis- 
ticated, dog-loving girl. Monster 
(dog) and Dodo (small boy) share 
the honours of Miss Everett 
GREEN'S story, and they are an 
engaging couple even if now 
and then their performances put 
something of a strain on one’s 
credulity. Among the grown- 
ups I give first place to Naney 
Blake, a middle-aged spinster, 
who wore thick boots and adored 
hens, and whose unconvention- 
ality was good for her genteel 
relations. The diet provided 
here by Miss Green may not 
be exactly stimulating, but, like 
NEBUCHADNEZZAR’s food in the | 
famous couplet, it is wholesome. 





Mr. A. A. Miutye's First 
Plays (Cuatro anv WrnDvs), 


ME ‘ BoLSHY' FOR THE SAKE | jn eludes Wurzel-Flummery, 








passing on the first pages, by the 
significant expressions which flitted across features, by the 
words which froze on speakers’ lips and by the suffusions, 
in rapid succession, of sudden pallor, complete whiteness 
and hot crimson, accompanying what was, after all, an 
ordinary proposal of marriage made in the most normal 
and favourable circumstances, And when one of her 
leading and most robust male characters was labelled “an 
amiable youth,” I was thoroughly antagonised by this 
patronising attitude to a very deserving sex. 

Mr. Upton Sincratr is one of those writers who is more 
interested in his thesis than in his characters, and perhaps 
too much concerned about his cause to be altogether just 
to other points of view or even to records of fact. So you 
will do wisely to take a little salt with (for instance) his 
description of unspeakable tortures inflicted by an American 
sergeant, who had been a police officer, on his hero, Jimmie 
Higgins, a little, wild, Socialist mechanic whom the Lusi- 





Belinda, The Boy Comes Home, 
The Lucky One and The Red Feather, of which the first 
three have been performed. Mr. Punch, loyal to the self- 
denying covenant which he has drawn up for the conduet 
of his Booking Office, forgoes the pleasure of saying how 
much he admires this work of one of his young men. 





“DOCKS CHOKED WITH BACON.” 
Birmingham Paper. 


We too have been choked with this American stuff. 





A Game that Two Can Play. 

“But I want the Government to recognise the game they an 
playing. They have thrown down the gauntlet, which may g0 off as 
boomerang. I ask the trade union movement to accept the challenge. 

Mr. Tuomas at the Albert Hall. 


In which case it is clearly the duty of the Government to 











pulverise the smouldering flood of sedition with a stiff 
upper lip. 
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“Old Moore” in his Almanack for 
next year prophesies a change of affairs 
in Russia. This is very satists uctory, for 
anything that happens to Russia is 
bound to be an improvement. 

+ 

There is no truth in the report that 
the Royal Commission on Awards to 
Inventors has allocated the sum of 

| £23 7s. 10d. to a newspaper proprietor 
| who claims to have invented Mr. W1y- 
| sTon CHURCHILL, 





We are glad to learn that a certain 


| South Coast railway has now resumed | 


| normal conditions and trains are once 
with their usual u 


| again running n 
| punetuality. * x 


We have no desire tof, 
fan the flames of jealousy, | oe = 
but it was remarkable that | : 


‘ — rc 
on the day Mr. Sminuin | ~17)~ 
|said he was coming to} 


London the railway strike | 
ended, 


“ Surgical instruments,” 

| says a news item, “are to} 
be brought within the 
scope of the Profiteering | 
Act.” The exorbitant | 
prices charged by eminent 
surgeons for forceps, clini 
eal thermometers and 
other instruments assimi- 
lated by patients in the} 
course of an operation have 
always been one of the 


| scandals of the profession.| _ Ca/erp 
WE Dip! !” 


=x 
Billingsgate fish porters are demand 
ing a pound a day wages. The Chair- 


| man of the markets says he has never | 


heard anything like it. 


CHARLIE aeseiatie popularity is as 


| great in Russia as elsewhere, says a 
| returned traveller. CHARLIE, we under- 
stand, has had several letters from 


| Perer THE PaintEr urging him to come 
ito Moscow and do something 
| battered brains in it. 
| - 
“ England,” says The Daily Mail, 
| “will not see the last of its land girl 
| wh 1en the potatoes have be en harvested.” 
| Anyhow it seems that the Board of 
Agriculture has decided to sack the 
| potatoes first. 
* 
“ Are long engagements wise ?”’ 
| Tit-bits. We have certainly iaaial of 
| Cases where they have led to marriage. 


| 
|} A plumber called as a witness told! ans. 


| & magistrate that he declined to assist 


_. 
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CHARIVARIA. | - policeman when called upon to do so, Asked if he could | tell w hether certain 


|! eeing a decent job the good. fellow 
j mat turally wanted to fetch his mate. 
| 
| The Law Officers of the Crown have 
discovered that the Home Rule Act 
| comes into forceo n the di ay that Turkey 
| signs the Peace Treaty. ‘The news has 
| caused considerable excitement in the 
Near East. e% 

* 

A secondhand clothes dealer of Shore- 
| ditch has been fined for selling cheese 
}at sixpence a pound which was unfit 

human consumption. He pleaded 
| that the price was reduced because the 
moth had got in it. 


Sinn Feiners in Dublin have held a 
[éte to provide a bed in a local hospital. 
No special arrangsments appear to be 


Tae —t — 
| Cons ROYAL 
WARDS 
i Oo 
ee TORS 











ALMANTS. 
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; 
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TANK 


jether). 


rwoO 


and Tortoise GAVE THEM 


1 ordel to keep the gil ift fully 


necessary it 


employed. al 


* 
| According to an evening paper an 
| ex-Government official is now in charge 
of an important fire station in London. 


It is expected that shopkeepers whose 
| fires are now about due will be obliged 
ito fill in a form before same can be 


oned. 


| officially sa 
Many novelties are on show at the 
Shoe and Leather Fair, and much inter- 
| estis being takenin a notableexhibitcon 
s | sisting of a pair of boots made of leather. 
| * * 
- young prisoner charged with wan- 
dering was described as having the 
r brain of a Cabinet Minister. The “kind- 
d magistrate expresse d the hope 
might grow out of it. 


h one 
that he 
of motorists,” says the 
Ilford Coroner, “is to avoid pedestri- 
The idea, even if novel, is one 
that might be given a trial. 









liquid was Government ale, a policeman 
in a Coventry licensing case admitted 
he could not. He considered, however, 
that it looked dangerously like it. 

. * 


* 

The alarming report from Scotland 
that a parrot had developed rabies has 
proved to be incorrect. The bird, it 
appears, was merely endeavouring to 
imitate the bag-pipes. 


We regret to learn that the Isle of 
Wight railway guard who during the 
strike was given a lift by the driver of 
a passing donkey-cart, is still in hos- 
pital suffering from the effects of un- 
usual speed, 





Three thousand five hundred barrels 
of American rye whisky have been 
— landed at the West India 
Dock. The report that a 
\few mouthfuls of it will 
| drown the taste of Ameri- 
can bacon must be taken | 
| with reserve. 


To serve an estate of 
| small holdings in the West 
| Riding of Yorkshire alight 
railway has been author 
ised by the Board of Agri 
culture. It is to be known 
|as the Twope any Tuber. 


LF 


A dog fancier, writing 
to a weekly paper, claims 
to have the longest dachis- 
hund in England, It is 
said that you can step on 
ts tail in Purley and the 
animal will bite you in 


Croydon, 


“CONDITION OF THE ROADS, i 
WHERE TO DRIVE WITH CARE.” 
Daily Paper. 
Everywhere, one would hope. 








Condescension. 

‘An Address on the Destruction of Agricul 

tural Pests, with special reference to Rats, will 

be given by Capt F.R.G.S. (the famous 
Traveller and Big-Game Hunter).’’ 


A friendly young person named Florrie | 
Said she ‘d drive me to town in a lorry; 
But her zeal and goodwill 
Much exceeded her skill, 

And we ended our drive in a quarry. 


‘*Special prizes were also awarded to the 
junior members for the best specimen fish in 
the following classes 


Name Winner. Weight. 
Minnow, EF. Henshall, junr., 3jlbs. 
Dace, G. MacElkenny, junr., loz. 13 drs. 
Gudgeon, J. Knobbs, junr., loz. 4}drs."’ 





Congratulations to Master HensHat., | 
on having hooked a Triton among the | 
Minnows. | 
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DIDYMUS OF THE N.U.R. 
A CHaracter SKETCH. 

I nave not the advantage of a personal acquaintance 
with Didymus, but the events of the last few weeks, during 
whieh he has been obtruded upon the public vision with a 
prominence which must have been very painful to so 
retiring a nature, have thrown his personality into sharp 
relief; and from the evidence of his own statements and 
actions, and the conclusions they invite, one is enabled to 
realise a character almost unique in its clarity and 
consistency. : 

Fundamentally a man of moderation, Didymus desires to 
be known as an Apostle of Peace. He is never to be seen 
without an olive-branch in one hand, whatever lethal 
weapon he may be brandishing in the other. ‘The day on 
whieh he and his friends declared a strike that had been 
engineered with a forethought worthy of the German High 
Command and a secrecy that would not have disgraced our 
own Intelligence Department was the saddest day in his 
life. The seventh day of his failure to shake the courage 
of the community was perhaps sadder still. 

It ig to his eredit that be had been so absorbed in the 
advocacy of Peace that, although he represented a body of 
men of whom not much more than sixty per cent. had stayed 
at home during the affair with Germany, he appears to have 
forgotten altogether about the War and the lessons in 
rapid organisation which the Government had learned in 
the course of if. 

A passionate enthusiast for Law and Order, he protested 
vehemently against the statement in The Times that the 
strike threatened the nation with bloodshed; yet he ad- 
mitted, when it was all over, that the country had been 
within an ace of civil war. This only proves that he is 
too honest a man to hold to an opinion when it no longer 
serves his purpose. 

Risen from the ranks of Labour, and himself, in earlier 
days, a working man, he recognises that the wealth of the 
country is largely in the hands of the first or second gener- 
ation of men who have risen from the same ranks. Hence 
his sympathy with Capital as coming within the legitimate 
aspirations of Labour. 

Other Labour leaders may confine the term Labour to 
the class that is engaged in certain forms of manual exer- 
tion; but Didymus is too broad-minded for that. He is 
well aware of the existence of myriads and myriads of other 
workers—struggling clerks, typists, shop-girls—who have 
never had their wages doubled to meet the rise of prices, 
and would be happy with half the earnings of a locomotive 
driver. No one knows better than he that it was this class 
—and not the rich, whom it searcely affected—that suffered 
most by the strike which he promoted; and the thought 
was anguish to him. 

Ever devoted to the cause of co-operation as between 
Capital and Labour, Didymus is confident that this great 
end can best be achieved by indirect methods which permit 
a temporary obscuration of the facts. This explains why 
his strikers were allowed to imagine that they were fighting 
for dear life against a body of bloated Capitalists in the 
persons of Shareholders who had nothing whatever to do 
with the dispute, and belong for the most part to a class 
of society with incomes not exceeding his own. The view 
that the end justifies the means is often, as in his case, 
found to be consistent with the possession of a very sensitive 
conscience. 

a is a true citizen, though he may be a railway- 
man first and a Labour-man second. But if his country 
has only third place in his heart, it is a very good third. 
No patriot is more concerned about production; none was 








more distressed by the knowledge that a general railway 
strike (apart from the incidental expense of it, chargeable to 
the community) was likely to arrest the process of national 
revival, dislocate every industry except that of the agitator 
and bring the State to the very verge of bankruptey, It 
then, he elected to set the immediate claims of 4 class 
against the future welfare of the nation, it is clear that the 
motives which actuated him must have been very lofty and 
of a strangely compelling force. 

It may be that the strike has gone far to alienate the 
growing sympathies of the public and to set back the fulfil- 
ment of the hopes of Labour some twenty years, but that 
is not the fault of Didymus. It is due to a misunderstanding 
of his motives, insidiously fostered by the falsehoods eman- 
ating from the environs of his friend the Prime Muvisrer, 
In the cause of Truth, for which he has a confirmed regard, 
Didymus is prepared to expose those falsehoods. And for 
this purpose he is happy in enjoying the gift of fluent 
speech. Gentle or menacing, as the occasion demands, 
his style has of late, through close association with the 
President of the N.U.R., become perhaps a little cramped, 
but it is still persuasive. He greatly prefers arguments 
to threats. This trait indeed is very characteristic of him. 
He probably has more power in his little finger than any 
man extant to-day. Thanks to the terrific potentialities of 
the machinery which he controls (for Didymus disclaims 
all personal credit for his power) he has but to apply that 
little finger to a button —and keep it there—to throw the 
entire nation into a state of paralysis. But, if he has a 
giant's strength, he declines to use it like a giant. Time 
after time, he assures us, he refused the offer of a general 
strike of all the Unions: he was determined not to utilise 
this deadly instrument unless he really wanted it. 

Of a most accommodating disposition, the friendships of 
Didymus are marked by a rare catholicity, and he would be 
hard put to it to say which he loves best, the Government 
or the Extremists of his own party. His tenderness of 
heart is such that he would not willingly injure a beetle; 
but when it came to a question of dealing a knock-out 
blow to the nation or risking the loss of his job he had to | 
be firm. Didymus would do anything rather than sacrifice | 
his power for good. Such a temperament wins affection | 
in turn, and he is greatly beloved by those whose wages he | 
gets raised. The higher he gets them raised the greater | 
becomes his popularity. This system is known as “the | 
sliding scale,” and everybody must sympathise with his| 
natural anxiety that it should only slide one way. 

Finally Didymus bears his defeat (if I may use $0) 
abrupt a word) with the same perfect self-restraint whieh | 
he exhibited while organising the attempted starvation of | 
the community; and in his modest way he is content to) 
regard it as tantamont to a triumph. 

P.S.—One further and very touching revelation of the | 
man’s character. Even as I write, a deputation of the Par- | 
liamentary Committee of the Trades Union Congress (of 
which he is an ornament) is closeted with the Prue M:Nis- | 
TER, urging that the mines should be placed under the control 
of a» Government already exhausted with controlling the | 
railways. Didymus is not there. He is taking a rest, and | 
giving the Government a chance. This shows a generous | 
and forgiving nature. 0.5. | 








. ' 

“ A simpler, but not so accurate, explanation is that, whereas in full | 
compression the work done in compressing the charge (if a charge | 
existed) is regained by that compressed charge forcing the piston down | 
with a reduced ‘compression,’ the compressed charge has lost ite com | 
pression at the top of the stroke.”—Froma letter in ‘‘ Motor Opt 


Even now we seem to detect a certain lack of lucidity, 


probably due to over-compression. 
- — nT oe 
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PARADISE REGAINED. 


BACK TO THE NORMAL AFTER THE STRIKE 


an Ray olds 





@ man who lived at Croydon had| the Home Staff sent frequent reminders 

A TRACEDY OF THE TELEPHONE. |managed to get a telephone, by sheer;at breakfast: ‘* Reference my M.G. 
‘TELEPHONE ?”’ said the man in the | persistence, after about a month. | (Meaning Glance) 746.97 of the 15th 
District Contract Office incredulously.| Now it is the invariable rule amongst | ult. | note that the telephone has not 
_* You want a telephone put into your | good men and true that if a woman] yet been installed. Please treat tiis 


‘ 
new flat? How long bave you got it | looks into your eyes with a glance full} matter as urgent—or I shall eat your 
“e ? Three years ; is that all ? ‘We ll, | of meaning, and tells you somebody | butter ration while you are out.” 


I'll take your order if you like, but—— | else’s hush: snd has been able to do some - | Spurred on to renewed effort I sought 


| 
} : 
\re you thinking of renewing your | thing which h you have not accomplished, | out, with considerable misgivings, the 
lease ? it has simply got to be done. ichief oflice, the very fountain-head of 
It was in April, in the early haleyeon | Through May and June I remained | supplies. My old British warm went 


days of demobilisation and before the] in n 1y treaches, merely carrying on de-| with me in case I should come across 
horrors wrouglit by the War had really | sultory paper warfare, small raids to! an odd instrument lying about tl e place. 
been brought home to me, that I had|see if the same enemy was still in oc-| “ You see,’ said the kindly authority 
the temerity to demand a telephone on |cupation, harassing fire with a light | to whom I was finally punted, “even | 


no other pretext than that | wanted |type- writer and occasional five page | myself am doing gwithoutone.” Thisim 
one and was prepared to pay for it. bombardments with one of heavy y calibre | presse 1 me no wore than if I had h ard 
“Do you see that?” continued the! on suspected tender spots. lof a doctor who refused to take his own 
local officer, pointing proudly to an The answers were inexorable when medicine. Resolutely I indie ated the 
enormous pile of MSS. about the size | they came, which was not often. There! telephone direc tory. Eighty per cent. 
iofa year's output of Cuaries Garvicr. | ws as not room on the whole tel phone | of thes e people, I said, had bee »n allowed 
| “That's this week’s list of people who | system for another syllable. Moreover, | to play with the telephone all during 
| want telephones. And that’s names they gave me to understand that if they | the War: seventy-nine per cent. had 


only, mark you; we keep the addresses | risked another subscriber the whole complained. My patience, on the other 
in another office; it makes more of | of the telephonic conversation of the} hand, was inexhaustible. They could 
a system keeping the addresses separ-| country would inevitably coalesce, and | give me the wro ng number every ime, 


| atel y, you know.’ be the words run into one another in|instead of every other time, if they | 
There the matter might lave ended | one stupendous con: glomeration. liked. I would be satisfied if they 
had not my wife heard from a friend of} Petritied by the prospect of such a} would let me have an instrument and | 
| a friend (who was a friend of another | national calamity I should have given | make it buzz a little at times. 
| friend who heard about it first) that!in lad not the administrative side of! “It's a question of switchboards,” 
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he said; “there isn’t room on the ex 
change.” 

I disclaimed all preference for any 
oneexchange. Couldn't they find room 
on another? Couldn't they give me 
a trunk line only, say a far-off plac 
like Cardiff, so that once on the line 
I could get a through conne ction back 
tothe City? A great bitterness over 


concession. What about the profiteer 
who had about seventeen? Couldn't 
I be allowed to slip in on some pretext 
whip up one and carry it away if it 
showed no signs of use? Here | indi 
cated my British warm, which was 
oppressing me sadly since the temper 
ature Was cighty four in the shade. 
The suggestion was not without 
effect. As | reached the street I had 
the uncomfortable feeling that I was 
being watched. 
In August I became pitiful. No 
accused doomed to die for the crime of 





| another ever pleaded his cause mo 
| eloquently. ToLsToy'’s plays seemed 
| redolent of hilarity compared with 
the gloom and disaster which over 
shadowed my household. In vain | 
pleaded that life without a telephone 
was unbearable; that the doctor was 
likely to be required urgently at any 
moment; that destructive fires were 
imminent; 
standstill—did they realise that? A 
an autiior o unprod ced plays, how 
| was it possible for me to carry on if 
Mr. Cocuran was unable to ring up and 





| settle terms for any one of the two 
| hundred 
| 


| Which he 


and twenty-nine plays with 
had been bombarded ? 

I got no reply; no satisfaction even, 
except that the local district man too 
| to bringing his wife to the oftice wit 
him for protection. 

In September, however, I change 
iny tactics and took the field as an 
outraged British warrior. The nat 
| wrole, had revolted before at the idea 
ot her soldiers begging in the streets 
yet here was I, tozether with my en- 
| tire family, destitute of the ne essary 
| powers ol c ymmunication and all means 
| Of earning a living. Was this a nation's 

’ But for me (and a few mil 
ion others) we should have been under 


gratitude 


the heel of the Prussian by now. I no 
longer desired to plead ; ‘J demanded 
My rights. I understocd that peop'e 
who had a telephone were allowed to 
transfer it. Very well, I claimed tha 
right. At my country’s call I had re 
linquished my old telephone at The 


» 


Whortleberries, Finchley, in 1914. N 


entirely new telephone; all I asked 
was that my old telephone, Number 
9998 Finchley, should be transierred to 
ne. If they would do this I shoul 


—_——————— 
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took me when he refused even this| 
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that my business was at a 


4 Poultry Woman 


Sensible person, of course, expected an 





5 
SS 


Gentle wn Farin é plaining t his pou } 
“Flow MANY TIMES A DAY DO YOU FEED YOUR OWN FOWLS?” 


why 
ated 


try woman about heavy consumption of corn). 
“Twice, Sir.” 

Gentleman Farmer. “THEN WHY DO YOU FEED MINE THREE TIMES?” 

Poultry Woman. “WELL, You 8ERB, SIR, GENTLEMEN'S FOWLS LOOKS TO BE FED 


THREE TIMES A DAY 
feel that I i not been done out of a| Our Helpful Contemporaries. 
portion of my gratuity in vain, | « Before the strike began we said with the 

On October lst I got a reply. They | utmost plainness that it ought not to have 


, ’ ) rt pton ho 
thanked me for my letter: and also /| taken place vorthampton Daily Echo, 


for identifying myself with the late] 
tenant of The Whortleberries, Finch-| “The long arm of coincidence then steps 
| ; Baal "Scotch Paper. 
ley, and begged to remind me that the i 
account for £1 7s. 6d. for extra calls 
during 1914 was considerably overdue 
L. The Smart Set. 

“ Saunterers in Piccadilly were startled and 
mystified by the sudden outbreak of top boots, 
which seemed to be popping round every 


Yes, and puts its foot down with a firm 
hand, 





Another Impending Apology. 


From a review :— 


Wise axp Sprrirs. The Connoisseur’s | corner. The explanation dawned only on those 
\Text-book who remembered that it was the Eton and 
Mr writes. as he should, as if he were | Harrow match at Lord’s, where formal dress 


is de rigueur.” 


full of his subject a i. 
limes Literary Supplement. The Straits Times, Aug. 22nd. 
\ Tum i é 
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POSERS FOR PROFITEERING COMMITTEES. 
“ Watcn your Committee!"’ says a 
thoughtfulcontemporary. But why be 
content with merely watching them ? 
Why not examine for yourself their 
fitness for the responsible position they 
aspire to hold? A pemee | “ By the 
way, I wonder if you can tell me... 
or “ Speaking of strikes, you don’t hap- 
pen to know if... ” will usually 
suffice. Of course, if deception comes 


‘naturally to you, you will strive for 
| something more artistic, more ornate. 
| A good formula is, ‘I wonder if you 
'can answer this question which was 


| Dragoons, a nice sub- 


| place. A hearty slap on 





put to my friend Jones. He's on the 
Blankshire Protiteering Committee, you 





cousin is married to a plumber and he 
always gets his dinner on an all-day 
job. What Jones says is not evidence. 
Can Jones deduct the value of the joint 
from the plumber’s bill ? 

(2) The Countess of Clonkilty pur- 
chases for fifty guineas a hat from 
Madame Fliflamme of Bond Street, the 
latter guaranteeing that it is a Paris 
model. Later in the day the Countess, 
while proceeding home on the Hoxton 
omnibus, sees a creature wearing a hat 
exactly similar to the one she has pur- 
chased. Returning to Bond Street she 
narrates the circumstance and demands 
the return of the fifty guineas. Madame 
Fliflamme explains with regret that the 
rules of the establishment do not per- 
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eS 
wanted an egg to eat; that for all he 
knew B. might have been buying it for 
some other purpose, to put on his hair 
or do conjuring tricks with. B. teg. 
tifies that he in fact bought the egg for 
his tea; that, having taken it home to 
his laboratory, he proceeded to boil it 
for three and a half minutes in a test. 
tube; that before the three and a half 
minutes had elapsed the contents of 
the so-called egg, instead of coagulating 
in the customary manner, volatilized 
and blew up with a loud report; that 
he analyzed the vapour thus given off 
and ascertained that it consisted of 
three parts of pheno-sulphoacetate of 
hydrogen and one part of tri-sulpho- 
toluol, with traces of carbonie dioxide 








know.” However, the 
entrée en matiére must 
generally speaking be 
left to the reader's dis- 
cretion. If your com- 
mitteeman happens to 
be a retired Colonel of 


tlety would be out of 


the back and a breezy 
‘Bet you a fiver, old top, 
you can’t tellme...” 
will best suit the case. 
If he is the parson, a 
slightly classical flavour 
should be given to the 


conversation. An ex- 
cellent opening is— 


«Thatreminds meofthe 
question the late Dr. 
Mahaffy put tothe dried 
tripe seller at Mycena.” 
But the method of ap- 
proach is after all a de- 
tail that can be safely 
left to the ingenuity of 
the questioner. The 
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THE CHAR-HUNT; 
THE OPENING MEET OF THE 
PLACE YESTERDAY IN THE OLD Dear Park. 
LOST SIGHT OF THE QUARRY NEAR HAMMERSMITH TUBE STATION. 


A NEW SPORT 


FOR SUBURBIA. 


RICHMOND AND KINGSTON CHAR-HOUNDS TOOK 
AFTER AN EXCITING CHASE THEY 


j and some unspecialized 


matter which he im- 
agined to be burned 


| feathers. 

| The question of what 
jis an egg having been 
| decided by the Court to 
| be one of law, defen- 
dant’s counsel argues 
that the object had ad- 
mittedly been laid by a 
| hen and that the con- 
| tents had not been tam- 
pered with prior to sale 
by any huinan ageney. 
Having once been an 
egg it must therefore 
remain an egg and could 
be sold under that des- 
cription without an un- 
dertaking us toits fitness 
al for human consumption 
being implied. 

For the Professor it 
is contended that “egg” 
is a trade term for a 
well-recognised comes- 
tible, not combustible, if 








questions are the thing. We do not 
suggest that other questions than the 
subjoined might not be asked. Our 
modest claim is that any committee 
man who answers a fair proportion of 


| these simple but searching queries on 





general subjects of commercial morality 
will be the right man for the job. 

(1) Why is a plumber’s assistant ? 
What is the customary charge in the 
plumbing trade for returning to the shop 
for ahammer? Explain the technical 
phrase “wiping a joint.” Smith, a 
householder who has sent for the 
plumber to mend a leaking tap, returns 
unexpectedly and finds the plumber and 
his assistant wiping the Sunday joint. 
The plumber says that he is entitled to 
his dinner as it is an all-day job. The 
ieier Miesiebaaseearconining becenee 
1i8 mouth is too full. The cook, who 
had intended to say that the cat stole 
the joint, now says that her sister's 





mit her to take back any article that 
has been sold, but assures the Countess 
that if the circumstances are as related 
she may rest assured that the hat 
purchased by her is the real model 
and the other a mere copy. State, 
giving your reasons, (a) Whether the 
Countess is entitled to a return of the 
money; (6) What are her chances of 
getting it? 

(3) A., aconscientious grocer, exhibits 
for sale on his premises a box of hen- 
fruit or cluckberries, labelled simply 
“Eaas.” B., a professor of cytology, 
purchases one for 54d. and takes it 
home for his tea. It is not in fact eat- 
able, and B. sues A. for a return of the 
purchase price. A. testifies that what 
he sold B. was what it purported to be, 
viz. an egg; that he did not represent 
it as new-laid or fresh, or in fact as 
eatable at all; that B. did not explain 
at the time of the transaction that he 





His Lordship pleased ; that as between 
grocer and public it must be construed 
as meaning “an egg fit to eat.” Even) 
if the Court did not accept this restricted 
view it could not possibly be held that 
a spheroid cretaceous receptacle full of 
sulphurie acid gas constituted an egg. 
How should the judge decide the case? 

(4) A Subaltern of the Guards orders 
a pair of breeches from a tailor im 
Savile Row. Subsequently he receives 
a bill for twenty guineas. Upon being 
asked by the local Profiteering Com- 
mittee why he charged twenty guineas 
for one pair of breeches the tailor te 
plies that he did not think A. had any 
more than that. Do you regard this 
answer as satisfactory ’ ; 

(5) A. is the owner of a chain of 
multiple butcher's shops in the South 
| of England. B. is the manager of ¢ 
| branch at X.; C. is a salesman working 
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Hostile Voice in the Crowd. ‘‘ WHaT DID you DO IN THE WaR?”’ 


that the branch at X. only shows a net/against A.? Has Brigadier-General 
profit of forty-seven per cent. for the} Robinson a right of action against A. ? 
previous six months and warns B. that! If A. was still a corporal in the A.S.C. 
he must do better. B. thereupon in-| what would Brigadier-General Robinson 
structs C. to charge an additional two-|say, assuming him to be acting as 
pence in the shilling on all articles sold | President of a court-martial summoned 
by him. C., in carrying out these in-|to try A.? Would you like to hear 
structions, sells a quantity of meat} him saying it? 

above the controlled price. Proceedings} (7) A. goes into a chemist’s shop and 
are instituted, C.. is cautioned, B. is|asks for a pound of sulphur. The 
fined fifty pounds and A. gets two|chemist hands the sulphur to A. and 
mouths’ imprisonment. Could this|says the price is eighteen-pence. A. 
really happen, or did we imagine it ?} says, Monstrous! I can go to Z,’sin 
If it did happen could A. be pacified by | Oxford Street and get it for a shilling.” 
the O.B.E. and a personal apology from | The chemist says, “ You can go to hell 
the Food-Controller ? ; jand get it for nothing.”” Do you think 

(6) A. enters a wine merchant's store | he showed a nice spirit? ALGOL. 

and asks for a bottle of whisky. The | eS 
wine merchant says he is just out of! THE RUNNING BIRD. 
whisky. There is a bottle of whisky | ; i as cal 
standing on the counter with a label | tok apt re 
attached to it which reads, “ For} 


ie Guns.) 

Masters, when you come at night 
To the Manor or the Court, 

prior to demobilisation was a corporal } * uddy and _— appetite , 

! F & 1103 rom your clean and proper spo! 

in the A.S.¢ o places the conti lled | 1 os J as “6 oh, | I ° 

price on the counter, seizes the bottle | 7° YOU ever Ca" bo mune behind? 

° “ Pas > hart i sty) 

of whisky and makes off. Briga lier- | Runvers tha you left be hind 7 

Dees “ll . . : j . 

General Robinson has in fact ordered a| Be it far from me to spill 


‘ 


| bottle of whisky from the wine mer- Tears, to crocodile’s akin; 
| chant, but does not know that that| If we shoot we mean to kill; 


particular bottle has been earmarked Pain may have a part therein ; 
for him, and has not paid for it Has| And the very best of men 

. I : - 

the wine merchant a right of action! Gets a “runner” now and then. 
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Park Orator (crescendo). Wor pip J po? Wary, I TRIED TO sTOP THE BLINKIN’ THING.” 
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Yet, where's he who does not feel 
Some compunction, less or more, 

When the dogs are called to heel, 
And the search is given o'er, 

And a creature left to be 

Vermin’s food by you or me? 


Such may happen, well I know, 
How so certain be our aim, 
Yet at least we surely owe 
This much to the thing we maim, 
That we let the dogs try on 
Till the thinnest chance has gone. 


Though the programme's all behind, 
rhough the best ground 's still unshot, 
Though the keeper looks his mind- 
These, to us, shall matter not ; 
Work old Pilot, staunch of strain, 
Back and fro and back again. 


Thus when we come home to tea 
And the firelight in the hall, 
Pleasant cates and company, 
And the goodness of it all, 
May no shadow haunt the cup 
For a “runner” not picked up ! 








“* ENGLAND'S ONLY HOPE,’ 
Suny Teacners anp CuaristTian Epvucation.” 
East Anglian Paper. 


A little startling at first sight; but it 














‘only refers to a meeting of educational 
| workers at Bury St. Edmund's. 
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REFLECTIONS OF CWENDOLEN CWYNN. 

' Author of “ A Fortnight,” “ Basement 

Bargains,” ete. With acknowledg- 
ments to “ The Ladies’ Field,” | 

To my Frrexp Z,—Thinking how in 
the late heat wave we have all been 
literally in the melting-pot has made 
me retlect on quantities of things other 
than ourselves in connection with the 
melting-pot. Ourselves have emerged 
unchanged. But the other things ? 
No! The British Matron, par exemple. 
Did she not long ago slip into the 
melting-pot, Z, with her moral bonnet, 
her virtuous mantle, her shocked ex- 
pression and many disapprovals, her 
narrow views, voluminous skirts and 
unguessed at ankles—to emerge with 
bobbed hair, a glad eye, feet that fox- 
trot, and views as broad as her twenty 
inch-long-skirt is narrow ? 

Then the Victorian novel. That 
strange old volume—or was it three 
volumes ?—the result of a Victorian 
mind driving a Victorian pen, in which 
the heroine was all blushes and inno- 
cence and ignorance, and never even 
faintly imagined Cupid without a ring 
and a licence in his hand! That old 
novel went long since into the melting 
pot, did it not, Z? And has come out 
again, aswell, shall we say my /orl- 
night, or Basement Bargains ? 

Even marriage itself seems to be 
sliding into that melting-pot. Do you 
weep for that, or do you rejoice, my 
friend Z? J should rejoice that any- 
thing so stodgy and Victorian was 
on the move. Yes, but as a novelist 
| should weep. For how could one 
put any interest into a novel without 
the Eternal Triangle? And does not 
the base of that always fascinating 
geometrical figure rest on marriage ? 

I think the Cabinet, with the Bishops 
to help them, might take the marriage 
problem in hand and try to find a solu 
tion, such as making marriage a lease- 
hold instead of a freehold. You know, 
my friend Z, how houses are taken on 
a three, five or seven years’ agreement ? 
Well, like that, But there's one thing 
that will never, never, never be threat 
ened by melting-pots and change of 
fashion, isn’t there? Love! Passion- 
ate, purple, perfumed, exotic, iridescent 
Love! How little the poor home-bound 
Grundy - ridden Sunday-at-Home-and- 
Good- Words-reading girlofthe Victorian 
era was allowed to know of Love com- 
pared with the girl of to-day, who can 
get down my Fortnight and Basement 
Bargains from the special shelf of books 
which Grandmamma isn't allowed to 
touch, 

And now let us switch our reflections 
off to metempsychosis, You are not, 
like me, a believer in it, are you, Z? 
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other night, where we were all metem- 
psychosis people. We are all agreed 
that we've been all sorts of civatures 
as well as human beings. Also we're 
all agreed that there were far more 
thrills in being a bird or a beast than 
in being a person. A pretty and pop 
ular girl present was being chaffed by 
her dinver- partner about her many 
flirtations, ‘And do you find it a 
satisfying amusement?” he asked her. 
“ Yes, it's pretty good fun,” she said, 
“But,” she added, gazing with wide 
dreamy eyes at the lamp on the table, 
“T can recall flirtations that make my 
present ones—oh, less than nothing! 
I can remember in the sweet old past, 
when I was a white Persian pussy, 
sitting on a garden-wall in the moon 
light, looking down at a semi-circle of 
tiercely - gleaming, terrifyingly ardent 
eyes on the gravel-walk below, and all 
my present experiences are mere pale 
shadows compared with (hat one,” 

We all agreed that she was perfectly 
right. 

I know that I was a bird the 
mingled joy and terror of the snake's 
gaze was a bigger sensation than I've 
And when | 
oh, the rapture of love 
and cruelty as | drew my little helpless 
victim down to me! 

| hope I've given you some thrills, Z, 
and that you will join the metem- 
psychosis people. Good-bye. 

CGiWENDOLEN GWYNN. 
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ever had in this karma. 
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MORE WAR REVELATIONS. 
Tae Trutsa anout No. 5 Piaroon, 

(Being an extract from the sort of review wi 
may expect if the fashion of writing candid 
war-histories spreads downwards. | 

In his new book, Kour Years of It, 
the author, Corporal Bloggins, of “B" 
Company, 20th Loamshire Battalion, 
has given us a most illuminating story 
of the Great War, His style is terse 
and lucid and bis meaning is nearly 
always unmistakable, 

The author is quite aware that he 
is risking censure by his outspoken 
criticism of other men in No. 5 Platoon, 
but, as he aptly remarks in a very can- 
did preface, he has now received his 
gratuity, so there is no longer any need 
to keep silence. Once or twice he even 
feels it bis duty to cast his net of criti 
cism wider, and in chapter vi. his re 
marks on the Colonel's dispositions for 
the attack at Arras are very instructive, 
The Colonel, it seems, put *B" Com- 
pany on the left flank, which was known 
to be a heavily-shelled area, Corporal 
Bloggins is justifiably bitter about this, 
and the matter seems to us to call for 
some explanation, 





At last we get the full story of the 
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[ went to an interesting dinner the} 
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author's famous argument with the 
Regimental Sergeant - Major in 1917, 
The immediate result of this at the 
time was that Corporal Blogging was 
temporarily reduced to the ranks: but 
from his account of it here he seems 
to have had distinctly the best of the 
argument, It would not be fair to 
form a final judgment until we get the 
Sergeant-Major’s version of this inei- 
dent--and we understand that he will 
deal with it in his forthcoming volume, 
The Recent Quarrel and my Share in it, 

Another very intriguing passage deals 
with the Battle of Messines. The inei- 
dent where the author told his platoon 
sergeant to “shut his mouth,” as he 
(the author) wished to hear the mines 
go up, is told with dramatic vigour, 
We think ourselves that Corporal Blog 
gins was justified. Platoon-sergeants 
have no right to be eating biscuits at 
such a moment, 

But the whole book is full of pointed 
criticism and snappy aneedote and will 
well repay reading, as the criticism is 
often helpful both for officers and men. 
For instance, the author makes legiti- 
mate complaint of his having to go up 
the line three nights in succession in 
January, 1918, with a working-party. 
There certainly seems scope here for 
an inquiry. It is not as though the 
weather was at all fine at that time: 
on the contrary, it was distinctly in- 
clement. 

But perhaps the chief charm of this 
book is its open and racy description 
of the personalities and inver life of 
No. 5 Platoon, Libellous it may be, 
but it has the supreme merits of truth- 
fulness and simplicity. The passion of 
Private Sikes for getting up a game of 
poker on pay-day and his singular good 
luck at all card games; the pecular 
good fortune of Corporal Smith, a bro- 
ther of the well-known Quartermaster- 
Sergeant, in the matter of blankets when 
in rest billets; the fierce arguments as 
to who was actually nearest when & 
Minnie dropped in the trench in Mareh, 
1917; and the homely joys of the es 
taminet at Bully-Grenay— all these are 
set down with a fine impartial vigour. 

The only regret we have in reading 
this book is that the author is so inter 
ested in the doings of No. 5 Platoon 
that he only gives a line or two to the 
action in which he captured a German 
machine-gun and won his Military 
Medal. But even as it is the book is 
bound to give rise to much discussion 
and may even lead to several letters in 
our columns from the many soldiers 
mentioned in its pages. We hope 80 
The Hun in our Midst. 


“Tost, Grey Tabby Prussian Cat.” 
Provincial Paper 
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TRAVELLING BY WEIGHT. 


{It is rumoured that one of the first steps to be taken by Sir Erntc Gepprs, as Minister of Transport, will be to correct the 
grave ee by which a yn pinster of seven stone weight is charged at the same rate as a bloated profiteer of seventeen 
stone; and that an ukase wi " iod requiring all passengera to iv by weigl 

: " ‘ wey tht at a uniform e 
{ very hundred milk Our artist has here da | n f i : 1 charge of one penny per pound 
for ever ‘ t is here depicter me of the far-reaching consequences of this drastic reform.) 
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BEFORE AND APTER, 
Mr. Rowinson DEFEATS THE MANAGEMENT 


HAVING TAKEN A RETURN-TICKET TO THE COUN 
” TRY, WHERK H® HAS PUT ON POUR BTONI Mm? 
SAVES THE BEXTRA FIVE-AND-TENPENCEH WHICH 
He WOULD HAVE HAD TO PAY FOR THE WOM) 
WARD TRANSIT IF HE HAD TAKEN A BINGLE 


pia Boy TOMMY 18 GROWING 
uk, He 'B ALREADY TWO-AND- THEE! 
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WHAT OUR PRELATES HAVE TO PUT UP WITH. 








Young Lady, ‘AND 4 ARE YOU PREACHING AGAIN TO-DAY?” Hardworked Bishop. “ Yrs.” Young Lady. “How ternp.e!” | 
AMBITION. 
(Thoughts at Victoria Station.) 
Charles, when we both of us were young and green, | What happened, Charles? We stood and sucked out thumbs, 
Susceptible to hints from every quarter, Our earliest dreams were all too soon forgotten ; 
Our faces not particularly clean, | We took to Cesar and to doing sums, 


Our passions fearful though our pants were shorter, | The net result of which was simply rotten ; 
One hope in life we had on growing big Little it profited to toil, to doubt, 


(More glorious even than to slay the pig)— Instead of pushing table legs about ; 
We wanted to be just like Mr. Higg; The garlands on our heads refused to sprout, 
That was the vision, shining and serene | And I am writing any bosh that comes 
To be a station porter. And you are broking cotton. 
They turned us from it. When with jocund noise So ill a thing it is to quench a star, 
We strove to ape the methods of the master, So much we suffer from our elders’ follies; 
And heaped the schoolroom sofa high with toys The gleam was there—it beckoned from afar; 
And pulled it up and down and breke a castor, But for that fatal error of Aunt Polly's 
And banged the nursery door, and piloted We might be rich, we might be famous now, 
[inaginary milk-cans overhead, As very likely in the recent row 
People were angry, and Aunt Mary said, The hero Higg was famous; anyhow 
“Thunder again, or ean it be the boys ? We might be members of the N.U.R. 
There goes a lump of plaster.” And trundling loaded trollies. 
She used to rap our heads; she used to say, That is the point; despite our tender age 
Pointing to busts of senators and scholars—- We knew the kingly way; not ours the onus 
The beetling temples garlanded with bay, If we have faltered in life's pilgrimage, 
The Nornian profile, the peculiar collars But theirs who did their utmost to dethrone us. i 
“Sit down, you imps, and read a story, do; Such thoughts as these must give us, Charles, the pip 
Not by rampaging up and down like you Whilst happy railway porters round us trip, 
(Your uncle Herbert has a headache to 0) Still asking the unalterable tip, 
Such men as these won plaudits in their day Still clutching the inviolable ws age, 
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OF THE STAFF OF LIFE. 


\NTROLLER for his admirable organisation during the strike), “I AM 
TO SAY, SIR, THAT THE NATION THANKS YOU FROM THE BOTTOM OF ITS STOMACH,” 
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far successful that 
ition of President of 


the 


British 
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PRIEND HERE WILL IDENTIFY MP 


"LL InTRODUCKE you,” 
\ssocialion, 


late in life that he discovered that the 


It was only comparatively 


word Physies (a science to which he 
had devoted so m wy years of patient 
research) by a slight rearrangement of 
the letter , composing it and the ad- 
dition of another 4g.” could be resolved 
into Paychies; and transferred his atten 
tion to a more congenial field of study. 
The fact that he was simultaneously 
y Mr. Haronpo Broun 
greatly facilitated this epoch-making 


discovered by 
transition 

of Mr ©. I} Cor HKAN, 
again, is a notable example of the tardy 


The carcel! 


roalisation of an early and long-cher 


ished ambition. It was his youthful 
aspiration to enter the Diplomatic ser- 
vice, but obstacles intervened, He was 
to introduce Ipsun New 
York and Hackenscumipr to London. 


But in the long run patient merit was 


obliged to 


rewarded, and, though never ollicially 
employed by the Foreign Office, he 
now controls the Ambassadors Theatre, 


** Wanted, Young Lady for Drapery."’ 
Local Paper, 
Mrs, Grundy saya, “ To judge from the 
pictures it is drapery that is wanted 
for the young ladies.” 
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DO THEY CONDENSE MILK, 


NEMESIS, 

An Episode of the Railway Strike. 

Our train had been quiescent for 
some hours, a specimen train in a large 
glass case of a junction. A patriarch 
of benign aspect appeared to be in 
charge and him we accosted for the 
tenth time, 

* Any word of a move?” we asked. 

“That there ain't,” he replied, smil- 
ing cheerfully. 

He indicated a 
sitting on a trunk. 

* You see that gentleman over there,”’ 
he remarked (he had been a railwayman 
in the days when passengers were 
“gentlemen ” )—* ’im with the luggage 
and all? "B's heen ‘ere since seven this 
morning, waiting for a connection,” 

“ Has he?” said we. 

“ Ah, so ‘e 'as,”’ replied the patriarch 
and continued on his way. We re- 
lapsed into brown studies, with the 
exception of my vis-a-vis, who had not 
ceased to smile since we pulled up. 
Catching his eye I hitched my face in 
sickly response. 

“You find circumstances depress- 
ing?” he remarked. “SodolI. I was 
smiling not so much in the present as 
in the past.” 


morose individual 





THEY JUST TAKE ORDINARY MILK, 





FPaTuHern?” 
YOU KNOW, AND ER 


Those funny stories about people 
with a delay-action sense of 
occurred to me. 

“The past,” he continued, smiling 
proudly, “of pomp and circumstance, 
of crosses and medals and insignia of 
rank, keen brains and brave men.”’ 

I recognised the sort of past. 

“Always in the midst of these big 
things moved a figure with scarlet and 
gold facings, receiving all men’s hom- 
age, living in an atmosphere of clicking 
heels. Generals were chatty with him, 
and ordinary beings felt weak in the 
knees as he approached. He was the 
lord of many cars and always travelled 
in two, one for himself and one for his 
flask and gas-helmet. His breast was 
prismatic with the Orders which foreign 
Powers rushed to bestow upon him. 
They seemed to like doing it. He had 
so many medals pinned on that he had 
to go into hospital with General's Chest. 
Wherever he went sentries slapped, 


humour 


times. You 
things ? ” 

“ Yes,” I replied, “I was one of the 
slappers.” 

‘ He interviewed foreigners and sub- 


may have seen such 





ability to get under the skin of another 





THE LONDON CHARIVARL 


PUT IT INTO SOMETHING 


not once, as for common folk, but three | 


ordinates with that ready tact and! 


—— 
+a 





AND—-ER—CONDENSE IT.” 





race which is an Englislman's birth- 
right. I can see him now, turning to 
a lesser Olympian and saying, “ What 
on earth is he gabbling about?” or 
“ Well, tell him I can’t do anything,” 
as the case might be.” 

He seemed to puff his chest as he 
talked. 

“And then, his duty done, his end 
accomplished, he returned home, this 
simple soldier, a Cincinnatus to his 
plough. His country awarded him one 
of the few decorations he bad not 
already received—Doggett’s Coat and 
Badge, shall we say? He found room 
for the ribbon next to the Lone Star of 
Los Angeles conferred upon him by the 
State of California. And so he lays 
| aside the steel waistcoat of the warrior i 
| for the dickey of a private gentleman. 

Well-earned contentment, satisf 
lambition seemed to gleam in his eyes. 

“Truly, Sir,” I said, “* you may well 
be proud, Such a past as yours—— 

“Oh, it’s not mine,” he interrupted 
| hastily ; “ you don’t seem to have caught 
ithe idea.” 

“Not yours?” “ Then 
whose?” es 

It belongs to that gentleman sitting 
on the trunk over there.” 

And he continued to smile. 





I replied. 
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TO 'APPEN, ‘'E’D 8TOP TURNING THE 'ANDLE FIRST 


BUTTERFLIES. 
Brown and white butterflies, flitting in fairy flight, 
Busily bent on your short-lived labours, 
Some of your sisters I shouldn't much care if light 
Breezes had born to my next-door neighbours. 


Though I've been thrilled by your delicate mystery, 
My cabbage-plants for your eggs were n t meant; 
You could develop your little life-history 
Equally well on the next allotment. — 


Why, when they studied their old lepidoptera 
(Scientists back in the bygone ages), 

Couldn't some lover of nature have dropped her a 
Hint to dispense with the middle stages ? 


For I confess there are times when the marvel irks 
Nature no charms on your of{spring showers ; 
Snugly persistent your ravenous larva lurks 
Under the leaves of the cauliflowers 


Vanished illusions are marks of the age in us; 
Mixed with the honey of life the gall is; 
1 with a back double-bent and lumbaginous 


War to the knife with your ‘creepy crawlies.”’ 


So, pretty butterflies, moths and fritillaries, 
Spite of your beauty my heart I harden, 
Now black and yellow and green caterpillar is 
Playing the deuce with the kitchen-garden 





“Make no mistake about it. The Government is behind the Public 
and the Public is behind the Government 

Devon and Exeter Gasette. 
Rather a complicated mancuyre, but it seems to have 
worked all right. 
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Ihe Young Girl (clutching at old lady in next seat). “Ou, | po HOPR HE DOESN'T KILL HER.” 
| the Old Lady. “No, Miss; you Trust my Bint. 'E’s THE OPERATOR ’ERE AND HE WOULDN’? ALLOW ANYTHINK 80 'ARD-’EARTED 
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FAME, 

I MOBILISED with my regiment in August 1914. I saw 
service in Gallipoli and throughout the Middle East until 
April of this year. I have always thought of myself as 
doing my bit with the rest. I have never been of the com- 
pany of those who exaggerate the value of their services. 
Not, for example, like our one-and-only Charles. Lioyp 
GEORGE, so it was reported by Signals, once remarked to 
Focu, “ Of course, Marshal, it is only the French Front we 
want you to look after. In Palestine we have ALLENBY; 
and in Salonica—well, there's Charlie Johnston.” I was 
never that kind. Even now, when I hear people discussing 
who won the War, I conduct myself, | hope, with as much 
modesty as any man present. 

And yet I confess that I was sustained throughout these 
years by a belief that at least the authorities knew where 
and in what manner | was doing my job and perhaps even 
had a sneaking regard for my services 

The blow fell last Friday. On that day I received this 
chit from a gentleman deseribing himself as “ i/c Records" 





“You will please supply me as early as possible with 
details of your movements, with dates, from 1-5-15 to 9-4-19 
| inclusive.” 

A nasty knock, is it not? I could understand, and pardon, 
a couple of months. But—four years! 

However, | feel bound to take a hand in the game, | 
| refuse to be outdone even in the disregard of my own mili- 
| tary career, I have replied quite simply :— 
* 1-5-15 to 9-4-19. At home.”’ 


Another Sex-Problem. 
“Miss — was first among the turkey-cocks, and Mr, —— first 
among the hens.”—Scotch Paper. 
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ae a = aR A AE A NRT ——__. 
4 : Hi ex the Intelligence Officer, Ust-Mekh- But next day there arrived, by rou- 
F ? 7} THE COLONEL’S KIT. renga, and with an escort of one full | tine boat, at Ust-Mekhrenga one Private 
ip | Now that we have returned from| private popped on a steamer thither Pavlov, asking in decrepit English for 
P} ; North Russia and can judge details of }bound. On the same day Fitznash,|his master’s kit, the kit of Colonel 
4 | the expedition from a detached and im- | who was further up the river, received Fitznash, When, how, with whom 
ae ; partial standpoint, it is time to make] instructions to proceed to the Base. | was it supposed to have reached Ust- 
4 | public the fact that the best dressed |This meant a voyage vid Ust-Mekh-| Mekhrenga? On the tug yesterday, 

man in the Archangel Force was| renga. with the Bolo prisoner. 


Colonel Fitznash. Honour to whom] ‘True to his principles, he thought With a gleeful eye—for he had re- 
honour is due. In his natural state| first of his Base outfit, and sent Private | ceived no perquisite—the Naval Trans. 


Pl na 




































































" ; : | Fitznash is a perfectly good cavalry- Pavlov in advance to convey it to Ust-| port Officer led Pavlov to the Intelli- 
i tf man, but on the Dvina he was attached | Mekhrenga and there await his arrival. gence quarters. There, intelligibly 
1G | to the Corps of Gondoliers, and man- At the boat’s last stop before Ust-| eloquent in his own tongue, the latter : 
ig | fully shared their hardships and perils | Mekhrenga, Pavlov met friends and made evident the truth of his story. 
i : j | at the Base and in the bogs, by river | went ashore to drink tea with them. Fitznash was known to be terrible 
i 4 4 | and by road. However he was cireum- | During his absence the Bolo prisoner | when roused and to hold the strings of 
id S| | stanced, with whatever element he|came on board and the steamer pushed | retribution in his grip, and he was due 
i 4 & | contended, his accoutrements were ap-| off. So the Intelligence Officer who|at any hour. So there was another 
i ; t | propriate. One day he might be seen | met it at its destination found aboard a | gathering of the friends of Intelligence 
i 4 ae | | at the Base, polished and glittering, a| Bolo prisoner addressed to him, also a|—a gathering confidentially convened. 
+h model of conventional turn-out; the! kit-bag and a large uniform case. He who came in the glory of his new 
i ‘ | next Ge barge, wear- slacks departed in his 
I / 3 ing a pea-jacket and a SSS — old; underwear, ties, 
a | : pair of the much-adver- socks, handkerchiefs— 
ia | | tised patent “ Barge- all were shed in hurried 
Hl if boots for Brigadiers ;” shame - faced secrecy. 
ay ; ; the next, driving in a The kitbag and the a 
a 1 ; droshky in one of those great suit-case were has- 
acl a droshky outfits speci- tily repacked and de- 
if : : : ally designed for mem- livered to Pavlov, who 
a ' he bers of the Relief Force; heaved them on a 4 
he j i | and the next, labouring droshky and drove off 
| ae | through a mosquito- to meet his master. 
HE ' | misted morass in a sty- And now at last 
a: | | lish net and an exquis- Colonel Fitznash, read- 
ve itely cut pair of sponge- ing this, may know the 
aw | bags. Whatever he truth, and modify his 
a : | wore it was perfect of estimate of Private 
i} | its kind, This serupu- Pavlov’s incapacity as 
| i | lous regard for appear- a kit-packer, 
| ance Fitznash regarded 
_ as simple loyalty to his 3 ies = a “ Vancouver (B.C.).—The 
‘ i] | old regiment. He car- “ig en aera —= Ss. | Prince of Wales has expres- 
i | ried it so far that, when Guest (evidently on his first visit to the Highlands), “I say, 1r DOESN'T | sed the desire to be associ- 
i | pers peggy tegen ALWAYS RAIN LIKE THIS, DOES IT? ated with the £10,000 prize 
: | eee Host, “Ou, No—RATHER NoT. THE RAIN USUALLY Comes From THE west.” | Which is being offered for 
ai ti | fill up one of the forms Bere ____________-! the first non-stop flight 
Ye i} | of application for a Russian decoration Summoning his braves, he had cap- | across the Atlantic from Vancouver to Japan.” 
i 4 | supposed by up-river rumour to be ob-| tive and kit transported to his quarters | Provincial FIM 
ia | tainable at the Base, he refused on the| for examination. Things looked black| We understand that His Royal High- 
a | grounds that none of the fashionable|for the Bolo, thus associated with a|"@88 is in no way responsible for the 
ae | : | ribbons suited his complexion. quantity of obviously selected British selection of this unusual route. 
i i | There is now no reason why Colonel | officer's kit; but however dark the story | RAST OM 
: | Fitzmash should remain in ignorance] of its acquisition it might as well be | Another Impending Apology. — 
i | ; | of his narrowest escape—an escape | put to a good use. | “Mr. Arthur ——- was = himenié at his 
i from the humiliation of returnipg to} Intelligenceand the friends, acquaint- | ee ne crinaial Paper. 
ait : the Base without any kit but his com-|ance and adherents of Intelligence | ———__—_—_—-- 
i | bined bog and battle outfit. The re- gathered together and made up defi-| A Stall-Feeder. 
ait | § bi trospective shock may do him good. ciencies from the captured kit. One | “Tord _, not easily recognised when on 
HF f bi rhe story will at least explain to him| chose an elegant cardigan, another a stable duty, was doing the work of two ordinary 
i} ii the woefully bad packing of the kit he! set of silk pyjamas; to one fell a pair | ™en im the Provender Department.” 
picked up at Ust-Mekhrenga, on his|of perfect slacks, to another spurs, | _____ Daily Page. 
We ; way to the Base, for which he has while underwear, socks, ties and hand- More Headaches for Historians. 
pita | | Fi hitherto blamed his bat-boy, Private kerchiefs were distributed at large.| « Dealers complain that they are not doing 
itt ; Pavlov of the Slavo-British Legion. To celebrate so successful a day In-| anything like the business they did before the 
a : Amongst a bunch of Bolos captured | telligence gave a dinner that night, at | strike either in new boots or repairs. 
iH, ait one day up the river there was one so| which each man flaunted his booty of | _,“Old boots are in favour — 7 
i j a much fatter than the rest that it was trouser, sock or tie, and the fame of aca aneniet ee Ny = ee 
‘ ki obvious he was a Commissar, or head- their splendour spread from Front to | iit of coed dae eee 
we if man. He was therefore addressed to! Front. ‘aie Same paper, came da 
Hie 3 : 
id es & 
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Wye. “Is Ug TO THE HUNT YE’D BE GOIN’ IN YER BEST CLOTHES AN’ THE RAIN COMING DOWN LIKE THE F'Loop?" 
Tim. “OcH, HOULD YER TONGUE, Bippy. SHURE YE'D NOT HAVE ME SHAMIN’ THE LITTLE HORSE BEFORE THE GINTRY, AN’ HIM 
WID THE RENT TO PAY AN’ ALL?” 


THE SEATS OF THE MIGHTY. ‘| he private trout-stream and the banyan tree, 
re S The lilae bedroom where they lode ad the King ; 
I THINK there can be nothing much more lair Surely they know how Bolshevist we feel 
Than owning some large mansion in the shires, Outside, where shrubberies obstruct the view, 
And living almost permanently there, 


. - Particularly as they scarce conceal 
In constant touch with animals and squires ; - - 


: , ; ; The Earl and household at a hearty meal 
Yet there is joy in peering through the gates Under the old, old vew. 
Or squinting from the summit of a wall r 
At other people's beautiful estates, 
Wondering what they have to pay in rates 
And coveting it all. 


I do not grudge the owner of The Chase; 
I do not loathe the tenant of The Lea; 
I only want to walk about his place 
And just imagine it belongs to me; 


Yes, ib 1s sweet to circle with one’s spouse That is the kind of democratic sport 

. Some antique Court, constructed by Q' BER ANNE, For keeping crime and Bolshevism low ; 
Complete with oaks and tennis-courts and cows, I don’t imagine that the fiercest sort 

Aud many a nice respectful serving-man, Feel quite so anarchist at Hampton Court, 
With dogs and donkeys and perhaps a swan, Where anyone may go. 

And lovely ladies having such a time, . : 
And garden-parties always going on, 3ut I dare say that many a man must take 





Long looks of wonderment at Number Nine, 
Laburnum Avenue, and vainly ache 

To go inside a dwelling so divine; 
And if indeed some Marquis knocks one day 

And says, “‘1'm tired of standing in the street ; 
I want to see your mansion, if I may,” 


And ruins where the guide-book says Kina Joun 
Did nearly every crime. 
Yes, itis sweet: but what I want to know 
Is why one has to prow! about outside; 
Sure ly the Earl of Bodleton and Bow, 


” Surely sir Egbert and his lovely bride | I shall receive him in the nicest way 
Should wait all eager in the entrance-wa} And show him round my “seat.” A. P. H. 
l'o ask us in and take us through the grounds : 


And give one food and worry one to stay, " 

; “Port or Lonpon Autruority.—The Port of London Authority 
With six or seven hounds. ; are prepared to receive Applications for Junior Clerkships. Salary 
er jonentry £50 per annum. Candidates must be under 16 and over 
| 18 years of age.”—Daily Paper. 


Instead of simply keeping one at bay 


Surely they realise one wants to see 
The mullioned windows in the South-West wing, | The need, of course, is for old heads on young shoulders, 
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OTHER CLAIMANTS. 


Ir may not be generally known that 
an overflow Court sat last week to hear 
the evidence of various non-military 
persons in connection with the origin 
and development of that mysterious 
vehicle, the Tank, whose birth is wrapt 
up in so much obscurity. 

For some reason or other the pro- 
ceedings were not reported in the press. 
In some cases, perhaps, the“ Fathers ” of 
the various ‘ Chapels” took exception ; 
but in those newspaper offices where pa- 
tristic remonstrance is flouted we must, 
of course, seek other explanations. Be 
the cause what it may Mr. Punch is 
enabled to stand alone in his account 
of this very remarkable gathering —a 
journalistic scoop indeed. 

The Chairman (Lord Sypennam) be- 
gan by pointing out the extremedelicacy 
of the test before the Court, since, 
although it had been shown elsewhere 
to be hard enough to prove that anyone 
invented the Tank, it was infinitely 
harder to prove that anyone didn't. 
He himself, for example, would defy 
the most ingenious counsel to demon- 
strate that his (the speaker's) own 
brain was innocent of the feat. Since 
no one knows what he can do till he 
tries, it follows that the invention of the 
Tanks might be within the seope of all. 
But who was the guilty party—he 
meant who was the responsible party ? 
That was what they were there to as- 
certain. Anyone might have done it, 
but who was it? That was the question. 

Immediately the Chairman had ceased 
Lord Fisuer leapt to his feet and said 
that he demanded to be heard first, and 
that nobody should be allowed to dam 
the flow of his oratory. It was idle, 
he contended, to listen to any other 
claimant because there could be no 
possible doubt as to his own status in 
the matter. No one who had read his 
recent letters and articles in The Times 
could doubt his title to the honour. 

The Chairman here interposed to say 
that, although they had all read and 
doubtless relished Lord FisuEr’s joyous 
excursions into print, he could not, for 
one, recollect any reference in them to 
the matter before the meeting. Lord 
'isHEeR's services to the Navy, and to his 
country through the Navy, were a thing 
apart, What they were now met for was 
to discover the inventor of the Tank. 

The following dialoguethen ensued : - 

Lord Fisaer (with his hand to his 
ear). “ Inventor of the what?” 

The Chairman. * Tank.” 

Lord Fisuer. “Tank be d——d. 
I thought you wanted to know who 
was the inventor of swank.” 

Order having been restored, Sir 





Arrnur Prinero, who was next called, 


said that he had been summoned 
there under what seemed to be some 
official misconception. He had never 
laid claim to have invented the Tank ; 
what he invented was Mrs, Tanqueray. 
But the departmental mind was liable 
to confusion, 

The Chairman expressed his regret 
that the dramatist’s valuable time 
should have been thus wasted, and Sir 
Artuur left the court without a stain 
on his character and hurried home to 
disinter some more old plays for fresh 
Berryal at the Adelphi. 

Sir E. Ray Lanxester said that in 
his capacity as a naturalist and bio- 
logist he had met some thousands 
of caterpillars, many of which he had 
opened and dissected, but none of them 
had delivered up the secret of the Tank. 
In his opinion, if the caterpillar were, 
as had often been stated, the parent 
of the Tank, the relationship was un- 
conscious. It was a wise Tank that 
knew its own father. 

Professor Finney said that he was at 
a loss to understand how the Tank was 
a matter for such excitement at this 
moment. It merely showed again that 
nothing was really new, butthat fashions 
moved in circles. At the Royal Aquari- 
um in England's palmiest days—he was 
speaking of the glorious seventies—his 
Tank and his performances in it had 
a world-wide reputation. 

Mr. Bernarp Suaw said that he also 
was not there to claim the invention. 
Anyone who cared to give his mind to 
such rubbish could invent a Tank, and a 
much better one than those in question, 
He was there to say that he personally 
believed in ideas as the best munitions, 
not perhaps during war, but as a pre 
ventive of war. So long as he was 
allowed his high thinking, no drinking, 
no meat and a little Jazz, he grudged 
no Tank-inventor his fortune. 

Sir Squire Bancrorr said that he 
was not there to pretend to the glory 
of having invented Tanks, but to con 
fer upon those marvellous engines of 
warfare the modest meed of his esteem. 
He considered them to symbolise the | 
greatness and the irresistible energy of 
England, and, by way of his own tribute 
to their worth, he had made an effort to 
take out letters patent to change his 
name to Tankeroft in their honour, but 
had been restrained by a deputation 
of fellow actors, who kindly but firmly 
protested that the profession could not | 
permit him to confuse his identity, 

Mr. Borromiry was just beginning 
to demonstrate how he had evolved the 
Tanks from his own massive brain when 
a message from the other and more 
regular Court of Inquiry arrived to say 
that the matter had been settled and 








the award made. 








THE PEACEMAKER, 


Ur to this point we had been ambling 

along pleasantly enough, appreciating 
more the charms of the country than 
the horse-power of the car that we had 
contrived to borrow on the strength of 
au highly-eoloured account of James's 
prowess in the Motor Transport serviee, 
Not but what he made a perfectly effi. 
cient O.C. Spare Parts, as far ag that 
goes. 
_ We had just passed a picturesque 
little church nestling in a clump of trees 
(and incidentally also in my native 
village), and in a forgetful moment | 
had remarked that it was the smallest 
church in England. 

l ought to have remembered the risk 
Lran. Architecture is one of the things 
James takes very seriously—the others 
are breakfast, eurhythmics, lunch, tariff 
reform and dinner—and he at onee 
stated that, on the contrary, the smallest 
church in Iingland was that of his old 
home, Multum Parva. 

I cannot claim any real enthusiasm 
for architecture, though I sympathise 
with James in three of his five other 
interests; but I yield to no man in loeal | 
patriotism. I would do anything to 
enhance the fame of my native village 
(except live in it), and I grew lyrical 
over the microscopic church of Burn- 
ham-in-the-Beck. It was, I concluded, 
too small to swing a cat in. 

“Ts swinging cats one of the rites of | 
your denomination or a privilege of the | 
freemen of the hamlet?” asked James | 
in his nastiest voice but one, and went | 
on to floor me with figures. 

“Only 30 ft. « 12 ft.,” he declared, 
‘‘T measured it myself.” 

“Mine is 31 ft. x 13 ft.,” I countered; 
‘but the local linen-draper measured it. 
Deduct the width of his thumb from 
every yard and——”’ 

‘*Bah!” said James in his nastiest 
voice, and he opened her out, or what- 
ever it is one does to convey the im- | 
pression that one does not care if | 
police traps are as thick as autumn— 
you know what I mean. 

Our bad temper continued throughout 
lunch, which we took at Monken Mel- 
combe. In gloomy silence we paid our 
bill. In silent gloom we were preparing 
to re-start when the local archwologist 
came along the street. A charming 
old boy, as afterwards appeared at the 
inquest, he raised his hat and said i | 

* Wouldn’t you gentlemen like to | 
pause five minutes and see our chureh | 
—the smallest in England?” 

Over his inanimate body James and 
I forgot our quarrel. I am proud to | 
think that it was I who struck the | 
first blow. Burnham-in-the-Beek for 
ever ! | 
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Wife I BEE, DEAK, THAT THE STRIKERS HAVE GONE BACK.’ 
Husband. ‘*1 KNow, ConrounD IT! Just as I WAS FEELING THE BENEFIT OF THE WALKING EXERCISE.” 


ities. I feel bound to add that our WinniaMsons must 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE, be a little more careful of their deserved reputation for art, 
(By Mr. Punch's Stajf of Learned Clerks.) as against this quite unworthy nonsense, into which I 


The Minx goes to the Front (Mitis AND Boon) is a col- | fear they have been betrayed before. 
lection of odd-length pieces by your old-established favour 
ites, the Winniamsons, C. N. and A. M. The first and Before the War Mr. (now Captain) Desmonpn Coke 
much the best of these (stories, not vuthors) records a visit | held a distinguished position as one of our best inter 


to the French Front by a party consisting of a distinguished | preters of school boyhood; it is pleasant to find from 


English lady-novelist (to whom you may fit an original at | Youth, Youth! (Cuarman anp Hau) that the pursuit of 
discretion), her son and secretary, and a charming belle} arms has left his quality in this respect unimpaired, Of 
Américaine whose part is to obtain cars, wheedle permis-|the dozen tales in this volume most, though personally 


sions, dazzle authorities and generally heap coals of fire | new to me, have, | believe, seen publication before; here, 
upon the austere head of the famous lady, who hates to be} however, they have for the first time the advantage of a 
beholden to her. All I have to say of this affair is that if} generous profusion of illustrations in the best manner of 
the plot (no great matter—even the Minx disappointed my | Mr. H, M. Brock, of whom also it might be said that he 
expectations by not turning out to be anybody sensational) | enjoys the rare faculty of being able to put a real boy upon 
reflects an actual tour, this must certainly have been a paper, As for Captain Cokk's youths, perhaps you know 








wonderful and unusual experience, adinirably reproduced | already the vitality of them; it remains as delightfully | 


here. If not, then one or both of the clever writers has | true as ever, equally remote from the sentimental anwmia 
& first-class imagination for forbidden lands. The luncheon lof Victorian make-believe, and from the rather catch-penny 
at Verdun (no less!) is a rare adventure, told with excellent |“ revelations’ of some modern realism, Nothing much 
spirit. I wish I could use anything like the same kind of happens in the tales themselves: episodes of laughter for 
praise for the other pieces in the volume. One of them is jthe most part, they yet hold, each of them, some shrewdly 
& comedy of exchanged identities, amusing enough till the | and sympathetically observed instance of boy character. 
complications become too complex; another tells of an|One certainly, “The Mad English,” my own favourite, is 
elaborate kidnapping of the German Governor of Belgium |a little gem of ironical but kindly portraiture. Uncles 
by means of a fake film company (concerning which one{and aunts, in view of the coming of Christmas, may 
is haunted by the spoil-sport reflection that it did not} well be grateful that Captain Cokr (with him, as they 
: say, Mr. Brock) has retained so happily the gift of repass- 
, baize door that separates too many of us 





in fact happen), and for make-weight there are some 
wildly preposterous short stories belonging, all too obvi-|ing at will the 











ously, to the cinema that screeneth a multitude of absurd- | from the kingdom of Youth, 
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| Austria it takes all the 
| patriotism that I can mus- 
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It is good that a hero should be tall and blond, an 
Englishman, a perfect swordsman, and mounted on a black 
and splendid steed. It is also a happy thing if you can 
put him into a period of history when the suitings of gen- 
tlemen were romantic and picturesque. All that can be 
done, so to speak, in the twinkling of a pen. But how are 
you going to make him fight, for the sake of topical interest, 
shoulder to shoulder with the French against Germany ’ 


That is just where the ingenuity of Mr. Morice Grkarp | 


comes in. Captain Ivan Brooke, the wooer of the Countess 
of Zelle (ODHAMS), Was A.D.C. to Jonn CuurcHine at the 
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time when that officer assisted TurENNE against the Im- 
perial forees in the Rhineland. And when I add that 
in rescuing his lady he was [~ : 
obliged to leap, on Sultan’s 
back, a yawning ravine 
dared only once before by 
horse and man, and sub- 
sequently to leap it again 
with the Countess also up, 
and that circumstances fur- 
thermore compelled him to 
don the complete mediwval 
armour (including axe, bat- 
tle, one) of a former Count 
and strike terror into the 
hearts of a marauding band, 
you will perceive that be- 
yond being present at the 
battle of Thermopylw or 
winning theGrand National 
there was little in the heroic 
linethat he failed to achieve. 
He was a fine man, worthy 
of his broad Yorkshire acres 
and the hand of his very 
charming Countess. He 
also, itappears, made a nota- 
ble impression on Madame 
pe Matnrenon when he 
carried despatches to the 
Court of Louis THe Maant- 
FicENT. But when I think 
of a certain young Gascon 
who arrived in Paris on a 
yellow pony and afterwards 
kissed the hand of ANNE or 





ter to warm me to the ad- 
ventures of Captain Brooke. 


Policeman (directing Sammy). “I 


LEFT AND YOU'LL SEE 
STRAIGHT ON——” 


THE OLD 


If you like to be pleasantly 





THIS OLD Battery?” 





Sammy. “Tuat’s ALi RIGHT, Bup, BUT WHAT 


——————, 
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give her name here, for you would lose the chance of a lazy 
hour's pleasant beguilement if you knew—and I can't help 
feeling that Valentine must have got the idea for a very 
jolly little comedy out of it all—as well as a charming wife, 


Mr. Bernarp Suaw is still at his old work using the jape, 
as once the trumpet was used, to sap the walls of Jericho, 
Under title Heartbreak House (CONSTABLE) he offers ug six 
plays, of which two, The Inca of Perusalem and The Bolshevik 
Empress, suggest the cliché that they are not likely to 
enhance their author's reputation. Great Catherine has 
been seen already and approved on the stage. O' Flaherty, 
V.C. is what Mr. Suaw with characteristic audacity: calls 
“|‘‘a recruiting poster in 

disguise.” The disguise is 
more apparent than the 
helpfulness, though no 
doubt, if everybody were as 
clever and perverse as the 
author, it would have been 
quite effective. Augustus 
does his Bit rags the “indis- 
pensable "’ aristocratic lim- 
pet braving the dangers of 
the home front, and will be 
appreciated by everybody 
hut Augustus. Heartbreak 
House is a protracted, dis- 
cursive and entirely amus- 
ing debate ‘conducted ina 
sort of Shavian asylum) on 
ethics, economics, philan- 
dering and any old thing. 
Few readers of sense and 
sensibility could withhold 
the tribute of their laugliter 
and admiration, admiration 
qualified by exasperation— 
'a blend which the malicious 
author would particularly 
appreciate. /leartbreak 
House carries a long preface 
which sets everybody right 
after putting everybody in 
ithe wrong. It makes me 
‘rather glad I am a fool. | 
| But it has one mark of 
igrace. There is an indica- 
tion—to be discovered by | 
ithe careful reader—that the 
detached philosopher of the 
| Adelphi has come to realise 


ithat all the jokes he made 
| 





JOWN THAT STREET, TURN TO THE 
3AILEY IN FRONT OF YOU; GO 


KIND OF A GUY IS 





intrigued by a very possible 
contusion in the affairs of nice, quite ordinary people you| 
should read The Silver Bag (Lane). Mr. THomas Coxs's| 
story is about a playwright, one Valentine Brook, who, just 
as any other playwright might, lent his flat in town toa 
friend, and on his return found, which is, of course, not 
quite so usual, a strange young lady anxious to recover a| 
silver bag left there the day before. Thestrange young lady, 
by her equally strange reticences and confessions, rouses 
the playwright’s suspicions as to the ownership of the bag, 
and very soon the story resolves itself into a contest be- 
tween the people who know and the people who don't 
know, with the reader (of course among the ignorant) on 
Valentine's side, being led down many a cul-de-sac and 
encouraged to pursue false trails in every direction. — It all 
ends happily save for the villainess—it would not do to| 








- ail ___! at our expense during the 
tragedy of the War were not in the best taste and did not 
help much to endear him to us. 


Notes of a Camp-Follower on the Western Front (Cox- 
STABLE) is a cumbrous title, and I hope that it will not 
interfere with the book’s success. Mr. E. W. Hornune 
worked for some time with the Y.M.C.A. on the Western 
Front, and here he relates his experiences very simply and 
eloquently. The Rest Hut, in which he started a library, 
is vividly described, and the book reflects an abounding 
love and admiration for the men whom it was his happiness 
to serve. In the chapter, “A Boy's Grave'’—no theme 
could be more intimate or call for a finer delicacy of touch 
—a most tender and moving tribute is paid by the father 
to his dead son. 
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was caught doing it to a hole in a 


| Dublin hotel safe. 
| 


’ 


in agriculture "’ within the meaning of 
the Act. We have informed the digni 


tary who valets our sprouts that if he 


works it will be entirely at his own ris! 


Giving evidence at Guildford a Poor 


Law oflicer stated that a defendant was 


We ur 


father of seventeen children. 


derstand that the case was adjourned, 


the father having demanded a recot 


An unusual occur | 
rence is reported from 
1 

| 


Letchworth Golf Links. 
It appears that an en 
thusiasticbeginner mis 


| took a mushroom for |} 
his ball, and did not | 
discover his mistake 
until five strokes after- 
| wards. , 


| “Can fish hear?” 
asks a scientific con- 
temporary. Our ang 
ling. contributor, who 
claims to be able to imi- | 
tate the cry of the worm 


to perfection, says not 
4 





Over a hundred wild 
| animals, including fif 
| teen baboons, have ar- | 
rived in England from |} 
the Congo. Asked what | 
| hethought of this coun 


| try, the sentor baboon inf 
| Special correspondent that the natives 


rmed oul 


did not seem nearly so wild as report 
had led him to expect 


A sad case is reported fron Nortl ot} 
the Tweed. Suffering from acute de-| 


pression as the result of listening to a 
lecture by Mr. Pussrroot JOHNSON, a 
| Glasgow man went straight home and 


‘ 


strangled his favourite whisky bottle. 


Is the Great War ove asks Mi 
Lovat Fraser. We rather gathered 
that he was ordering the débris to be 
| cleaved away. 


With the exception that Parliament 
| meets to-day, and that a new American 
| comedian has arrived in London, there 
| 18 nothing very serious to report 

* 


Our Irish readers will be pleased t 
| know that the sharp difference of 
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Tur police have arrested another | 
man for illegal. drilling in Ireland. He 


Warwick magistrates have decided 
that a private gardener is not a‘ worker 
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|opinion between Mr. Keniaway, M.P., 
and Mr. Wavrer Lone, .M.P., as to 
whether an “aeridheacht” is a secret 
society or a species of milk-pudding, 
has been harmoniously adjusted. 
Clerkenwell is suffering from an epi- 
demic of thefts of brass door-plates. 
A daring attempt to paralyse the busi- 
ness of the nation by stealing the 
“Gone to Lunch” sign from the Min- 
istry of Munitions Disposal Board is 


ulso reported. 
| 


Turkey, says the Turkish Nationalist 
leader, will remain in Turkish hands. 
So, after all, there was nothing in the 


matter rested with a certain sergeant 
we know, the stuff would be for “A” 
Company. es 
* 

A writer in The Daily Mail suggests 
that Armistice Day should be celebrated 
as last year. And we thought the last 
war was a war to end war, 


According to a scientist the earth- 
quake shock felt at Reading was due 
to supernatural causes. This therefore 
disposes of the theory that the shock 
was due to Zhe Times Atlas being 
delivered to a subscriber in the district. 


According to a gossip -writer the 





unour that we were going to let) retirement of Mr. Justice Darnine will 
Amevica have it as a souvenir of the} be announced shortly. It is said that 





lithe famous judge hopes to arrange a 
— ee See 


The first reeorded 
case of attempted eco- 
nomy by a Government 
official was unfortun- 
ately a failure. It ap- 
pears that somebody, 
whose duty it is to issue 
all out-going cheques, 
attached his signature 
to the first one of a 
batch and simply put 
“ditto”’ on the re- 
mainder. 





Although it has not 
yet been oflicially an- 
nounced, a large sale 
of tea-pots is shortly 
to take place at one of 
| the best known Govern- 





V4 | " ING ME A WIISKY-AND-SODA, PLEAS! 
. | ment offices. 
l’st NOT A WAI n. CONFOUND you! } 
| RiGitt rue I NT TROUBLE . 
_| After spending two 


No order, says a contemporary, W as|nights in a Peckham warehouse a 


children under fifteen 
clined to sav whether a summons would 
lie against him for causing a crowd to 


collect. ; 


| ‘ Whatis the result of wearing a new 
isuit?” asks a fashion writer. Our 
| exper ience is thatil is generally followed 
by a loud knock at the door and an 
intimat on that a settlement will oblige. 
* 

“When Nationalisation comes, says 
a Labour leader, “ I shall throw my hat 
lintheair.” Now if Mr. Caurcaii. had 
said this it is quite conceivable that, 
from a picturesque point of view, the 
offer might be worth closing with. 


There ave over four million gallons of 


| 
| 





made in the case of a debtor at West-| tramp left behind him three sausages. 
minster who pleaded that he had seven | The abandoned sausages are being well 
The Court de-| cared for, but it is feared that band- 


feeding will have to be resorted ‘to. 


4 
“Fortunes are waiting for really 
useful inventions,’ announces a writer 
in a technical journal, We certainly 
agree that anyone who can invent a 


| method by which a sleeper can be dis- 


turbed by his own snoring deserves a 
substantial reward, 
’ 
So does the claimant who made such 
a clever model of a camouflaged Tank 
that, although he knew it was in the 
room, be couldn’t find it. 





“ Thousants of eggs disappeared in the most 
amazing, fashion, and we were glad to sce 
most of them were sober.” —Ashore and Afloat. 


surplus Army rum and the Government | Though some were noticed to be dis- 
jare deciding what to do with it. If the | tinetly fresh. 
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THE ART OF LETTERS. 


(Being reflections on some recent and 
current Memoirs.) 


Ou, Art is long and very long, 

And it would be extremely wrong 
For almost any fellow 

To deem that in a single day 

He could achieve to learn the way 


| ‘Lo paint in oils or seulp in clay 


Or operate the ‘cello. 


And, though you choose the easier Art 
Of Letters, and propose to start 
With Memoirs in a serial, 
Writing in English (not in Greek), 
You often want at least a week 
To get the hang of mere technique 
And master your material. 


That pens are trickier tools than swords 
Is overlooked by certain Lords 

That ruled our Fleet and Army; 
And, if I said (as well I might) 
That Dogs of War who want to write 
Should take a lesson overnight, 

Why, they would think me barmy! 


Yet, for a Leading Warrior's kit 
If some old scribe ‘cos me) should quit 
His modest sable suiting, 
He probably would nurse a doubt, 
When asked to put tlie foe to rout, 
If he could bring it off without 
A little previous tuting. 


Not that I grudge ’em this new pitch, 
Or carp at Age’s natural itch 

For growing reminiscent ; 
[ would not spoil their memory's bloom, 
Only I trust they won't assume 
That every book that gets a boom 

Is Literature. It isn’t. 
O.S. 


MANY INVENTIONS. 


Tue Court having settled the question 
as to who invented the Tanks (as dis- 
tinct from the more trivial question as 
to who fought in them) other claims 
were then laid before it. 

Miss Letitia Tudberry, The Eyrie, 
Walthamstow, claimed to have invented 
the first sock-comforter. In October, 
1914, she was knitting what was in- 
tended to be a pair of socks for a nephew 
in the trenches. This was despatched 
to him in due course; and a letter re- 
ceived later, which thanked her for the 
Balaclava belmet and the comforter, 
gave her the idea for her great inven- 
tion. Evidently the War Office must 
have heard of it by some means or 
other, for a subsequent letter from her 
nephew contained the information 
that most of the men in the trenches 
were now wearing sock-comforters.— 
Awarded a million pounds. 

Mr. Perey Podby, of Wavecrest, 
Cricklewood, claimed to have invented 





plum-and-apple jam. Mr. Todgers, 
K.C., held a watching brief for Mr. Puum 
Warner, who made no claim in the 
matter, but objected to having his name 
bandied about. 

Mr. Podby said that plum-and-apple 
had been a favourite in his family for 


|many years before 1914, the younger 
| Podbys being particularly partial to it. 


He had not actually suggested to the 
War Office that the troops should be 
supplied with it, but his wife’s cousin, 
who sometimes came to tea with them, 
was in the habit of mixing in Society, 
and no doubt she had mentioned it to 
some of her friends, who had told 
Mr. Winston CHURCHILL. 

There being two thousand other 
claimants, the case was adjourned. 

Mr. Leonard Limpet, O.B.E., claimed 
to have invented the phrase, ‘ Passed 
to you, please.” If any one phrase 
could be said to have won the War for 
England it was this. Without it life 
in any great Department would have 
been intolerable, and it would have been 
utterly impossible for the nation to 
have carried on.—Awarded a million 
pounds. 

Mr. Keatine claimed to have in- 
vented Keating’s Powder. This, he ad- 
mitted, was a somewhat ticklish subject, 
but he had felt it to be his duty to put 
forward his claim. Nobody would dis- 
pute that he had invented the powder 
which bore his name, and there would 
be as little dispute as to the part it 
had played in our great victory. With- 
out his powder England could only 
have put a scratch army into the field, 
and we should undoubtedly have lost 
the War.—Awarded a million pounds. 

Captain BarrnsFaTHER claimed to 
have invented “Old Bill.” It was the 
cheerfulness and good-humour of the 


private soldier which had pulled us|” 


through, and since nobody expected 
modesty in a Court like this, he didn’t 
mind saying that it was “ Old Bill,” 
among other things, which had kept 
the men cheerful.— Awarded a million 
pounds. 

Colonel Watt-Watt, C.I.E., claimed 
to have invented the R.A.F. uniform 
(29th pattern). He admitted that this 
pattern had only been in general use 
for one day, when it was superseded by 
his friend Colonel Tutt-Tutt’s design ; 
but he maintained that it was just 
this policy of surprise, of never letting 
the enemy know what to expect next, 
which had confounded the plans of 
Lupenvorr¥ and had kept the Germans 
guessing. 

He also claimed to have invented the 
Army Order which forbade officers to 
smoke pipes in public, an Order which 
had undoubtedly put fresh courage into 





the hearts of our Allies and had en- 











abled them to hold Verdun.— Awarded 
a million pounds. 

Mr. Tosher, K.C., said that he repre- 
sented an elderly wood-cutter in Hol- 
land (unfortunately absent), whoclaimed 
to have invented the War. It was ob- 
vious that this claim had precedence 
over all others, seeing that but for the 
War 

The President regretted that he could 
not hear Mr. Tosher. In this Court the 
claims of patriotic Englishmen only 
could be heard, Englishmen who had 
not hesitated to offer all, even their 
brains, to their country. He was bound 
to make this rule, otherwise we should 
have German scientists coming over 
here and saying that it was they who 
had first given the War Office the idea 
of employing gas-helmets, and claiming 
a reward in consequence. 

Mr, SreGFRIED Sassoon and several 
other young poets each claimed to have 
invented the word “ guts,” or rather to 
have been the first poet to recognise 
the poetical quality of the word. Poetry 
had proved a wonderful inspiration to 
the man on the home front, but it was 
necessary that the poetry should be writ- 
ten in simple stirring English, and the 
discovery of the word *‘guts”’ had made 
this possible. Combined with “hell” 
and “bloody” the effect was irresist- 
ible-—Awarded a million pounds each. 

Mr. Borromiey claimed to have in- 
vented the comforting news that the 
dear boys, Tommy in the trenches 
and Jack at sea, God bless ‘em, would 
end the War by Christmas. (Another 
powerful prophecy next Christmas).— 
Awarded a million pounds. 

Mr. Lovar Fraser claimed to have 
braced the nation by saying, in italies, 
that, on the contrary, it would last ten 
years yeb.— Awarded a million pounds. 
‘The President then announced that, 
after setting aside a million pounds for 





the inventor of plum-and-apple jam, | 


there was only two-and-ninepence left. 
As there were no other claims by in- 
ventors, he proposed to divide this 
among the infantry. The Court then 
adjourned. A. A. M. 








“TI can never imagine Lord Lansdowne 
losing his old title of ‘ Uncle Mark.’ "— Globe. 
Possibly; Lord Lampourne cannot 
imagine it either. 


Of a speech by Commander Kex- 
wortuy, M.P.:— 

“They recognised it wasn't frothy turgid 
rhetoric which has been served up to them for 
years, it was the dynamite of facts booming 
across that sea of faces like a minute gue 
awakening the dormant mental splendours of 





j 
; 


those imaginative industrious sons of the toil, | 


revealing to them the sophistical cogwheels of 
litical yote catching chicanery.” E 

a : Hull Daily News. 

That's the stuff to give ‘em! 
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HEATHER AND TANGLES OF FOREGROUND, 


THE INCOMPLEAT WANGLER. 

In telling this story I would have it 
understood that 1 am entirely in favour 
ef every kindness being shown to the 
disabled, Indeed, in my opinion no- 
thing is too good for them, and this I 
say on general principles and not in 
any way because I happen to be one 
myself, But even the disabled should 
show some reserve; should accept, but 


| not suggest; should enjoy, but never 
“cadge;’’ should, in short, be more like 


me and less like Ernest. 


Let me 


| illustrate my meaning, 


We were sitting in the lounge of the 
Bellevue Hotel, Mrnest and I, when a 


woman I had not noticed before came 


in and smiled upon Ernest. 

“ Her name is Mrs. Mottle,” he said 
in reply to my inquiry, “and she has a 
Rolls-Royce. I had a little conversa- 
tion with her yesterday.” 

*“ You would have,” I said. 

“ And it wasn’t a great suecess, any- 
way. Have you noticed how shin 
the conversation among hotel guests 
turns upon other hotels?” 

“Havel not? Do you know Beach- 


ONE MIGHT ALMOST 





A PAINFUL SUBJECT. 


Salesman (dilating on the work of a modern Master). “No, Stn, ue NEVER TOUCHES 


combe Bay? Where did you stay? 
The Métropole? We stayed at the 
Grand. 
told the food's better at the Mét opole 
That kind of thing?” 

“ Exactly,” said Ernest. 
it all round you. And Mrs. 
specialises init. She talks of nothing 
else. Now, in my more active days | 
seldom if ever stayed in hotels. Or if 
1 did they were small fishing inns in 
Ireland or Wales. So she found methe 
poorest ol company 5 

“And presently you saw the Rolls 
disappearing down the road at a steady 
35 m.p.h.?” 

“You need not harp on the Rolls,” 
said Ernest * But you ‘ve no doubt 
been soured by that morning you spent 
playing with little Peter on the beach 
before you found that his people hadn't 
acar. Mrs. Mottle’s a kind woman, 
and I felt sorry not to provide her with 
better entertainment. So I've taken 
steps to inform myself upon her special 
subject.”’ 

* And how have you done that?” I 
asked, 





8 ANYTHING BUT THIS ONE BUBILCI 
SAY HE WALLOWS IN UNDERGROWTH.” 
Horrified Golfer (18 handicap). “Gapt wat a Lire! Never on THE FAIRWAY—WuHaAT?” 


The position 's better, but I'm | 


* You hear | 
Mottle | 
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DUACKEN, 


“and next 
creditable 


| Hotel Guide,’ said Ernest 
time | hope to put up quite a 
show, ‘ 

It was not long before Mrs Mottle 
had joined us, at Mrnest’s invitation. 
l awaited the upshot with some inter: 
est, and almost held my breath when 
she asked, ‘Do you know Bexcliff? 
| We stayed at the Queen s there. A 
very good hotel.” 

“1 know it well,” said Ernest, “It 
is, as you say, quite good. They have 
excellent cuisine and wines. Electric 
light throughout. Night porter.” — 

Mrs. Mottle looked at him @ little 
sharply, 1 thought, but she tried again. 

“We went from there to Eastport, 
she said, 

“Did you stay at the Victoria? 
cried Lirnest, who I saw at once had | 
made a special study of the advertise: 
ment of this hotel. ‘ There they give 
you every comfort —large smoking: 
room, quiet lounge, splendid situation, 
lift, garage, hotel bus mects all trains. 
Quite different from the Princes, near 
the station,” he went on, warming to 
his work, “That is family and com- 


| 





“I've been studying ‘The A.B.C, 


mercial, Inclusive terms. — Illustrated 





— 
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tariff on application. And there is al 
stockroom. I don’t know exactly what 


lit means, but I remember that there 


unobservant 


| is one 
| Lsaw in Mrs, Mottle’s eye that thi 
: | wasn't exactly what she wanted, but 


Ernest is in some ways 


and he went plunging on, 











R | “TT think you said you stayed at the 
F Royal at Harrogate ? hesaid. * What 
lo first-class hotel! Occupying as it 
| does a unique position, standing in it 
: lownt nequalled grounds directly facin, 
fe the sea “4 


3 } “ Harrogate isn't on the BER, ’ said 
| Mrs. Mottle in a freezing voice, 

It wa only then that Mrnest realised 
| that he had overdone it Ilis 
tion that he must have been thinking 
of the Royal at Whitepool fell lament 
{] Mrs. Mottle 


conviction that he had 


explan t 


ably flat, and departed 
with the 
pulling her leg. 


“[T may yet get a run in the Roll 


bec ! 


[ said to him afterwards, “ unless n 
connection with you has 


; comproml ot 
If 1 do L'll take detailed note 


me ( 
any hotel we may call at for refresh 
ment, and let you have them for you 


collection.” 


ee 


WHEN CLAUDIA SMILES. 
Claudia propped her elbows on the 
sou-wall and gazed entrancedly ove 
bay to where the great Dreadn 
loomed like grim battlemented isl 
| “The lambs ! 
| Claudia’ 
aChai 


"she breathed 
3 | nele John Wi 


Oo occuptEe 





I lixperiment ul Exegesis at one 
‘ l,l 

oO: oul older, mouldier | 

| Who handles his 


handles Venetian gla vroun 


niversille fil 
words “as & COnnol 
seul 
brokenly. 

‘ 


I'he Y cil 
lines 


‘ Lambs,’ my dear elild! 
Atlantic 


vomit tons of burstin 


;crumple up an 
| paper bag ; 


0] 
| Stool Lie ( Me Whier-Fitebang (to hotel 7 
Claudia cut off his flow with an up Your is UNPOLISHED. See To rt.” 
lifted hand —_—— : = 
* Don't be discu bing, John You Them 's the orders,” said he firmly 


referring to the L turned ba d confessed my 
They ave} fathure 

quite too sweet for wordsin their home| “ \ policeman stopped you ? '¢ laudia 
lives, full of unexpected little cupboard ( Not intentionally, 1 ‘im 


' 

know very well I was 

| 

| 

| 

| and inhabited by the twee-est middies| sure. 1 always find them 77= 
| j ; 

| ' 


| Other side of their matures. 
<claimed 
sO 


Who dance enchanting [ do wish | pathetic Where is he? 


somebody would take me over one She advanced on the constable and 

She smiled wistfully at me and) smiled at him. The fellow inflated his 

| Sighed. chest and twisted hn moustachios. 

It might be possible vil I ‘A) Claudia is ea to look at, and when 

| lot of civilians are boarding those|she smiles the heart of mortal man is 
tenders over there. Suppo o we try? as pudd ne within him, 






Vifty leet from the ple head my | When Claudia smile icemen rush 
passage was barred by «a ponder And stop the traffic; porters erush 
policeman. | Mach other underfoot that they 

“Only them with pecial invites can | May be or hes trun a ed 
170,’ h - led Impatient trains and bow and bhush 
B © growled. | And find her corner-seats of plu h 

| “ But surely .« I began | While damp dyspeptic infants bush 
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eit, TWENTY- POURTH ft rTON 


* Boy 


Their peovish yells and shout 


When Claudia smile 
Strong, silat Mnwpire- builders gush 
Che grocer trills a virelay 
Pale curates wear a rosoute flush 
Decayed old clubmen mumble“ Tush!” 


And limp rejoicing on their way 


When Claudia 


miles 
Claudia advanced on the constable 
and smiled at him. He did 
to look stern, but his number was up. 
‘Good afternoon; what jolly weather, 
isn'tit? she rippled. “ Mverything so 
nice and blue and sunny though 
I suppose it must be very tiring for you 


his best 


keeping the crowd back,” 

She turned “lew people 
realize what a policeman has to put 
up with—the long hours, out in all 
weathers, keeping guard over us while 


to me 
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| we sleep. And there are no bands play- 

| ing, no O.B.E.’s, no Victoria Crosses 

| —just unremitting silent service.” 

The constable coughed into his glove 
and increased his chest measurement 

still further. 

Claudia smiled on him again. “I 
wonder if you would be so frightfully 
kind as to let us go to the pier-head 
just for a minute to watch all those 
funny people scramble on the tenders ? 
Would you?” she cooed like a ring-dove. 

“Certainly, Miss. No ‘arm in that. 
Pass this way, please.” We passed. 

“There you are,” said Claudia; “I 
told you so. They will do anything if 
you're gentle with them. 
| when people push against them and 
stand on their feet that they get irrit- 
| able.” ‘ 
| We reached the pier-head. A mine- 
| sweeper chafed gently against the steps, 





PUNC 


It's only | jaw that comes from years and years of 
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were swarming aboard the flag-ship. A ‘time we had returned to the stern and } 
smart junior officer was standing at| the officers’ dug-outs Claudia had pro- 
the head of the ladder watching the in-| mised faithfully to be his on November 
nocent antics of the animals. Claudia} 3rd, always providing her family hadn’s 
halted within a few yards of him and | kidnapped her in the meanwhile Oo! 
gazed spell-bound. | that she wasn’t marrying somebody 
“Don't attract his attention,” I|else on that day. A sun-blaze of gol 
hissed. ‘“ He'll demand our credentials | braid, surmounted by a weather-carved 
and have us thrown overboard.” | humorous face, suddenly shone out 
| “Is it Admiral Beatty?” she asked |from a curtained doorway. Claudia 
in an awe-struck stage aside. joes at him. The humorous mouth 
“TI hardly think so,” 1 whispered. twitched at the corners in response, 
“He's got his cap on too straight.” “For heaven's sake go easy,” I im- | 
“They are frightfully alike, anyhow,” | plored ; “ it's the Captain, I believe.” 
Claudia went on. “The same eternal “1'm going to thank him, then; it’s 
watchfulness, the same iron firmness of | only polite,” said Claudia, and ran to. 
wards the sun-blaze. “We're most 
frightfully obliged to you for letting us 
eome aboard your splendid ship; it’s 
been too utterly gorgeous for words, | 
don't know when I've enjoyed myself 


unremitting silent service ’’—she smiled 
in the direction of the Sub-Lieutenant 

“my goodness, I do adore blue-and- 
gold I 








The Sub flicked a thread off his sleeve, | more.” 





visitors, 

‘Speak tothat sailor 
with the curl and the 
relroussé nose; he has 
| a kind face,” Claudia 
| directed, Il approached 
| the sailor. 

‘* Nothin’ doin’,” he 
| snapped. “ Only them 
| with friends or re- 
| lations on the fleet 


| 
| taking on a cargo of 
| 
i 





| allowed off. Stand 
i clear!” 
| 1 stood clear. 
‘One does feel so 1 


frightfully grateful to 
them for all they ‘ve 
done,” came the voice 
of Claudia, speaking 





How TO READ A SIGNAL FROM AN ADMIRAL (D— 
(Suggested frontispiece for the next edition of Lord Fisuer’s epoch-making volume. } 


She let loose the 
full glowing radiance 
lof her smile. “Thank 
you most frightfully.” 

His number wasup. 

“ Delighted, I'm 
sure,” he laughed; 
‘but I shall be even 
more so if you ‘Ilcome 
and have tea with 
me?” 

Claudia flashed a 
“come along” signal 
over her shoulder at 
lher Uncle John and 
| myself and pranced 
inside the big stern 
cabin. 

“Ttist he Captain 3 





NELSONISING 


THE NAVY. 


D FOOL TYPE}. 
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ostensibly to her Uncle John. “Out 
in all weathers, day and night, guard- | 
ing us while we sleep; years and years | 
of unremitting silent service ' — she | 
shot a smile at the curly mariner and | 
smote him right through the heart 

“frightfully, frightfully grateful to 
them.” 

The smitten tar breathed hard through 
his refroussé snout and hitched at his 
pants. His number was up. 

“ Lady of your party?” he inquired | 
sotto voce. I nodded, 

“Orlright, you can come off. If 
any questions is arst you tell em I'm 
yer brother Charlie.” 

“ Pleased to meet you, Charles,” said 
I. “ Heard from home lately? How's 
mother and father ?"’ ; 

He grinned. “ Pa’s insolvent; Ma's 


tion. Step this way, Miss, if you 
please.” 

He handed Claudia down the sea- 
weedy steps with tender care, and with 
his cap gallantly dusted a hatch-cover 





for her to sit on. Ten minutes later we 








I gasp d. 

“The bloke calls himself an Admiral 
as a matter of fact,” grumbled the Sub, | 
staring mournfully after Claudia. “Go 
ahead, he'll give you plum -eake, I 
daresay.” PATLANDER. 


patted his tie, shot his cuffs and stepped 
towards us. His number was up. 

“If you would care to see over the 
ship | shall be only too happy to show 
you round ahem !”’ 

Claudia beamed. That would simply 
be too frightfully thrilling. To explore 
a Dreadnought was the one thing she 
had been dying to do all her life. Oh 
joy! Oh bliss! 

We processed forward, Claudia skip- 
ping gaily along in front prattling to the 
guide, followed by myself bearing her 
parcels, bag, rain-coat and Ting-a-ling 
the Peke; Uncle John bringing up 
the rear, short-sightedly tripping over 
things and stopping to apologise to 
them. We went everywhere and saw 
everything. I haven't the faintest idea 
where we went or what we saw, hecause 
our guide was too busy to explain. 

Going, he was doing his darndest 
to persuade Claudia into dining and 
jazzing with him in Town some day; 
coming back his feelings had progressed 
somewhat, and he was imploring her to 
marry him on his next leave. By the 








You pays your Money and you takes 
your choice. 
“ Powder freely from time to Never 
go out without your powder-puff. It 1 as 
necessary as @ handkerchief.”—- Daily Paper. 
“No Powprer Necessary.— Yes, powder has 
ruined more complexions than it has aided, | 
and while you use it you can hope for nothing 
better than an imitation of a real complexion. 
Same paper, same day. 


time 


“ALL ENGLISH KILLED ON THE PREMISES, 
Under the most Hygienic Principle s and Cooled | 
in the latest Cooling Chamber.” 

Advt. in Provincial Paper. 


Still, we think the police should look 
into the matter. 





“At —— Petty Sessions, Francis — was | 
fined 25s. for allowing his dog to be unmuzd) | 
and for being at large without a collar, 

Local Paper. 
Dog-owners cannot be too careful about 
their toilet. 
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GET RUN OVER IT WONT I MY FA I 


THE PROPHETEERS. 


if liia i 


iN some high mansion, I supp 
The weather-men confront the 
Giving “the glass’ tremendous blows 
And drinking deep at isobars ; 
And, though I love the language of their 
And all those little arrows on the chart 
There is a thing that jars 


Is it the case that human brain 
Can trace the heavenly secret 
The cyclones rushing round in Spain 
Or be aring down on Pinlice 
And if we'll want our flannels or our furs, 
By simply studying barometers 
Can we believe it? No. 


But I know ladies by the seore 
Whose hair, like seaweed, scents the 
Long, long before it starts to pout 
Their locks assume a baneful f 
Ah, who has not with Muriel rejoiced 
One morning when her hair was much les 
Meaning it must be warm ? 


And I believe, with brush and comb, 
Some damsel in an inner shrine 
Sits always at the prophet’s home 
While sages all around recline 
Or wait with reverence on the outer mat 
Until in eestasy she pins a plait 
And shrieks, ** It will be fine.” 


re 


lo “ical Osyth 


Then haste the y to the preat high priest 
And scribble down the mystie rune 
‘An anti-cyclone, moving Eas t, 
Will stabilise conditions soon ; 
An inch of sunshine has oecurred in Hants;” 
Whereat the whole world puts on thinner pants 
And practises the swoon, 


But when they hear the Sibyl chant, 
* All colourless, and feels like clay, 
All straight and horrible—I ean't 
Do nothing with iny hair to-day! 
Then write they down, “A deep depression runs 
South-west from Iceland—secondary ones 
Are busy in the Bay.” 


Think of the powers of that young girl, 


And how much destiny must hinge 
On whether she can get a curl 
To come in her confounded fringe! 
\h, what, I wonder, would the nation do 
Suppose one day she took a wet shampoo 
Or went and had a singe! 


And if at times the forecasts sing 
Of heat and sun and anticyes 
And we, in fact, get no such thing, 
Kut rain enough to bust the dykes 
Weill, even oracles are much like men, 
And I suppose that that’s what happens when 
The Sibyl simply strikes. A. P. HI 
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_ WHAT TO DO WITH THE CRYSTAL PALACE. 


A CERTAIN amount of premature 
speculation as to the future of the 
Crystal Palace has been indulged in by 
irresponsible publicists. Mr. Punch is 

in a position to assert authoritatively 
that the question has for some time past 
engaged the attention of the Ministry 
of Thrift, and that four schemes at pre- 
sent hold the field. 

The first is that which is promoted 
by the Vegetarian Vigilance Society. 
As no fewer than seventeen experts 
claim the eredit of having originated 
this plan, it is wiser not to mention any 
names. It is enough to state that 
the proposal is to convert the Crystal 
Palace into a gigantic forcing-house for 

| the cultivation of tomatoes, The value 
of this product need not be insisted on. 
Whether estimated in calories or kilo- 
watts, statically or dynamically, the 
tomato stands on the same level with 
the potato and the parsnip, The equip- 
ment of the building for its new pur- 
pose is calculated to cost not more than 
twenty millions sterling, apart from 





the wages of the gardeners, who would | 
number about five thousand, and of the | 
staff of experimentalists employed in | 
research work into the by-products of 
the tomato, which is believed to contain 
radium in large quantities, as well as 
other elements of a sumptuous and 
saponaceous quality. 
& The second scheme, which: is power- 
fully backed by Service men, is for the | 
conversion of the greatest of glass- | 
houses into a palace for the permanent | 
residence of a national hero. Unfor- | 
tunately there is a considerable diver- | 
| 


| 
| 
j 
| 
| 
| 


gence of opinion as to the choice of 
the hero, the Senior Service inclining | 
to favour Lord Fisuer, and the Junior, 
Lord Frencu. A strong and increasing 
| group, however, including representa- 
tive men of both Services, aims at a 
compromise by which both of these 
eminent commanders should be accom- 
modated under the same roof. 

Thirdly, there is the scheme for con- 
| verting Paxton’s masterpiece into a 
Country Club and Rendezvous for all 
the members of the Order of the British 
| Empire. An annual subscription of 
five guineas should ensure an income of 
five million pounds. The only serious 
objection to this scheme is that the 
Crystal Palace would require consider- 
able enlargement to accommodate all 
the members of the Order, and that it 
might not be possible to meet this difli- 
| culty within the compass of the grounds 
| available. 

The fourth and last scheme is of a 
more modest character, but it has the 
support of a powerful and enlightened 





section of the Press. It is to make the 


Crystal Palace a great laboratory of 
Spiritualistic Research, under the triple 
Sir 


direction of Sir Onitver LopGer, 
Artuur Conan Doyie and Mr. ALGER- 
NON BLACKWOOD. The Archbish p of 
CantTerBuRY, without definitely com- 
mitting himself to the project, is be- 


lieved to hawe expressed the opinion | 


the circumstances it was de- 


that in 
serving of careful consideration, 








MIGRACIOUS. 
Tue non-migrating birds, you know, 
They fret about the swallows so. 
“ Why ever need they go so far? 
Why aren't they happy where they are? 
Suppose these terrible migrations — 
This wintering with other nations— 
This gadding over land and sea 
Should lower their vitality ? 


And then suppose they miss their way, | 


da iT 
stay : 
This flatters but does not convince 
The gallant-hearted swallows, since 
It seems with them an idée fixe 
To fly and fly for weeks and weeks. 
But still they think it very kind 
That all the other birds should mind. 
The swallows tell them not to fuss; 
They say, “ You leave it all to us. 
We ve done this thing a time or t 
And, love you, we shall see it th 
But no, the kindly little birds 
Are not to be put off with words. 
They ponder as they lie awake 


And t they think they'd better 


>» 


wo 


rough. 


What t! ings the swallows ought totake. | 


And, when one day they heard them 
cry, 

“You mustn't trouble, by the by 

To cut us sandwiches, because 

We cannot hold them in our claws; 

We want to travel very light;” 

The little birds were plunged in night. 

For they had planned delicious things, 

Tomatoes cut in little rings, 

With cress and egg and caviare, 

Because the swallows flew so far. 

And now to let them wander wide 

With only what they'd got inside 


From dusk to dawn they thought and | 


thought, 
And with the dawn they up'’d and 
wrought. 


On every telegraphic post, 


Both inland and along the coast, 

They balanced upon little pegs 

tow after row of hard-boiled eggs, 

All ready shelled—in sun and rain 

They gleam like cups of porcelain 

(You must have often seen them there 

And doubtless wondered what they 
were). 

The other birds arranged these rows 

To tempt each swallow, as he goes, 

To take a bite, a tiny sup, 

To keep his little courage up. 

And then they telegraphed to know 
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If they m 
To organise and to finance 

A sister scheme for use in France, 
And got the Spaniards to prepare 
Food at their castles in the air. 
The trouble was that no one knew 
Exactly where the swallows flew; 
For swallows do not raise the topie 
}Of where they sojourn —just some 
tropic. 

They never would confess it quite 
Kiven to dear old Ginpert Waiter. 








So much for inland strategy ; 
What of the salt estranging sea? 


i They went to Beatrry. Such aman 
Might hit upon a helpful plan. 
| He begged them not to give t » hope; 
\n omelette on the periscope, 
He thought, would be the very thing 
| ‘To catch the swallows on the wing. 
‘*My submarines shall form a chain 
From Dover to the tropic main, 
And poke upslight repasts, with fruit, 
At intervals along the route.” 
‘* Bearry for ever!”’ cried the birds 
In gratitude too deep for words. 
They feel that they can sit at ease, 
Since every swallow, should he please, 
May tell himself as on he wends, 
i IT am remembered by my friends.” 








Our Helpful Contemporaries. 

The Father of Four’ is right—corporal 
| punishment given at any age with severity 
quently leaves bitter memories behind,” 
Daily Paper. 


| How to Dispose of Your Parents. 

| Tong leave will be granted to Parents or 
| Guardians (or their nominees) of all boys who 
Ne 


} 
1001 


ice issued by 
School. 


| apply for it from after...” 
Head Mast r of well-lenou wi 


Our Affable Aristocracy. 


“The audience included the Duchess of — 
and Lady —--, who motored from , and 
| embraced a large number of lovers of music in 

the city and district.”—Local Paper. 
walnut.” 


ape Argus. 


| ™Brproom Suits, oak and sati 
} ( 


Personally we prefer flannel. 


| “The Beecham Opera Company .. . will 
be at Covent Garden before the end of the 
month. Among the works to be added to the 
repertoire aro ‘ Parsifal and Delius, 

Village,’ ‘Romeo and Juliet,’ and several 
other operas are mentioned as likely.” 

Daily Paper. 

Including, we trust, ‘ Daphnis aud 
Debussy,” “ Strauss and Salome,” and 
“Lucia di Leoncavallo.’ 


* Theold-time supper of Johnsonian fare . «+ 
will be held at the Three Crowns Inn, where 
Boswell says he found dohnson ‘ monarchizing 
with no fewer than Three Crow ; over his royal 
wow.’ "—Daily Paper. 

Jounson was lucky. At his age most 
of us have to be content with their feet 


in our eyes, 
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Lady (who has purchased a ready-made dress at the local drape 
QUICK AS YOU DO THEM UP.” 

Cook (acting lady’s-maid). “Yrs,’M, THEY po, THat’s wy 
tHE OTHER Day.” 


IN A GOOD CAUSE, 
Tae Puautr or Bart's, 

SHALL the oldest London hospital be cramped. in its 
| merciful activities ?—that is the question of the hour. For 
| want of an additional flick to public generosity (on which, 

rightly or wrongly, all hospitals depend) shall the increased 
cost of life and the decreased value of money be allowed 
to curtail the great and noble work for which St. 
mew’'s 


Sartholo 
or Bart’s—has been famous for centuries? Already 
the Convalescent Home at Swanley, which was opened so 
confidently in 1885, and has been dealing with patients at 
the rate of a thousand a year ever since, has had to be closed. 
Shall any further curtailments be permitted ? 

Surely not. That is Mr. Punch’s hope and belief. 

It is true that spare cash may not be too plentiful just 
now, and yet there must be no very serious lack of it in 
London, or there could not be the theatrical boom of which 
we have been hearing; there could not be such vivacity as 
the streets disclose. ~ But even if it were rarer a small sum 
can be spared by most of us, and there is no better way of 
laying it out than in ensuring the continuance at full power 
of this farnous institution; at, indeed, fuller power; for the 
hour has struck for certain re-buildings and enlargements, 
all in the interests of efficiency. 

We owe it to old Raners, the monk who founded both 
the priory and the hospital as long ago as the reign of 
Henry I; it would be treachery, after so many years, to 
let his humane purpose lack support. When the doom of 
the monasteries was decreed by Henry VIII., the hospital 


be 
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lout of all knowledge, the revenues of the hospital have 
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). “TiReSOME THIS DRESS IS, THE FASTENERS COME UNDONE AS 


I WOULDN’? HAVE IT MYSELF WHEN I TRIED If ON AT THE SHOP 





| was separated and secularised and in 1547 granted a royal | 
charter by that monarch, whose effigy still stands over the 
chief doorway facing Smithfield, providing for “the con- 
|tinual relief and help of an hundred sore and diseased, 
| because of “ great pity for the poor, aged, sick and impotent | 
people. ’ That this “great pity ” of 1547 is not in 1919 an 
extinct emotion we now have opportunity to show. aa; 

There is only too much need for it, for this hospital, like 
so many others, has suffered by its very The 
more it helps, the more funds are needed ; and while the 
“hundred sore and diseased’ of 1547 have been multiplied 


| 


uccess. 


gone down. ‘l'o come to actual figures, the “ hundred sore 
and diseased” of 1547 had grown by 1918 to sixty-eight 
thousand three hundred and ten. In 1914, before the 
War had begun to send up the price of everything, the 
hospital was costing £90,936 5s. ld. a year, including the 
£3,500 a year for the muintenance of the Convalescent 
Home at Swanley. The present rate of e penditure 1s 
£122,308 9s. Td., and the Convalescent Home has gone. 
It is to make good a heavy deficiency, to re-open the Home, | 
to build new accommodation for the nurses, and to ensure 
solvency, at any rate for the immediate future, that the 
appeal to the public is now being made—the first time that 
Saint Bartholomew has gone out hat-in- hand fora hundred- 
and-fifty years. . 
Mr. Punch is anxious to raise as large a fund as possible 
in aid of this great work, and earnestly begs lis generous 
readers to address donations to ‘The Secretary of Punch, 
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10, Bouverie Street, Whitefriars, E.C. 4. 
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* BART'S.” 


DEAR, AND I AM, 


IN AID OF 


Mr. Puncn. “YOU'RE NOT USED TO BEGGING, MY 
BOX LIKE THAT, AND HELP?” 


lt i one hundred-and-fift ear nee S Bartholomew s 


appealed to the public for general purpose 


Hospital, whose urgent 1 eds are set 
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linner in half-an-hour and was bring 

WHAT EVERY WOMAN ling Hi man with bim to take “ pot luck. 
APPARENTLY) \ ANTS There wa nolhbing in the house but 
Tue following is an attempt to repro- | some seray end of cold mutton and a 


duce the elusive stvle of those ‘little| herring; but I did not tell John this, 
“Home Talks about Hubby and How] as many wives might have done. 

to Please Him” (“T[ubby,” it should Bring him along, dear,” I said 
be « xplained to the readers of Punch, i bravely ‘Tl manage somehow. 


an endearing diminutive for Husband)|Then L hurried to the store-room and 


which are a feature of every Woman's | took down a tin of sardines, feeling the 
Page in every popular paper, ‘The | occasion justified this little extrava- 


thing is not so easy as it looks, and|gance of hors d'wuvres. For soup I 


the writer of this article is conscious | tossed a quart ot wate into a saucepan, 
that full justice may not have been | into hich I flung all the little  leay 
done to the light hearted spirit of un- | INgs and odds and ends which will 
in every larder. After bringing 
these causeries: this vently to the boil 1 removed the 
foam and added a dash of disinfectant 
. : | powder Lo vive it a subtle indescribable 
When Hubby brings Home a Friend. | fayour, LT also added a soupcon of car- 


, | ’ . le 
consciou banality which characterises | CO:e¢ 
POT. LUCK 


“ How is it that your marriage | bolic tooth-powder to produce an effect 


happy ’” friends often ask me in a|of lobster bisque 
puzzled way. l now took the herring, which I 
Let me give you the secret of this|boned, folded, damped, presse and 
unusual condition I always allow/ran lightly through the mangle, finally 
John perfect freedom to ask a friend| shaping it into dainty rissoles. I gave 
in to a meal whenever he likes. Incon ithem a rich brown appearance by 
venient? Not if you follow my plan.| sprinkling lavishly with the _disin- 
Fo example, John rang up the other | fectant powder fof which I still had 


evening to say he would be home to! half a tin), and served them up with a 
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sauce of ordinary boot-cream which is 
| to be found in any house and is so 
| useful in an emergency 


I next put the scrag end of mutton 
through the mincer—it came out #’dle 
d'Aqneau de Galles: at least that is 
how it appeared in the menu Oh, 
| yes, I had a menu, for that gives such 
| fon to your pot luck dinner, It ran 


ibs follow 


Hors d'auvres varie 
Bisque d’ Homard 
Hareng brouille Beéchamel Cha es 
Pate d’'Agneau de Galles. Sauce Menthe 
(iatean de riz désinfects 


It wasn’t really a literal description 
of the serag-end of mutton dish, but 
it read well, and the friend didn’t know 
enough French to thrash the matter 





| 

| out. He left expressing his astonish 
iment aft what he termed a most ap 
etising repast. 

And John was so pleased al my 
jresource and economy that he has 
promised to buy me the set of skunk 
for which I've languished for ages 
So you see, although it often means a 
little extra trouble and ingenuity, it 
really pays to humour a man, doesn't 
it? MELISANDE, 
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IN A DASHING 


HOCKEY CHARGE EX-SERGEANT 
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| LOSSEERING. 
By Lovett Buazer. 
| Tie newspapers of late have been 
| full of the working of the Profiteering 
| Act. I have not a word to say against 
the principle involved—the protection 
| of the consumer against the illicit ra- 
pacity of the manufacturer or retailer. 
But the prosecution of profiteers en- 
| tirely fails to remedy another cruel 
| abuse which has grown out of the op- 
| portunities of the War—I mean the 
penalising of the brain-worker, who, 
instead of being remunerated in pro- 
portion to the cost of living, has often 
earned less than in pre-war times, and 
_at best has received a ludicrously in- 
adequate bonus. Against the crimes of 
| profiteers must be set the sufferings of 
those whom—in default of a better term 
we may call the Losseers. And it 
is not a case of a few victims, to whom 
the maxim De minimis non curat ler 
might apply. The name of the Losseers 
is legion. In this distressful cate- 
gory must be included the entire class 
of novelists, male and female. With 
very few exceptions they kept their 
fountain-pens at full blast throughout 
the War. The price of paper was 
| trebled, and that of ink was so pro- 





THRUSTER SUDDENLY GETS THAT “OVER-THE-TOP” FEELING, 
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hibitive that some of them at the time of | attractions of the War clamour for a 


the Armistice were seriously contem- 
plating the terrible alternative of writing 
with their blood. (It is impossible to 
discuss the subject without constant re 
sort to the use of italics.) But with a 
self-sacrificing generosity that cannot be 
too highly commended they instructed 
their publishers, instead of asking twelve 
shillings a copy, as they were logically 
entitled to do, to be content at the out- 
side with seven shillings, a sum which, 
as anyone with a rudimentary know- 
ledge of war economics will readily 
admit, extinguished completely any pos 
sible margin of profit. In other words 
our novelisis were working gratuitously 
throughout the War. And this in spite 
of the terribly severe handicap under 
which they were labouring by reason of 
the unfair competition of Truth with 
Fiction. This remark applies not only 
to novelists but to all purveyors of 
sensation. 

Many tragic examples might be cited 
of those who found their occupation 
gone. Several actresses with the most 
superb dental equipment were absolutely 
disregarded by the illustrated press. 
The claims based on the intellectual and 
moral damage sustained by thousands 


Government Commission. It is invidi- 

fous to particularise, but an exception 
must be made in favour of Mr. BERNARD 
Suaw, who for more than four years was 
relegated to the unnatural obscurity of 
| the ordinary individual, tempered bya 
| brief joy-ride at the Front, where his 
opportunities of self-expression were 
marred by the humiliating limitations 
which the wearing of khaki imposed on 
him. 

There is also the ineffably piteous 
ease of an Admiral of the Fleet who, 
never having received so much as a 
“Thank you” since the death of Kine 
Epwarp, has been driven to journalism 
in his seventy-eighth year, much 4s 
SIMs Reeves, at the same age, Was Te 
duced to appearing at the Halls. We 
need not dwell on the prima donna 
whose periodical losses of her jewel- 


| 
| 
j 
| 
| 
| 





lthe pianist whose capillary attractions 
‘ceased to enrapture his audience. 
Enough has been said to show what an 
overwhelming case can be made out for 
the bestowal of liberal compensation = 
those who were cruelly penalised by the 
very conditions which furnished other 
sections of the community with an 





|case were passed over unt oticed, or 


| 





of innocent people owing to the superior | occasion for illicit gain. 
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THE EVENING RITUAL. 


(By an Amateur of Warmth.) 
Now is the time of the memcrial feast! 
Ye maidens all, put on your thickest thing 


Tie furs provides | by some faery beast, 
And do the buttons u p and tie the strings. 
Put on your jerseys and y 

Ye elder lads your Anglo-Saxon v 3, 
And let the bell give forth a solemn toll 
And make a on of the hardest forms 

About the fender (if I have that noise 
Alfred, I shall cael ve you of your toys 
Are we all ready? Jane, bring in 


mitts, vel 8 


rn 


the « al. 


Not the big lump, my girl, the medium bit 

| And crown it with some beech-leaves from thie Ja 
And pour a spot of brandy over it, 

If we have any brandy; have we, Jane? 

Let it be borne upon a pewter dish 


And lay it very reverently anc — slo 
On to the piece of wood, with a ds devout, 
And light it till there comes a fitful glow. 
a every one of you may have a wish, 
But do not breathe too loud, 
Your petticoats, ye girls ; 


and do not sw sh 


it might go out. 
And if you ask me what this rite is for 
And why we sit with hands and feet like ice, 
I say the memory of the days of yore 
Demands a ceremonial sacrifice ; 








‘TETHER IT HERE WHEN YOU'VE FINISHED WHAT YOU'RE DOING.” 





Tl here was a time—you Nl re att it in your + bee 
You younger chil dren—-when a furnace shone 
In every English grate and no one groused, 
Before the lean and dreadful years came on ; 
Gay laughter echoed from the ingle-nooks 
And every face reilected, pleased as cook's, 
The glory of illimitable froust. 


Then politicians used to toast their toes 
And artists got their fame by brooding long 
Over a dream of amber aud of rose, 
And port was drunk and there was wassail song ; 
And that is why, although it gives no heat, 
We sit to-night before this tiny flame 
(See to it, Mabel, or the spark expires, 
So damp it is, so delicate and tame), 
Lest we forget how, crimson as the beet, 
Our great forefathers used to grill their feet 
In England, in the days when there were fires. 
vor. 





The Bussy Bee. 
Quite recently, in a week's travelling in Sussex I did not see one 
Near London, however, I saw three colonies going strong 
from the bus-top on a S.W. outer suburban bus route.”—Daily News. 
| It is supposed that they were descending to investigate 
the vehicle's bonnet. 





all classes’ to which the Prime Minister had re fe rred. There was no 


sign of the country being fit for horses to live in.”—Scotch Paper. 


i 
| “Mr. declared that there was no sign of that ‘ comradeship of 
} 3 
| 
| . 
| A few asses, however, seem to find it eongenial. 
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THE SOCIAL REFORMER. 


I am not the Social Reformer. 1 am 
that which is to be reformed. First, 
I had to be deprived of my money. 
This was found easy, for I have been 
more virtuous than the average of my 


‘fellows and have always been good 


enough not to earn much. The last 


remnant of my cash had been removed 


| priving me of heat, next of | 


that very morning by the tax-collector. 
I write from abroad; perhaps you have 
not these things in England. 

This process being finished, my refor- 
mation is to be completed first by de- 


food, next of movement, next | 
of everything necessary to life, | 
and next of everything else. | 
‘The oppressed are then to rise 
and there is to be slaughter. 
[am not the oppressed; Iam 
to be the slaughtered. When 
my body has been torn about 
a bit and my head has been 
fixed up on a high place in a 
central quarter where it may 
be relied upon duly to adver- 
tise the movement, and when 
my blood has been utilised for 
vriting the great triumphal | 
poster of La Lévolution, then, 
if I read the leaders of that 
sane La Lévolution correctly, 
my reformation will be com- 
plete. La Révolution refers to 
me as a parasite; nay, worse, 
as a bourgeois. It also ad- 
dresses me daily as its dear 
reader, whom it may count 
upon, when the day comes as 
come it must, to assist in the 
mauling of parasites and bour- 
geois. From time to time it 
announces the ‘“zero’’ mo- 
ment when we must all go 
over the top and engage in 
the great class war. I am a 
worker and I must tight for the 
rights of Labour. 1 am a parasite and 
['m for it. Always anxious to do my 
duty, | have written to the Editor to 
ask which side I’m really cn. The 
answer came that, owing to circum- 
stances, the war was postponed, that 








| my question could not be answered, 
_ pending the return of the Editor from 
_his holiday in the mountains; that 


meanwhile my half-yearly subscription 
was overdue, and that in further default 
[ should be subjected to the processes 
of the law. Quem deus vult perdere, 
prius dementat. 

Meanwhile there is a tram from my 
village to the town, provided by a callous 
Government to prevent the honest work- 
ing man using his legs. It is driven 
by a man between whom and me (La 
Kévolution tells us) there is implacable 











hate. He pulls up every morning at 
my door, and every morning his para- 
site rides into town with him on his 
platform. This, of course, only pending 
the striking of the hour of “zero.” 
There is generally a third of us: a 
sacred railwayman going to his work. 
Between him and me there is (La Révo- 
lution tells us) a bloody feud. 1 ought 
to do his work and he ought to have 
my house. He says he doesn’t like 
my house because it looks damp. It is. 
However, we cannot blame La Révolu- 
tion for that. La Révolution is going 


to put all that and everything else 








_ tua 
tty EZ 
4? “A ah ” 


right. La Révolution will have to be! 
very rich and very persistent. 

La Révolution must have got to hear 
of these flippant tram-rides of ours, 
every morning, which, being a grave 
form of fraternisation, were extremely 
bad for the future of society. The 
Editor must hurriedly have paid his 
hotel bill (out of other people's half- 
yearly subscriptions), chartered a taxi 
to come up the mountains and fetch 
him home, and must have told people 
about it. Communications being cut! 











“_y 


ee 
It was the Social Reformer in person. 
He wore a tram-man’s cap, without 
whieh he might possibly not have been 
identified with Labour. However, per- 
haps his labour has been hard labour 
in its time, so it is not fair to insist on 
that. He wore civilian clothes, to show 
he had the right to belong to Society 
just as much as I had. He wore no 
collar or tie, thus demonstrating his 
independence ; he carried an umbrella, 
thus demonstrating his moral superi- 
ority to the rest of us. He talked. He 
never stopped talking. He never had 
stopped talking. He said he never 
—.| would stop talking. We gath- 
ered that he had plenty of time 
to spare for the purpose, since 
the brutal bourgeoisie would 
. neither let him sleep nor eat, 
» | nor have a happy hearth where. 
iat to sit with his family, | 
| fancy that the same bourgeoisie 
had taken his family off him, 
and made out of its bodies 
tyres for their lavish motor 
ears. I could see that the mean 
| bourgeoisie had stolen his razor 
and his soap. 

When I got on the tram I 
think he had just been dis- 
suaded from taking my house. 
This shows that J.a Révolution 
is right in encouraging the 
theory of irremovable hatred 
| between me and the railway- 
man, who dissuaded him. But 
it made the Social Reformer 
suspicious of the railwayman, 
who knew so much about 
houses, and it tended to reduce 
him to the confusion under 
which we all are as to whois 
|on which side, and why. One 
|ecannot postpone a promising 





Pl 


2 H-Dowp-19 | war forthe purpose of worrying 

THESE DEAR OLD LADIES, HAVING VISIONS OF A | 

LAND OVERRUN WITH ESCAPING RODENTS, HAVE that: s , ver of us might 
|that; so, whoever of us mgh 

HIRED A CAPTIVE BALLOON FOR “RAT-WEEK.” . 


over academic questions like 


| be which, he went on with his 
speech, Though I was absent from the 
first half-hour of it I now know it all 
by heart. It was thus :— 

«The middle class exploits our labour. 
It suppresses us; it makes us work, 
and it steals the produce of our labour. 
We thus learnt who had stolen his 
collar. “If the Parliament does any- 
thing to help us” (it had just halved 
the hours of working and doubled the 
rates of pay) “ the middle classes try to 
undo it. It is always like that. It is 
their mentality. We shall have no 


hetween La Révolution and the para-|justice while there are any middle 
site, owing to the small affair of out-| classes. There must be class warfare 


posts between us, I cannot be precise. | 
Anyhow, this morning there was An-| 


to the finish.” : d 
The driver looked ahead of him an 


other on the front platform with the | clanged his bell. There was no one 10 


driver and the railway man when the 


| 
| 





tram pulled up for me. 


the way, but someone had to do some- 
thing, if only by way of applause. The 
. ” a 
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railwayman, who generally displays no 
interest in the route, now helped the | 
driver in looking ahead. I found mv- 








| 
| 
| 
| 


self, no doubt under the stress of the} 


moment, also avoiding the Reforme: s | 


eye and assisting at the look-out. But 
the Reformer was not to be done in like 
that; he joined us on the look-out and 
began again on a new theme: 

“ Must there not be class warfare to 
the finish ? Shall we have any justice 
while there are any middle classes? Is 
it not their mentality ? Is it not always 
like that? Do you deny that when the 
Parliament at last does anything to 
help us the middle classes try to undo 
it? The middle classes make us work 
and steal the produce of our labour. 
Should the middle classes be allowed 
to exploit us?” 

The driver asked sulkily 
middle classes were doing to re 
the working hours and the pay 
had not told this. 
Reformer explained fully : 

“The middle class exploits our labour 
It suppresses us. It us work 
and it steals the produce of our labour. 
If the Parliament does anything to help 
us the middle classes try to undoit. It 
is always like that. It is their men 
tality. We shall have no justice while 
there are any middle There 
must be class warfare to the finish 

The railway-man had now lost all 
interest in everything, 
road abead. He was leaning out, gaz 


what the 
arrange 
? He 

The 


been about 


makes 


classes. 


ing to the side and thinking of othe 
things. For myself, I was not as ex- 
cited as I had been. But the driver 


was all attention, because it is a driver's 
business to attend to things, and no man 
can be asleep and awake at 
time. The Reformer 
as justified in developing his theme. 

‘And it all goes to show,’ 


the same 


regarded himself 


said he, 


“that there must be class warfare to} 


sh.” nged his bell. 


the tir The driver cla 
“We shall have no j 
while there is a single middle 


ustice whatever 


’ 
class left 


It is their mentality.” The driver 
clanged his bell twice, and unneces 
sarily, 

“If the Parliament does anything 


éver to help us iva The tram 
sper i bump. 


stopped 


‘The middle classes completely un 
do it The tram started we a iock 
which moved everybody. But it didn't 
move the Reformer. He finished his 
thesis, and then - gave us by w 
ol appendix and glossai y & Ce mple te 
explanation of the whole. This I am 
afraid I cannot tell you. You see, | 
haven't got you ona tram wit 
can only leave you to guess. 








Torsy’s Morro For TANKS. 


Spec's I growed.” 


THE 
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rhe printed slip that told the tale 
| Of great regret with which he 
place i 
My verses on the homeward trail ; 


h me, 1} 


| 
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Best man (seeing ple off on hone: 


HELI AS AWAY THI 


THE EDITOR. 


ui to waste, 


AND 


To me it seemed 


ECONOMY 


too gor 


I turned it o'er without ado 


And on its bare | 
lL fon ily h 
Here is a pati otie bard ; 
Economy 's the game to-day, 
And lo! he plays it good and hard; 
I must reward this worthy lad.” 
And then would print the things, 
bad. 


pe d that he might sav, 


how 


evel 





ck wrote my Opus 2. | 















































last 


Vain hope! My stuff © came back 
| night 
| Yet is there solace in the thought 


i'That he had read the lesson right 
My treatment of his leaflet taught ; 
| His own frugality to show, 


| He 'dscrawled across the verses 
' 


} 


'P. TAK: 








From a report of Mr. Asgurt H's speech 
lin honour of the ex-Editor of The 
| Daily News :— 
' “1 
Gardiner’s creed 
both you and I subscribe 

and its core an inexplicable 
icheers)."—Dawvy Paper. 


wish simply to say this, that Mr. 
a creed to which I believe 
has for its essence 

belief in freedom 


‘And freedom sbrieked’’ once more. 
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| Westminster accordingly, reached the colossal portico of the | 
| Hotel Windsor, and at the me of a flight of steps a fatherly 
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COVERED TRACKS. 


Tue Railway crisis was over, but my domestic difliculties 
remained as acute as ever. My coal-merchants were still 
forbidden to supply me with more than a hundred-weight 
of anthracite per week, As I had none in stock and depend 
entirely for warmth and cooking on a stove and kitclen- 
range which are considered economical marvels in that 
they consume only five hundredweight a week between 
them, it was obvious that the restricted allowance would 
be exhausted long before the end of the second day. On 
representing this to the local Fuel-Controller I found him 
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powerless to make any order, but was recommended to 
interview the Coal-Controller at the Holborn Viaduct} 
Hotel, to which I went at once. 

On arrival I was directed to an office, where a pair o! 


_unfledged flappers in yellow over-alls informed me that the | 


| had that particular office any connection whatever with 
| coal-mines. 


| that, whatever their suit might have been, it had been 


Coal-Controller was at the Hotel Windsor. I hurried to| 


hall-porter, entrenched behind a long counter, requested me 
to write my name and business on a slip of paper; why, | 
don’t know, unless as a test of my powers as a précis-writer, 
for he did nothing with it when it was finished. 

Following his instructions, I went up two storeys to a 
door numbered 501. Here, on deseribing my urgent need 
of anthracite to a female clerk, I was referred to “ No, 553,”’ 
at the other end of the corridor, where another female clerk 
assured me that a certain Mr. Budger, of whose precise 
whereabouts she bad no knowledge, was the proper person 
to whom to apply. So I went downstairs again and con- 
sulted the hall-porter, who was as fatherly and helpful as | 
ever; I had only to go up the steps on the other side of the | 
hall and, if I knocked at the glazed door he indicated, || 
should see Mr, Budger. I did knock at that door, but the 
clerk who opened it was not Mr, Budger’s, nor, it appeared, 








However, he directed me to the room at the} 
end of an adjoining passage which Mr. Budger occupied, so | 
| was distinetly getting warm. But I did not see Mr. 
LBudger, and even if I had it would not have helped me 


| much, as he did not happen to be the Coal-Controller, 


Holborn Viaduct Hotel. 

There seemed nothing for it but to follow his example 
After returning there I was not directed again to the room 
with the unfledged fappers, but sent up in the lift to the | 
fifth floor to another numbered door. Here, in an office | 
simply furnished with a desk and table, another female | 
clerk asked me to write my name and business in a book, | 
with which she disappeared. When she returned presently 
without the book and with an invitation to follow her, I felt 
that | was very near the Presence. She conducted me to 
another room, which I entered unperceived, as the official, 
who was presumably the Coal-Controller, was engaged 
with other callers. I gathered from the conversation 


| 

Sontroler, | 

who, | was told, had moved back that very morning to the | 
! 

} 

' 

| 


granted, which was most encouraging. But they were 
some time in explaining to him exactly why they had 
thought it better to come round and talk it over personally, 
and a longer time still before they had exhausted their 
exprossions of gratitude and taken their leave. Then at last 
[ was alone with the Controller and free to impart my 
troubles to him. ‘ 

From the first moment I had felt that he was the kind of 
man I could get on with. He was smoking a pipe; there 


was a genial twinkle in his eye; he had a comfortable fire 


| dency to “soften manners and not suffer them to become 





~~in short he was a human being who could feel for the fire 
less. No one could have listened more sympathetically, | 
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and I was convinced that my cause was as good as fained, 
And it might have been but for the fact that he controlled 
something else and had no jurisdiction whatever in such 
matters as mine. 

This would have been a serious set-back if he had not 
kindly offered to put me in touch with the proper authority 
and conducted me himself down another corridor to a door, 
outside which he asked me to wait a few moments, | 
waited hopefully, for | knew he was in there preparing the 
way for me, and | had only to go in and win, After 4 
while he reappeared and intimated that I could now enter, 
When I did | was charmed by the courtesy with whieh 
I was received, though not surprised, for 1 had already 
discovered that the control of coal resembles Art in its ten- 


ferocious.” 

| took a seat opposite the Chief Official, and once more 
I told my sorrowful tale. By this time I had begun to get 
a trifle tired of if myself, but of course it was new to him, and 
1 had an impression that 1 was telling it more poignantly 
than ever and making a really powerful appeal to his better 
feelings, so that I was all the less prepared for his making 
an appeal to mine. If, he pointed out, some persons were 
allowed a whole ton of anthracite other persons would have 
to go without altogether—which gave me a guilty sense 
of being a sort of anthracite hog. It was not till after the 
interview that I remembered that practically it was 1 who 
was in the position of going without. Anyhow, he made it 
quite clear that, for the present at all events, no exception 
to the rules could possibly be made; after which he invited 
me to come and see him again, and gave me his card, from 
which I discovered later that he was not the Coal-Controller 
after all, but only an Inspector. 

Even then I had not lost all hope of running the Coal- 
Controller to ground in time. At least I did not lose it till 
the next day, when I read in the paper that he had re- | 


signed his position. It is painful to think he was so deter: | 
mined to evade me as all that, I’, A. 





THE LURE OF THE LIBRARY. 


omission, shall 


\ certain reverend Canon who, if he will pardon the 
novel has 4 


be nameless, has expressed the opinion that the modern 


direct tendency towards making people immoral, | 


GENTLE reader, beware an insidious snare! 
Tis an eminent Canon's conviction 
That the risk to be run is a serious one 
If you delve into present-day fiction ; 
When you hear of the case of a deacon’s di 
(Picking pockets) it's safe to conclude his 
Nefarious act was inspired by the fact 
That he pays a subscription to Muptr’'s. 


erace 


All the flappers who gloat over Garvice, you ‘Il note, 


Become the most shameless of creatures ; 


Those who wallow in Weis one quite easily tells 





Greed and guile are writ large on their features ; 


' 

And the bad-tempered brute whose persistent pursutt 

Is to pound his poor wife to a jelly 
Might be much more subdued if he only ese! ewed 

The confections of Cainer and Corruut. 

From the telling of fibs to the eracking of cribs 

One is led by the study of KUPLina ; 

After quite a brief spell of Miss Ernen M. Dewt 

The staunchest Teetote takes to tippling ; 

I myself by the beak was admonished last week ; 

In a moment of murderous frenzy 

I abruptly laid out three policemen-—-no doubt 

I was wrong to read Compron MACKENZIE. 
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“Mun™y, I CAN'T UNDERSTAND ABOUT TH cow \\ SiN 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE, 
(By Mr, Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

Tue voice of Mr. Stanuey J. WeyMAN sounds out of the 
past with an effect of old friendship sin rularly agres ible; 
the story too with which he breaks an over-long silence is 
one that will have for many a topical appeal. When every 
morning brings its Daily Herald of fresh unrest, and when 


the industrial outlook recalls the deathless epigram of the) 


Red Wueen, addressed to Alice, ‘The more there is of mine, 
the less there is of yours,”’ it is well for us to be reminded 
that the picturesque had also their social! pre blems, and that 
the ruin of England is a catastrophe periodic rather than 
ultimate. All 1 mean by this is that Zhe Great ll ’ 
(Murray) deals with the tumultuous forties, when Pret 
turned repealer and plunged the country into the chaos o 
the Corn Law elections. Very skilfully does Mr. WeymMan 
use this background of political passion to emphasize the 
dignified, essentially aristocratic development of bis plot 
an affair of disputed title [ 
herself the niece of one claimant and 
other Perhaps it may strike you that, fo 
Mr. Weyman is at times a thought melodramatic in In 


een through the eyes of a oir, 
P 


the betrothed of the 


cirele 380 alool, 


machinery——missing documents, for example lt was 
I venture to call Lord Audley's Secret that they contained 


bricked up in the muniment-room of his uninhabitable 


Great House; a paper——but it undisturb 
any case its revelations will, 1 fancy 
the pictures of Knglish country life in a dramatic hou 
drawn by a hand that has lost nothing of its old sympathy 
or cunnil 


1 will leave | In 


interest you less than 


o 
ip 


. . ° | 
It is long since I read a volume that more continually | 


> } . 
tren bles on the edgeof fascinating indiseretions than the one 
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Ll TRIKD TO MILK IT JUBT NOW, THERE WASNT ANY IN TT 

| Mrs. Sruart Menzies has entitled Sir Stanley Maude and 
| Other Memories (Jenkins). Our hero of Baghdad figures 
| with reasonable prominence in the first filty pages or so, 
lbut afterwards the writer launches boldly and with self- 
‘confessed happiness on a stream of varied personal re 
miniseences which become with almost every page more 
free and intimate, And certainly the book improves as it 
flows on. Only for convention's sake, it would seém, is the 
current ever interrupted by the conclusion of a chapter, for 
as olten as nota subject crosses swimmingly from one to 
the next. Chapter iii., for instance, which includes remarks 
on pig-sticking, official red-tape, the present whereabouts 
of Enver Pasna, and an offending gentleman now in high 
position, of whom the writer hopes that be will see this and 
he sorry, shares the story of an Afghanistan border incident 
with Chapter iv., which deals amongst other things with 
hospitalities in Cey lon, a Viceroy's popular wife and an air- 
raid story that will by no means bear repetition, At first 
one was apt to be irritated by a tendency to lay down the 
law ex cathedra, but, after all, this is a lady's privilege, and 


when an author is brave enough to speak of a foreigner 
as ‘moving her arm after the fashion of the cylinder on the | 


wheels" (with allusion probably to a railway engine), who 
| will dispute her claim to further technical proficiency, in 
politics, say, or strategy ? But all else is quite subordinate 
to her main theme—stories of the Great. It seems that 
with the most charming garrulity in the world she can 
relate aneedotes almost too personal about everybody of 
inside importance in Europe particularly Russia—and this 
too, from time to time, with real literary skill and with 
| vrammar nearly always equal to the occasion, 

| 

If you should contemplate sending Mr. “ Pussyroor” 
Jounson a Christmas present may I suggest Wine and 
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Spirits, The Connoisseur's Textbook (DuckworTH) as a 
suitable gift? He will probably learn from it a lot of things 
that have escaped him, including the fact that peoples 
who wilfully deprive themselves of alcoholic refreshment, 
like the Saracens and the Chinese, get passed in the race 
by the bibbers of aleohol. In the author's case it cannot 
be said that when the wine is in the wit is out. Mr. ANpri 
I. Simon writes from evidently wide knowledge and with 
sustained vivacity, and has produced an appetising blend 
of history, seience and epicureanism very pleasant to the 
palate. Save that for reasons obvious but perhaps hardly 
convincing he has said practically nothing of the vintages 
of Germany or Austria—must a patriotie Briton never 
savour Hock or Tokay again ?—there is little in the way 
of fermented liquor that his discriminating pen has left 
untouched and unadorned. The chapters on Claret, Port 
and Champagne are especially illuminating The author 
assures us that France was twice saved by her sparkling 
wine—first in 1914, when the German invaders drank them 
selves to a standstill, and again in 1918, when the order to 


evacuate Rheims was actually given by the French High lobviously, quite as interesting to the narrator as the never 





ready (or rather, perhaps, unpractised) writer. His latest 
volume, Gabrielle of the Lagoon (Grant Ricnarps), is an 
essay in Romance, which reveals him as more familiar with 
the scenes described than furnished with the technique to 
“make a story” of them. Thus his Pacific setting is alto. 
gether real and admirable; his transcriptions of places 
and types, of rum-drinking skippers, of chiefs, or of that 
sometimes highly objectionable product, the native “eop- 
vert,” have all the actuality of experience. But Gabrielle 
herself, daughter of a drunken trader and a half-caste woman, 
whose strain of island-blood impels her to wild bursts of 
dancing, and whose relations with the hero and (a more 
strenuous wooing) with the horrid Macka supply the heart- 
interest of the story—frankly, | thought her native air was 
less like the Tropics than Shepherd's Bush. Anyhow, it 
is Macka’s infatuation, her abduction by him and their pur- 
suit, surely in remarkably leisured fashion, by the hero and 
his supporters, that make out the volume. Incidentally 
also this scheme furnishes occasion for any number of 
detached episodes by the way, each of them, perhaps too 





Command, and was 
only not carried out 
because the garrison 
refused to obey it and 
swore they would fight 
to the last bottle. 
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In Yashka (Consta- 
pie) Marta Borcn- 
KAREVA, Commander 
of the Russian Women's 
Battalion of Death, has, 
through the pen and 
temperament of Isaac 
Don Levink, an Ameti- 
ean Russian-Jew, given 
an account of her life 
and work. It is a book 
that cannot be satis- 
factorily reviewed; it 
must be read. Anti- 
Tsarist romancers of ata 
the old blood-and-bomb school never set down things so 
terrible as happen in every chapter of this unreticent auto- 
biography. One cannot help putting the question, “Is 
it all true?” Of many of the details I confess I am 
(unreasonably) sceptical, but the most dramatically re- 
markable happenings are matters apparently of history. 
She enlisted by direct permission of the Tsar and served 
with conspicuous bravery in the line and on patro! work; 
was wounded, taken prisoner and rescued; later, after the 
Revolution and amid the deplorable fraternisations and 
vacillations of the Kerensky régime, she organised, with 
the approval of Ropzianxo, president of the then existing 
Duma, the famous Battalion of Death. Gazetted lieutenant 
(acting colonel) by Korxitov and Kerensky, she personally 
led her regiment into action and successfully resisted, at the 
peril of her‘§ife, the general order which established com- 
mittee government in the army, at one time coaxing her 
“children” with the patience of a mother, at another be- 
labouring and reviling them with the zeal of the most 
truculent of sergeants. Embroidered narrative or plain 
tale, this book of the Russian Joan of Are should not be 
missed by anyone working upon the Russian riddle. 


THE GREAT 








Despite the fact that Mr. A. Sarront-MippLeron has 
already several South Sea books to his credit, I think it 
| would hardly be unfair to call his pen still that of an un- 





AN ARCHITECT OF ANTIQUITY, COMMISSIONED TO DESIGN AN 
TAKES A HORSE'S HOOF AS A MODEL FOR THE AUDITORIUM 





specially absorbing in- 
trigue, and is indeed 
not free from the sus- 
picion of providing a 
welcome relief from it, 
Clearly, « lot of learn- 
ing is «a dangerous 
thing—when it gets in 
the way of art. How- 
ever, treated as a travel- 
rather than a tale-book, 
there is no reason for 
your finding Gabrieile 
of the Lagoon other 
than a capital enter- 
tainment, combined 
with palatable instrue- 
tion. 


INVENTORS. 


Secrets of Animal 
Life (Metrose), if it 
; ~ affects you as it did 
me, will at once convict you of ignorance and stimulate 
a desire to correct it. Without in any way writing down to 
his public Professor J. ArtHur THomson has in these 
papers, which are reprinted from The New Statesmar, 
chosen his subjects so carefully and dealt with them so 
discreetly that even those who have no taste for Natural 
History nay be advised to study them. If they find some 
words which convey little or no meaning to them, they will 
also discover a fund of information which they can hardly 
fail to appreciate. There are forty short studies in this 
volume, the first ten of which deal with individual animals, 
To me these are the pick from a richly filled basket; but 
such essays as those on “ Rejuvenescence " and “ The 
Biology of Twins” fairly and squarely held me in their grip. 
[ am not sufficiently learned to know how valuable these 
papers may be to experts, but I can say that they have not 
only added to my knowledge of Natural History but have 
spurred me to a keen desire to increase it. 


AMPHUITHEATRE, 








The Expert. 


* Jack , having been demobilised from H.M. Forces, 
open to slaughter any pigs in the district.”—Local Paper. 


is now 


“Sir Edward Carson and Mr. J, Devlin—who are all that ar 
left of the Nationalist leaders.”-—Sunday Chronicle. 


Sir Epwarp will be pleased, 
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| sixpence is an excessive charge for the 


| sent cost of securing 
| O0.B.E.’s will also be 


| MASTER - GENERAL'S 


| “takes a man’s mind off his work com- 


| has just returned. He 
| told his wife that it 
| was the worst bath- 
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“There are scientific questions,” said | 
Sir Oriver Lopee recently, “ that will 
never be answered.” One of these was 
recently propounded by the Basuto 
chief, who, after listening to the House 
of Commons for an hour, asked what it 
was for. “ee 

* 


“Motoring,” says a technical journal, 


pletely.” It certainly has had that 
effect on many pedestrians, 
ra 


+ 
The Westminster Profiteering Com 
mittee is considering whether one-and- 





Mons ribbon. It is hoped that the pre- | 


‘PUNCH, OR THE LON 


land it 


ON CHARIVARI. 361 








in London, he took a glass of whisky 
made him drunk. There may 
have been such a cold, but there cer- 
tainly is no such whisky, 

** 

As no further earthquake shocks have 
been felt at Reading it is thought that 
the resident who had been endeavour- 
ing to recite one of Lord Fisuer’s 
chapters has wisely refrained from re- 
peating the attempt. 

+ 

A lecture on “ Ice Cream, Past, Pre- 
sent and Future” was announced for 
delivery last week at the Farringdon 
Street Memorial Hall. We are not 
sure that this sort of thing will greatly 
help the present Anglo - Italian re- 


lations. 





opinion that a childish disease at the 
age of twelve must have had loss of 
memory as one of its sequelae, 
* * 
* 
A Welsh parson, fined for catching 
young salmon in the Wye, told the 
Court that he thought they were dace. 


This is the sort of thing that makes the | 


j 


really artistic fish-story seem scarcely | 


worth while. ae 
* 
Two white men who have been | 
marooned on Christmas Island for 


eighteen months were brought off by 
the battle cruiser New Zealand. We 
understand that several disinterested 
profiteers have offered to slip out and 
keep an eye on the place until the 





stabilized. 
k % 

A plumber who left 
home in 1912 and had 
not been heard of since 


pipe leak he had ever 
tackled. * 
* 

We understand that 
after a perusal of 
Lord RorHERMERE’S 
articles Mr. Luoyp} 
GEORGE has decided | 7 
to please himself. yy 





A correspondent 
from Darlington, writ- | 
ing toacontemporary, 
says he could make a 
poem about the Post-| yoy say cALD rot 


Wife of Edit r of * Hogley Beacon” 


'” 


RSELF ‘WE’ IN YOUR LEADING ARTICLES! 






stung by breakfast complaints), “Tur Con- 
{ROLLER WON’T ALLOW YOU MORE THAN ONE RATION OF BUTTER, LANCELOT, THOUGH | 


financial crisis is past at home, 
em 


oa 
Another curious 
case is reported from 
Whitehall. Last Tues- 
day a Government 
official woke up from 
his work to find that 
he wasn't one. 
* * 


Charged with steal- 
ing a motor-car, an 
\ | Irishman is reported 
\ }to have blamed a po- 
’ | liceman, It 
| that he asked a police- 
man the way toStreat- 
jham, and the ofticer 
said, ‘ Take the car at 
ithe end of the road.” 


And he did, 





seems 





~ 


| 
SS | 
| 
| 


“No sooner had I 
shaken hands with Mr. 
Pussyroot JOHNSON,” 
says a contemporary’s 





promise of better telephone service. | 
We feel, however, that he should give| 


Mr. IntinGwortu another chance. ié 


| 

‘: 

“Rita” suggests that there should | 

be no income-tax on brain-earned 

salaries of four hundred pounds. It 

would beinteresting to know how M.P.’s 
would be affected by this scheme. 


| 


The Sunday Express publishes a 


| Photograph of a South Pacific cannibal | 
| chief who ate his mother-in-law. In 


| bun. 


| 


England, of course, this would be il-| 
legal, however great the provocation. 


_ Currants are now much cheaper, and | 
it 1s reported that the quantity used | 


in railway buns is to be doubled in| 


future, This should mean two in every | 


A man told the Thames magrnty 


last week that, as he had the worst cold 


a 
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An aeroplane, in attempting to fly 
from London to South Africa, met with 
an accident and crashed in Southern 
France. The pilot and observer were 
uninjured, but two migratory birds 
which were travelling as stowaways 


c 


| received a very severe shaking. 


A father gives it as his opinion that 
if the voice of a year-old child grew in 
the same proportion as its owner the 
telephone would no longer be necessary 
in this country. , » 


x 


According to a Nature Journal a new | 


species of snail has been discovered at 
Fryerning, in Essex. We are glad to 
learn that it will not attack passers- 
by unless provoked, 

* x 


| “T can hardly remember the time,” 


stated a speaker at the Leather Fair, 





“when a boot or a shoe really felt like | 


leather.” 
eacun . 


Smith minor advances the 


| novelty. 


|to the Chief Inspector. 


correspondent, “than 

he said, ‘Nice day.’’’ Nice day for 

what? most people are anxiously asking. 
A 


“There is likely to be an Autumn 
boom in poetry,” says Mr. GALLOWAY 
Kyuie. And we remember the time 
when Mr. Kyxx used to be an optimist, 

me 


Berlin has just opened an asylum for 
aged men who have no wives. Why 
nothing is done for men whose wives 


jare still alive is a mystery. 


“ Black-and-white dress bows,” says 
a fashion writer, “ will be the novelty 
of the season.” But surely they are no 
We have often seen waiters 
wearing them. 4 » 
* 


Scotland Yard has established a Press 
Bureau. Well-known burglars who 
desire their movements to be fully re- 
ported should give two-hours’ notice 


| 
} 
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THE BETTING CLASSES. 


Wuen in the street a plutocrat appears 

Moting in far who used to tramp in shoddy, 
“He also is among the profiteers ; 

Jam was his line,” we say, “or boots or toddy ;” 
But only those (class-hatred at their heart) 

Whose loose indictments no mere facts may trammel, 
Regard this object as a breed apart, 

A special type of mammal. 


Is there a “class” that, from the general loss, 

Made gain in these late times so dark and troubled? 
“TLabour”’s the only one I’ve come across 

Which, as a class, bas had its income doubled ; 
While other workers bore as best they might 

The fate that fixed them with a cold-as-stone eye, 
“Labour” alone in war-time claimed the right 

To strike for bigger boni. 


And got ‘em; yes, and got by threat of force, 

In spite of wicked “autocrats” like Grppes, 
Margin enough to back a daily horse, 

Of which they barely know which end the head is; 
And leisure, too, from toil to scan the screeds 

Penned for their evening prints by sporting scholars, 
And learn on which of many likely steeds 

To plank (and lose) their dollars, 


I would not breathe the faintest note of blame; 
All men are free to have their little vices ; 

Let them by all means play the mug’s own gaine 
And back their fancies at the starting-prices ; 

| Still, it is strange that “Labour” loves to speak 

Hard words of profiteers, yet never rages 

| Against the bookie-man, grown fat and sleek 

With wolfing poor men’s wages! O. §. 

| 

J 

| 





BEARD CULTURE. 


Nor long ago one of Mr. Punch's contributors was 
concerned about the question where people went to grow 
their beards. I shall doubtless arouse the indignation, of 
innumerable beards-men by taking this step, but the secret 
has been kept long enough, and with demobilisation and the 

| end of the tyranny of the mere moustache, the time has 
come to give the answer. Here it is: The Caspian Sea. 

One can imagine beards bristling with wrath when their 
owners read this, and a flood of disclosures pouring forth 
in the usual strain: ‘ Sir,—Not only have you made light 
of the Freemasonry of the Beard, but you have told a 
deliberate lie. I for one grew mine in my own back 
garden.” Or, “Sir,—Authoritative though your statement 
may be, I beg to bring to your notice the following 
statistics, collected by myself from unimpeachable sources, 
which would tend to show .. .” So we will modify the 
sensational announcement and merely say, “ All the best 
beards are grown in the Caspian.” Of that I admit no 
denial. I grew my own there. 

Being on the wrong side of the Caucasus, I permitted 
myself a certain amount of originality as to style. At first, 
of course, there is no style about it. It is simply a case of 
making the most of what one has. From the Sandpaper 
Stage one progresses to the Harris Tweed Period, and from 
thence by easy stages to the Penwiper Epoch. Then it is 
—oh, joyous day!—that the growth first interferes with 
tea-drinking and allied industries. 

After that, time drags and the faint-hearted begin to say, 
Tn whole month since I last shaved, and three more before 
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and think they have finished with it. Next morning they 
have to shave again. But the brave, who include myself 
carry on, and soon comes the joy of standing before a glass 
with a pair of scissors, hunting eagerly for something to 
trim. Now, too, one can gauge one’s peculiarities and plan 
accordingly. To one comes the revelation that side- whiskers 
are his only suit; to another, imperialism; to another, 
influenced by local colour, that the Russian style is the 
goods; and so on, each according to the disposition of the 
fertile areas of his face. 

Personally [ found a tendency on the part of the growth 
on the sides of my chin to outstrip that of the area in 
between, but a little cultivation produced a spade-like effect, 
whieh with careful training gradually developed the manner 
of the true Assyrian school, as exposed in the more expen- 
sive bas-reliefs. Day by day it grew and flourished, until 
AssHUR-BAN-I-PAL himself (whose name sounds Assyrian, 
anyhow) might have been proud of it. I was even saving 
up to buy a row of beads to string across the end, though 
this was, | believe, optional in Assyria. 

Then came evacuation and prospects of a disguised 
home-coming; but some of us fell by the wayside, and the 
Black Sea claimed me for its own. On first coming on 
board my new ship I was treated with the respect due to 
my apparent years, but the tell-tale things round my arm 
soon gave the show away. The beard had to come off. 

I turned out and did the deed early last Sunday morning 
with the ship’s office scissors. Having herded my departed | 
glory into an envelope, I started to shave and to consider | 
how to dispose of such a valuable relic. 

It was no use asking advice, for it would only produce | 
suggestions, of doubtful age and humour, that I should stuff | 
cushions with it, use it as barbed wire, and so forth. My 
own idea was to send it to a taxidermist and have it} 
mounted. It should be my super-souvenir, and in the days | 
to come, when my children should gather round my knee | 
and ask the inevitable, “ What did you do in the German- | 
American war, daddy ?” I should unlock the top left-band | 
drawer and deftly atlix the great relic to my original chin. | 

It is only by impressing on our children the real horrors 
of war that the future peace of the world can be secured. 

But all the time I was shaving I had an unpleasant feel- 
ing in the back of my mind that I had overlooked some- 
thing, and suddenly it came to the surface. 1 was in His 
Majesty's service; so then was my beard. It was @ hard 
revelation, but once I was reconciled to it my course was 
plain. I sealed up the envelope and marked it “ Beard. 
Then I attached a note addressed to the proper authority— 
“Sir,—It is requested that the attached beard may be 
discharged from H.M. service, services no longer required, 
and may be disposed of in the manner most advantageous 
to the Crown. History-sheet herewith.” 

So if you buy one of those lists of Government stores for | 
sale, and see, just below ‘“ Beach-jobs, soft,” an entry, 
“‘ Beards, hand, second ; style Assyrian, one,” you will know 
all about it. ‘ 








“THIS MORNING'S WEATHER FORECATS.”"—Daily Paper. 
It looks as if “Pussyroor” had got hold of our weather, 
but we doubt if he will make it “ all-dry.” 





“Anthem ‘Inflammatus’ (From Starboard Martyr) Rossini.” ; 
Canadian Church ¢ alendar. 
In crossing the Atlantic Rosstni’s famous oratorio appea’ 
to have undergone a sea-change. 


“No retailer may sell butter of any kind dispose of their own porn 
to any customer are deposited with him. Farmers may, however, 
unless they are registered as retailers, sent at the Phoenix Park Races 
this afternoon.”—JIrish Paper. 








: fp a, 
We are now awaiting the result of the Butter Selling Plate. | 
ol 





‘m fit to look at. I'm going to have it off.” They do, 
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Bill (from the cart), “Bur, GEARGE, YoU 
Gearge. ‘YER DOAN’ 'AVE TER 
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YER SITS IN THE DARK,” 








THE DISPOSAL OF JUGG. 

Accorv1nG to his history-sheet Jugg 
is @ born sailor of fifty-four years and 
fifty-five inches. In the presence of a 
Warrant Officer he may be further 
identified by :— 

(1) True Lover’s knot . Left forearm, 

(2) Sea Serpent (couchant) Right ditto. 

(3) Royal Naval crest, , Back, upper. 

(4) Allied Flags. . . . Chest, centre. 

(5) A Mole .. . . . Ditto, upper. 
His chief qualification is an ability to 
raise a shine on brass, and by vigorous 
movements emanating from the elbow 
keep it there. Heis also a gunner. 

Jugg came to our squadron in the 
days when warfare had been reduced to 
a minimum. The reputation of our 
own particular squadron in the air, com- 
bined with the presence of a prince of 
royal blood who languished as prisoner 
in the luxurious lounge of the local 
lunatic asylum, proved quite sufficient to 
keep the Gothas away, and beyond an 
occasionalair patrol known as “ Bathers’ 
Protection,” and a periodical Tally-Ho 
in assorted aircraft after a stray mine 
capable of moving three thousand tons 
three hundred feet in any direction, the 
War had developed into a very slow 





ces pennant ne gt 
enna ee + 


| 
| 





business for us. Our solitary gun, which 


had been installed in the early days to 
raise the native moral and had stayed 
on in a state of continual jam, had long 
ceased to regard the War as anything 
worth coming out of its tarpaulin about. 
It soon became apparent, however, 
that Jugg would never settle down to 
our way of looking at things. In the 
first place he told the Duty Officer his 
gun needed cleaning, and it would 
probably need cleaning again in the 
second place, too. This took a week to 
begin with. At the end of the second 
week he had sacked his assistant gunner 
for want of enthusiasm and painted the 
gun-pit grey throughout. By the middle 
of the third, everything dangling had 
been pipeclayed, and at the commence- 
ment of the fourth—a sunny week— 
his brasswork had winked the local 
lighthouse into obscurity and received 
signalled confidences from every sea- 
going ship within the ten-mile radius. 
The fifth week of Jugg’s reign opened 
with a bit of variety by bringing the 
neighbouring Admiral across. He was 
old and non-submersible, and, paddling 
over in a drifter (flying washing fore 
and aft), he bumped our buoy and skil- 
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SHORLY BAIN T GOIN’ TO CINEMA WI OUT FIRST CLEANIN OOP A BIT. 





fully pitched himself from deck to dry 
sand, rising in time to acknowledge the 
sentry’s salute. He did not stay long, 
and his words, few but notable, gave 
fear to the brave at heart and courage 
to the very deaf. The impression we 





| gathered from his visit was that, if we 


did not sprinkle our brasswork with 
grey paint, he would probably be holding 
a private shoot at our expense at the 
first available dawn. 

The following morning we set about 
dismantling the gun. Jugg himself 
was missing. He continued missing 
throughout the day, but early in the 
evening the shore guard, who had spent 
an exciting afternoon leaning against 
the barbed-wire and lending the third 
button of his tunic as a touching-point 
in some children’s races, summoned us 
to the telephone. He said that his 
attention had just been attracted by the 
strange conduct of a man answering © 
Jugg’s description walking along nw 
edge of the cliff. On his challenging the 
man, who appeared to be throwing sea 
shells into the air and shouting “ Bang 
at intervals ina loud voice, the fellow had 
suddenly pulled up and without warn- 





ing jumped over the edge of the elif 
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| and into the sea. Without delay om 
| salvage party, which occasionally ac 
cepts spells of duty and invariably has 
| to be rescued by another salvage party 
| jumped into patent unsinkable waist 
|coats and wound themselves up into 
| Air Force cravats and set off. It was 
not until midnight that they returned, 
wet and unanimous that Juge had satis 
factorily disposed of himself and was 
drowned And the 
learned the news and went about thei: 
work with smiling faces, and in the 
evening the canteens were filled with 
happy laughter. 

However, one bright morning in the 
summer of this year, Suzette, who has 


on morrow men 


been up to no good since she was a 
puppy, went along the cliff to look out 
a bone she had buried the week pre 
vious, and there she made a startling 
discovery. It appears she was burrow 
ing at her accustomed depth near an 
old shack and suddenly unearthed Jugg 
She found him alive and sitting on : 
box extracting sardines from a tin with 
a pen-nib. Of course no one wit! 
sense of proportion would have taken 
Jugg for a bone, but Suzette did. Grip 
ping him between her teeth she hastened 


any 


| down the cliff and, making a direct point 


at the C.O., who happened to be pass- 
ing, she laid Jugg at his feet. 

The C.O., who was 
never seen Jugg, earthed or unearthed, 
before, ordered him to be demobilised 
Perkins, a procrastinator and ambiguous 


had 
nad 


new and 


Juggler with speech, being demobiliser, 


| bilised, and his disposal 


rephed that, although the man Jugg was 
clearly alive, he had found on searching 
his records that he was officially dead 
also, and therefore could not be demo 


as a corpse 


| could only be proceeded with on in 
| structions from the Lost Property Office 








or the Admiralty. 


And now things have come to a pretty | 


pass. The Admiralty (of London) have 
suddenly decided that Jugg is thei 
property and it is their duty to dispose 
of his hody in correct sailor fashion. 


For our part we have wired and tele- 


phoned full facts in every language 
from Esperanto down to Erse, and the 
M.O. now remaiis as our last resource. 
It appears he is at present engaged in 


| this point, nothing will remain but for 
someone to put Jugg out of his misery. 


making a cinematograph film of X-Ray | 


plates showing Jugg’s heart ticking 
over on full “revs.” 

_ Meanwhile things are moving apace 
Yesterday a stalwart body of armed 


Marines, accompanied by officer and | 


blank cartridge, arrived on the scene 
A little later they were followed by 


(1) Some sailors. 

(2) Anaval band with covered drums 
(3) A ship's carpenter with coffin. 
(4) A padre. 


(Q) Twelve wreaths. 


| 
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She l Bh} rHRY ‘VI BEEN KILLING THOUSANDS OF RATS 
He. Bit DRASTIC, ISN'T IT? 
She *Wuoat—xars?"’ 
He. *‘Ou, I rHovent you sai W.R.A.F.S.’ 
We have tactfully measured Jugg for) Her little buckled shoes will pass 
his coffin and reported to the sailors all| And never bend one blade of grass; 


correct 
and of course, if the M.O. fails us at 








HALLOW-E’'EN. 
(October 31.) 
Tue Rose-Watk, Mount Merrion. 


Iv you should be abroad to-night 
\nd choose the rose-walk for delight, 


Who knows but you may chance to 


meet 
Her ladyship on silent feet 
\ swish of skirts, a scent of musk, 
A flitting shadow in the dusk. 


She will not stir the fallen leaves 


We have bought our wreaths, 


| Only a gleam of powdered hair 
Will show my lady pacing there. 

W hat dreams she dreamt here long ago, 
What hopes sped with her to and fro, 
What wistful memories, what tears 

In her withdrawn and widowed years, 
Perhaps the last red rose could tell, 
But roses keep their secret well. 

Each Hallow-E’en she flits again 

| By starlight through her old domain, 
|A happy phantom come to see 

The gardens of her memory ; 

To-night we are but trespassers ; 

The rose-walk and its past are hers. 








A Prodigy. 
“Will Lady adopt Baby Girl, 2 weeks old? 
Efficient in every way."—Daily Paper. 








Nor brush you with her silken sleeves ; 
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THE POST-WAR PROCTOR AND BULL-DOGS. 


RESULT OF 


WHAT OXFORD AND CAMBRIDGE 





AN OLD MAID. 

Tue advanced age of Miss Priscilla 
Callender (who was one hundred and 
eighteen at the time of her death a few 
weeks ago) was by no means her only 
title to respect, From the introduction 
of the penny post until late in Quen 
Vicrorta’s reign she had been the post- 
mistress of Ewehurst; and after her 
retirement, which was celebrated by a 
public testimonial and a sale of stamps 
unexampled in village history, she be- 
came @ classical instance of the lon- 
gevity of civil servants in general and 
of annuitants in particular, 

“I was born in the year one,” Miss 
Callender was accustomed to say with 
pardonable pride; and the nineteenth 
century was never paid a sincerer com- 
pliment. Her centenary, in honour of 
which she received several Royal mes- 
sages, will be comparatively fresh in 
the public memory. If her demise at- 
tracted less attention this must be put 
down to the long postponement of the 
event, 

lt must be granted that Miss Cal- 
lender's later years were somewhat em- 
bittered by the decline of interest in 
her age. Scepticism she could face. 
When a Welsh professor tried to iden- 





ARE EXPECTING TO SEE AS A 


THE RESIDENTIAL AREA 

tify her with a certain Pamela Culling- 
ton, whose birth occurred in 1816 and 
whose further particulars were missing 
from the parish register, she replied 
calmly that she remembered “this Cul- 
lington girl, a minx with no respect 
for her elders.” But indifference was 
harder to bear. Miss Callender was an 
earnest student of the local Press, and 
as its references to “the wonderful old 
lady” grew more infrequent she became 
plaintive and morose. On one occasion 
she was found by a neighbour tearing 
The Bawnton Gazette and Ewehurst and 
Farnford Recorder into little pieces, and 
exclaiming, ‘They don’t care how old 
Iam! They don’t care!" 

Her craving for publicity led her, in 
her hundred and-sixteenth year, toattri- 
bute to the virtues of a patent medicine 
a longevity which was felt by her friends 
to be assuming a chronic character. 
Shortly afterwards a school of mental 
culture devoted a playful article to 
female centenarians, instancing her 
case, and urged the efficacy of memory 
training for ladies doubtful of their 
exact age. 

It is perhaps unfortunate that Miss 
Callender’s public career overshadowed 
her private history, for this was of 
the most interesting nature, and, if not 
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THE 


LARGE 
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entirely blameless, was by no means 
so frivolous as gossip would have us 
believe. 

People often wondered why this band- 
some old lady had never married, and 
in an unreasonable but oddly human 
way the question was asked more fre 
quently with every birthday after she 
had completed her hundredth year, In 
their answers, her pretended contem- 
poraries, who in reality were young 
enough to be her grandchildren, be- 
trayed a good deal of jealousy and 
malice, Their innuendoes gave pain to 
Miss Callender and prejudiced some 
neighbours against her, With a view 
to dispelling thisatmosphere of mistrust 
the Vicar invited me, some years ago, 0 
look into the whole subject of Miss Cal- 
lender's past, in the spirit as it were of 
historical research. It may be objected 
that this inquiry was made as long ago 
as 1902, when the lady was only in 
her hundred-and-first summer; but I 
think that no subsequent events could 
seriously be held to compromise her 
reputation. 

If Miss Callender had a fault, it was 
a weakness for the military ; she could 
never resist a uniform. ‘his amiable 
trait in her character was first mani 
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| of propriety suitable to her age ; 


} 
| 
| DESIGN BY CAPTAIN MAINBRACE (RETIRED) 
| leonic wars, and led to some misunder- | Callender could never bring herself to 
| standings. Let me say at once that|take one of them; though, when it 
the tale of the youthful Grenadier, dis lcame to parting, a line of gold braid o1 
tracted by her coquetries, who sought 'a new cocked hat still held her captive 
solace in the cannon's mouth at Water- | heart. So the 1820's and 1830's slipped 
loo is a pure fabrication. I have been | past, sadly transforming her from a 
privileged to read the correspond nce | girl “always running after soldiers” 
of this young man with Miss Callender, | into an old maid “ who ought to know 
who was then distributing the first-| better, at her age.” 
fruits of her girlish sympathy for lonely | These last terrible words were very 
soldiers, His letters are respectful, bers | generally pronounced during the Crim- 
were doubtless tender; he dreams of jean campaign, when the romantic 


| promotion to corporal, she is just| 
putting up her hair; he swells with 
ardour, she with pride; it was a little 
comedy which had no unhappy ending, 
for he came home safely and married 
someone else. Miss Callender told me 
this with a sigh perhaps of regret, per- 
haps of relief, more probably of excuse 
for her later affairs with the sergeant- 
major of Hussars, the bandmaster of 
Militia, and the lieutenant of Marines, 
who succeeded one another in her 
favour during the ensuing years. 

No doubt these were brave and pro 
per men, who in warlike days would 
have made an exeellent match for any 
girl ; but to the mind of our village, 
settling down to the long years of 
Peace, they were no more than fine- 
feathered strutting players. Their pro 
Spects certainly were poor, and Miss 
Stine = o = 











nature of Miss Callender, careless of a 
lapse of years which had brought her 
to what our neighbours call /’dge critique, 
was rekindled by the flame of war. 
She threw herself with enthusiasm into 
the task of knitting comforts; her 
letters to lonely soldiers once again 
encumbered the outgoing mail-bags, 
and it is said that she claimed the sole 
residue of affection (for he left her 
nothing else) of a quartermaster who 
fell at Inkerman. However this may 
be, it is certain that most of the ground- 
less reflections upon her character date 
from the Crimean epoch ; and in assert- 
ing for the rest of her life that ‘ Lord 
PALMERSTON had much to answer for” 
she was perhaps not oblivious of per- 
sonal concerns. 

Thanks to the little inquiry whose 
results I have made known, the close 
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already beginning to assume the halo 
and in 
1914, when Kitchener's army was 
billeted upon us, she was able to offer 
sage advice to the maidens of the village 
regarding the folly of forming entangle- 
ments with the troops. To these warn- 
ings, coming from a lady of wide ex- 
perience, due weight was always given ; 
but I prefer to remember that when a 
marching column went down the vil- 
lage street a handkerchief was gener- 
ally seen to flutter behind the window 
of Miss Callender’s parlour, 








The Cautious Prophet. 
“Fine or dull weather is probable in all 
districts.”"—From a Weather Forecast 


“ No more dams [ll make for fish,” 
said Caliban in revolt. Would that 
the Publishers of certain “Memories” 
had said, ‘No more damns 1'll print 
for FisnHer,” 


BEGINS," 
Globe. 
On inquiring at The Westminster Gazette 
office we found that little preparation 
had been made for a long struggle. The 
editor and his staff were carrying on 

with amazing nonchalance. 


“WAR ON THE SPENDERS 
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BRICHT BITS FROM THE BALTIC. 
(As seen in the columns of any daily, 
any day.) 

REDS LOOKING BLUE 
Fac. or Russtan Capital IMMINENT. 
PeTroGRaD PETRIFIED. 

(From our Special Correspondent, 
Mr. Dotmonpey Mvt7r.) 

Reval, Friday. 

Ir is probable that the army of 
General Yupenrrcu will capture the 
city at an early date, if it did not do 
so last week or even earlier, for it is 
now definitely in the possession of the 
line Tenschine, Asuwere and Stanatese. 
The caviare-rolling plant at Bac-Kache 
(pronounced “ backache”’) fell to YupEN- 
ircn yesterday amidst scenes of inde- 
scribable emotion. 

The representative of the British 
Military Mission at Bac-Kache, Major- 
General Worthington, stated yesterday 
that he did not see how the Bolsheviks 
were to get out of Petrograd without 
loss, unless they simply left it. In any 
case the Finns, who have abolished the 
vodka control and declared for a free 
Russia, are advancing on Petrograd 
from the south-east and may take Bug- 
berg any day, thus cutting off the Reds 
from the railway and Hotpotsk. Asked 
whether YupenrtcH would be able to 
hold Petrograd if he should take it, 
General WortHtneton said he did not 
know. When his views were requested 
on the moral of the Bolshevik forces he 
said he had not got any. The greatest 
significance is attached to these admis- 
sions in White Russian military circles 

Publie opinion in Esthonia® which 
until recently has been against YupEN- 
ITCH, is now undergoing a change, and 
a large section of the population, in- 
cluding the inmates of the lunatic 
asylum at Reval, are in his favour. A 
pro-Ally demonstration took place at 
Ikupsk on Saturday, the people march- 
ing through the streets yodelling, pre- 
ceded by Ujars swinging the lead. 

It is reported that the Bolshevik force 
under Commissaries Bodkin and Push- 
kin, which was surrounded in Pskoff 
and was let go by the Finns, has now 
been polished off by the Letts, and the 
survivors finished by the Poles. 


RUSH ON RIGA, 
Letrs HAVE A Battie. 
(From our Special Correspondent, 
Mr. Bornam Stir.) 
Riga, Friday, 
According to a telegram received 
here last night, Herr Schweinhaus (late 
ofthe Wolff Bureau) informed the Reich- 
stag on Wednesday that General von 
per Gor rz had telegraphed stating that 
he would do anything in reason, but 








that he would not go home. General 
von DER Goutz also pointed out that 
he was not the Von der Goltz from 
Turkey or the one from Whitechapel, 
London; and, in view of the confusion 
that seemed to exist on the subject, he 
would not be responsible for any debts 
unless personally contracted. 

The Germans have now been finally 
driven out of Riga. Two Latvian field- 
guns were galloped into the eastern 
suburbs on Sunday, and, after shelling 
the Esthonians, Rigans and Bermont’s 
Russo-Teuton force until they withdrew, 
they shelled each other until ammuni- 
tion ran out. 

Following the announcement last 
week that Marshal Focu was leading 
the Letts in Riga, the Reval correspon- 
dent of the Zaniske Craziblad reports 
a& rumour received by telegram from 
Stockholm that Earl Hata is at Finnish 
headquarters, wearing a false nose. 

Colonel Litltitsch, the latest figure 
in Baltic polities, is enrolling large 
numbers of recruits from Von DER 
Gouitz’s force, equipping them with 
samovars and kromeskis and passing 
them off as Russians. Colonel Litl- 
titsch states that he is in agreement 
with Yupenitca, but against the Esth- 
onians, Letts, Allies and Bolsheviks. 
He is not quite certain how he stands 
with the other forces in the field at 
present. 


THE SPLIT INFINITIVE. 


(From a Review of 1950.) 





Tue long-expected memoirs of Sir 


John Smith, K.B.E., D.Litt., ete., “The 


Literary Liberator,” have at last been 
published and afford interesting read- 
ing. To us who are accustomed to 
split infinitives as one of the luxuries 
of everyday literature, the tyrannical 
restrictions of the past, against which 
Sir John waged such patient and un- 
tiring war, seem like some grim legend 
of mediwval barbarity. 

In Chapter I. Mr. Smith (as he then 
was) tells us how his interest was first 
excited in the cause that was to be for 
him a lifelong crusade, and from which 
he was to at length emerge victorious 
amidst the plaudits of the English- 
speaking world. ‘I was convinced,” 
he says, ‘that the best authors wrote 
under a constant terror of infringing 
the law. I felt how firm SHaksrPEarE 
had to be with himself when the idea of 
Hamlet's notorious soliloquy first struck 
him; the temptation to say, ‘To be or 
to not be,’ must have been terrible.” 

Mr. Smith’s difficulties in the early 
days of the struggle are described in 
Chapter II. “I appealed to members 
of the House of Lords,” he writes, “but 
none of them had ever heard of the law. 
It was the shocking injustice of a privi- 
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lege which allowed the nobly-born and 
the politically - minded profiteer im. 
munity from an ineubus which hung 
round the necks of the proletariat, toil. 
ing with nothing but five hundred 
pounds a year and unemployment al- 
lowance between them and starvation, 
that determined me to wholly and with 
single purpose devote my life to the 
ending of this scandalous abuse.” 

Truly a noble passage. 

The author's efforts in other diree- 
tions were at first equally devoid of 
success. 

The Labour Minister of the day, he 
tells us, said he made a speciality of 
pure English and failed to see the diffi- 
culty; the Minister of Education ad- 
mitted that he left it to his typist, while 
the Foreign Minister repulsed him with 
the simple statement that he was edu- 
cated at Eton. 

The only encouragement that he re- 
ceived was from a famous General, who 
told our author to mind his own busi- 
ness or he would not hesitate to damn | 
well wring his neck. 

Undefeated, our author went to the | 
editor of one of the greatest daily 
papers. 

‘* Legitimatise the split infinitive!” 
cried he, aghast. “Idon't think. What, | 
and scrap the splendid article begin- | 
ning, ‘ Before an audience more wateh- | 
ful for split infinitives than critical of | 
profundity of argument,” etc., which | 
our readers look for when a Cabinet | 
Minister speaks at the Oxford Union. 
“Rather,” he exclaimed with a fine 
gesture, “perish our ‘crack-of-the-rifle- 
on-the-moor'’ article, annual produet of 
the Glorious First, or is it the Twelfth?” 

Still the good work went on, and 
gradually light began to almost imper- 
ceptibly dawn on the horizon. The 
final passages of the book give a noble 
instance of the decorum with which our 
author wears his laurels. “It would be 
false modesty,” he writes, “for me toen- 
tirely disclaim credit for what I and my 
collaborators have achieved, but many 
things contributed to our success. The 
movement towards open diplomacy and 
the publication of ambassadorial corre- 
spondence helped us greatly, while the 
writing of books by great admirals and 
generals accustomed the reading public 
to a greater freedom of speech and pro- 
duced a tempered atmosphere in which 
our propaganda could take root. W ith- 
out their help all our efforts might have 
been in vain.” 

So ends the noble record of a great 
work in the cause of freedom. 

Let us hope that we who reap the 
reward will never allow ourselves 0 
quite forget the indomitable efforts of 
those who won us the liberties we now 
take with the English language. 

iii 
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THE COLOUR-SCHEMERS. 

I FuLLY intended, had I been invited, 
to read a paper to a scientific associa 
tion on the Influence of Decorative Art 
on the Emotions. 
a sort of psychological laboratory, so 
speak, and our visitors as well as ou 
selves the more or unconscious 
media of interesting mental phenomena. 
As chief alchemist, Cicely is r sponsible 
for all arrangements and, I suppose, for 
most of the results. 

Our breakfast-room-cum-study is all 


Wall- 


Our house has been 


‘ 


to 


less 


| Paper, carpet and cushions are a horti- 


i 
| 
| 
J 
| 


| 
| 


cultural dream; Kew Gardens a barren 

wilderness in comparison. To correct 

the intoxication of the senses induced 

by this extravagance of floral decora- 
} 


| tion, vertical and horizontal lines are in 


| 


| 
| 
| 





mind alert and ready for anything. 


troduced into the patterns, giving a kind 
of geometric stability. They set latitude 
and longitude tothe botanic Utopia as it 
were. The mental effect of this, Cicely 
and I agree, is a feeling of freshness 
and vigour. I leave the breakfast-table 
to catch my morning train with my 
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? ensation, reading her Society novel,“ The Old Stay-at Homes"). “ AND 8O H 
Governess, “ISN'T IT USUALLY A SHILLING?” 
4-CROWN NOW TO MEET THE INCREASED COST OF LIVING.” 


The Vicar calls occasionally when he | back to the dining-room. Its insidious 
is bent on philanthropic piracy. Should | Orientalism stole over him and robbed 


he be shown into the drawing-room (a|him of his will-power. This was the 


cheerful orange), all is lost, and the| place and moment for the attack. My | 


most impracticable charity is richer by| fear was not that he would resist my 
if I see him in the dining- | proposals, but that my own courage 
hanging lamps | would evaporate amid the hypnotic 
colour tones of the surroundings. 
Quickly I demanded that he should 
subseribe more than I ought to the|tar-pave the side entrance and build 
Fund for the Preservation of the Sites|me a cycle-shed. He was clay in the 
of the Karly Churches in Pamphylia|hands of the potter and would have 
Therefore I always consented to twice as much. 

inveigle the Vicar into the study. There Unfortunately Cicely in a spasm of 
the stripes and chintzes seem to stiffen | jubilation carried him off to see the 
ny moral fibre and enable me to offer} breakfast-room chintzes, and he re 


him a kind but firin refusal. | covered. He pointed out that we had 


my guinea; 


room, amid its soft 
: 


and rich Oriental draperies, my moral 


backbone turns to jelly and I weakly 





Conversely, W 
landlord into the house the other|a plaque. And before he left he had 
week, I escorted him into the drawing-| given me distinctly to understand that 
room. Its vellow mirth took him off | if he let me bave my tar-path and cycle 
guard and he became cheerful and | shed he would be obliged to raise the 
chatty. He told a story, at which | rent by one pound per quarter. 
we laughed heartily. Then I showed I told Cicely (in the breakfast-room) 


him the rocky side-entrance through | that it was all her fault, and we might 


| 


his 


hen I had enticed our|driven a nail into the wall to hang up / 


| . } 
which I had to bring my motor-eycle, | have quarrelled about it; but when we 


and the spot where an admirable shed | talked it over in the glow of the draw 


could be built. Observing that his|ing-room we grew quite light-hearted 


| cheerfulness was wearing off, I led him | again. 
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IF THE SHOPS TOOK UP THE ECONOMY CAMPAIGN. 
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THE NEW EL(XIR. 
(For senile decay try our Monkey Gland), 


THERE was a time when friends expressed their wonder, 


Perhaps with just a modicum of truth, 
That at an age when many men go under, 

Or lose the charming attributes of youth, 
I, who had almost compassed Davin's span, 
Had not in second childhood merged the man, 


They saw my gracefulness of locomotion 

And marvelled how my years could stand the strain 
I put upon them in my weird devotion 

To toilsome pastimes, thinking in their train 
My labours must bring something hard to bear, 
Though doing them I never turned a hair. 


And, more, they praised me for the transcendental! 
Ability with which I plied my pen, 

And showed eternal freshness in a mental 
Dexterity denied to other men ; 

And still they gazed and still the wonder grew 

That I should have what Nature gives so few, 


Those days are past: a new elixir vite 
Has been extracted from a simian gland, 
And since by Science Age is rendered mighty 
My friends will deem my vigour second-hand, 
And compliments will take this doubtful shape : 





* He must have tapped a special brand of ape. : 





THE CONTRIBUTOR. 


He was a lanky moon-faced boy from the back-vel i—had 
not been lassooed more than a month, I should say—and 
he gazed round my South African editorial office with 
interest and wild-eyed concern. It seemed as though at any 
instant he might leap down the lift-shoot or try to ‘eat a file. | 

I sought to put him at ease in my gracious “sympathetic 
way, and I was rewarded. 

“My farrer’s a writer too,” he said suddenly. 

‘Indeed. Writes in Dutch, I suppose ?”’ 

“No, he didn’t been a Dutsman already, 
Duts, but my farrer’s er Engelsman.’ 

He did not seem to have taught his son much angi 
but one meets cases in the back- veld where the children of | 
an English parent hardly know the language. 

“ What paper does he write for?” I asked. 

“ Punts.” 

* Punch !’ 
write much ? 

“Yes, he p'raps writes something eats week, wort he 
calls hishorby. He starts in 1915 en sends hima funny bit | 
wort he cut out of a Cape Town papers. So Punts writes | 
something unde neath and puts it in. Then my farrer gort | 
werry gled, an’ now eats week he sends Puzis a story oF & | 
poetry.” 

“Do they put them all in?” 

“No, » he ‘didn’ put in any more B yet 


My murrer’s 


: I exclaimed. “This is remarkable. Does he 
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|ardent economists below 


| replies, and were evidently 
| inclined to regard the pro 
mise of the War SEcCRE 


| the next question. 


Occasion declared him elf 


only to announce that, 
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and, with the aid of Liberals and/ex-CHance.Lor who had oceupied the 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. Labour men, secured its rejection. Woolsack for a few months in 1915-16 
Wednesday, October 22nd.—Alarmed,| Thursday, October 23rd.—Sinee the | would properly be considered a war 
no doubt, by newspaper placards an-| passing of the Parliament Act in 191] | fortune, and if so at how many thou- 
nouncing “Parliament on its Trial,’’|the House of Lords, a body largely |sands the orator. would be assessed. 
Members attended the reopening of|composed of ex-bankers and other! It is not accurate to say that the 
the House of Commons in unusual) financial pundits, has had no power |Government have made no efforts in 
numbers. “Thrift, thrift, Horatio ’’| overthe national accounts, Butthough|the direction of economy. The fleet of 
was the motif of nearly all the Questions | it can no longer bite it can still bark. | motor-cars now used in connection with 
on the Paper. Minister after Minister} Oddly enough it fell to Lord Buck | Government Departments throughout 


ho was an enthusiastic sup-|the country has dwindled to a mere 


his department, and delivered a stereo-| porter of the Act above mentioned, to|four hundred—a number that not so 


was int rrogated as to the reductions in | MASTER, w 





typed reply to the effect that, whereas | deliver the first considered attack upon |long ago would have barely sufficed to 
at the Armistice the staff numbered so! Luoyp-Groraian finance that has yet!take the officials of the Ai Ministry | 
many thousands, it was now heen heard in either House. out to luncheon. , 
| hundred less, and would a The Commons resumed 


by next year be approach \ the discussion of the Aliens 
ing vanishing-point. The I Restriction Bill. The atti 
V tude of the Labour Party 
was a little difficult to fol 
low. They resisted the 
proposal to prevent alien 
I'rade Unionists from in 
terfering in the industrial 


the Gangway were not en 
tirely satisfied with these 


disputes of other bodies 
than their own with such 
vehemence that Mr. Bot 
TOMLEY was moved to in 
quire whether the supply 
of native strike - leaders 
was giving out, Yeta littl 
later Mr. Bracke was de 
nouncing no less loudly a 


rary and CHANCELLOR oO}! 
rHe ExcHEequer to * lay 
papers’ as a device foi 
putting them off the = 
scent, Captain Ruainanp fh 
TeRneLL, jumped up to 4) 
move the uwudjournment, 
but the SPEAKER jumped 1 
a little quicker and called } 






provision by which in cer 





DisrakLit on a famor tain circumstances alien 
pilots might be employed 


to be “on the side of the in British port . | he gen 


eral feeling of the House 


r 


angels.”’ So, as regards hi 
visits to the House, Is OUl appeared to be that the 
present Prime MinisTer 


He looked in for a few min 


channels of trade, whethei 
by son oO! land, were best 


kept free from foreign in- 
fluences; and in the ulti 
mate division Minister i, 


utes this afternoon, but 


Whilenothing would please 


him better than to come opposed by an ed hoc com 


down and answer que bination of the so-called 


tions, the urgent busines THE PARLIAMENTARY PAPER-CHASI “classes’’ and “ masses,’ 
of the country compelled everal White Papers have beon issued by the Cuances ati ov THe found themselves in @| 
him to postpone that self XC QUER ~ 1 the War Secnerany showing the extent of Ministerial minority of seventy-two, 
indulgence. retrencames On learning of this re 








Next to “ Hang the Karmser” and The ex-Lorp Cuancettor has one! verse the Prime Minister is said to 
“Make Germany Pay,” the most! great merit, rare among his Peers:| have remarked that, when he recently 
‘ popular cry at the last election was| you can hear every word he says. | urged Capital and Labour to “ get to 
“Britain for the British.’’ The ex-| From his opening description of Minis- |} gether,” he did not mean in this way, 
Kaiser is still at large, though we are| ters involved in “the mazes of a laby 
| told that all necessary preparations for|rinth from whose tortuous pathways After Rat Week. 
his trial are being made; and, far from | there is no escape,’ to the final prophecy Terrier Pup (to his father): What 





receiving any cash from Germany, we|of National Bankruptcy, when “ the) did you do in the Rat War, daddy? 
have just paid her three-quarters of a| waters of the Thames will wash de- 


million for amass of potash, Sir Lanest| serted wharves and empty palaces, *To-pay In THE Poop Ganpex 
Kither string opinions or put them into 


|not a syllable escaped one, 
: hallow trays to store in some airy, frost-proof | 
lace.” —~ Daily Paper, } 


WiLp made a powerful appeal to Coal 
dreadful fate, it seems, 
We prefer to air ours in the open. 


itionists to secure the redemption of | To avoid this 
the third of their pledges by passing | there are only three courses before us 
, ould} a general levy on capital, a special levy 





his proposal that no employe! 





be allowed to engage more than 25 per|on war-fortunes, or a ten shilling in-| « Brreranps.—Closing scores: Reece, ree, 

cent. of aliens A majority of the|come-tax. The Peers did not seem 80} 1,000 in 16,000 up (in play), 12,62712,627; 

’ ; . 4 J any" j , . 

( oalitionists present supported him perturbed at the prospect as I should | luman, 12,907 Daily Paper . 

but the Home Secrerary declared that | have expected. Perhaps they were | This makes INMAN'S ultimate victory | 
whether the pension of anjall the more meritorious, | 


the new clause would be unworkable, | wondering 
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Irate driver (compelled to pull up). 
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THE EMANCIPATION OF YOUTH. 


A warce and influential meeting, 
convened by the League of Minors, 
was held last Saturday in Hyde Park 
with a view to the repeal of the statute 
which excludes persons under twenty- 
one years of age from Parliament. Mr. 
OswaLp Mosziey, the youngest M.P., 
who presided, began with a frank ad- 
mission of his unworthiness to occupy 
the position of chairman. He was 
already in the sere and yellow leaf, but 
his sympathies were entirely with those 
who were agitating for this great and 
salutary change. With a full heart he 
could echo the saying of SHaksPEare, 
“Age, | do abhor thee.” What they 
wanted was to make Parliament the 
nursery of greatness, instead of being 
the charnel-house of ossified and cada- 
verous nonentities. Old age was never 
good; it was only green in the sense 
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Literature unfortunately abounded in} Miss Daisy Asnrorp, who scconded 


disparagement of the young, but, on 
the other hand, the world was not run 
by literary men. 

Mr. AnrHony AsQuirH, in moving the 
main resolution in favour of reducing 
the limit of Parliamentary re- | 
presentatives to fourteen, sounded a} 
note of caution. He did not think they | 
were yet ripe for Baby Suffrage. Some! 
of those present might even describe 
him as an anti-Montessorian, and he} 
was not prepared to affirm in all | 
respects his entire adhesion to that 
remarkable creed, Minors were er ipso | 
facto in the minority ; but, on the other 
hand, an eminent Victorian had boldly 
pronounced the majority to be mostly 
fools. Profoundly convinced as he was 
of the righteousness of democracy, he 
could not subscribe to this sweeping 
condemnation. He did not advocate 
the extermination of the old, however 


Age - 


the resolution, described herself as an 
extinct volcano, enjoying what was 
virtually a posthumous reputation on 


lithe strength of the achievement of her 
| 
childhood. Properly encouraged at the 


time, she might have followed up The 
Young Visiters by a series of vital 
romances; but the tradition of that 
period was too strong. By enlarging 
the horizons of youth and giving It 
earlier scope for its creative activities 
they might prevent the recurrence of 
such a tragedy. At the present moment 
all that was noteworthy in letters and 
art and music was being done by the 
young. 

: Lord BIRKENHEAD, who followed, ob 
served that he had been called the Boy 
Chancellor, and, like Mr. Verdant (rreem 
on a festive occasion, he was “ prow 
title.” Under the system which they 
now were met to introduce he might 


of being mouldy and moss-grown. It} painlessly it might be effected. Old| have earned it many years sooner. This 


was suspicious, unheroic, garrulous and 


sic As Disraexi said, “ Almost | titled to consideration. But the Ship of 


men, where they deserved it, were en- 


| 
| 


was a saddening thought, yet they — 
not repine, but rather push on tot 


everything that is great has been done| State would never reach the haven of| goal with renewed energy and determ- 


by youth.” And again, “ The blunders | happiness and prosperity until they had 
of youth are preferable to the triumphs | youth at the prow instead of relegating 
of manhood or the suecess of old age.’’| it to the menial duties of the cabin-boy. | once 








ination. For himself be had no inten 
tion to linger superfluously on the seene 








he was conscious of any decline 
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| — fat of Nature by borrowing If you ave in no hurry, patronize COAST i ah 
a Jetitious Vitality from the interstitial TAXO TRAVELIANG ON THE Sourn-EasTeen ma. |i 4) 
glands of the mandrill, the chimpanzee ' ' RaAU.WAY SHOULD aia. |) 1 
r tl ill ‘ luxe Taxt Man witn | oti 
| woe GOT. ui Giove-Coverep Fac START NOW. aay tae 
| Mr, KomMunp Gosse said that fathe od wrthem the Sine Mnkeied fide tan _——————— ; 
were inevitable, bu as the dé { Pavan id | 
poene ci ilies mont soahtan . ” ofthe} ie WILL TAKE YOU WHERE YOt A Romance of the Deep. 
d the sooner they were admitted : 
| to . hare i “ag eo cian ~ ete WANT TO GO “ Kete—Hernine.—At the Parish Church | 
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jmclined to it themselves. It was > om 
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thief. In conclusion Mr. Gossp ob- KARL SC | Dr, a popular Wellingtonian.” 
served that the true function of middle | to order your Dinner for you New Zealand Paper. 
age was to applaud from a back seat}! Kwiaur or THe Kyarkin” has just} Very useful in the “ scraim.” 
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the triumphs of conquer ing adolescence | bee en : ed from the Ale pares) 2 , 
and the only redeeming feature of old and w ( t ite that In spite © the “CO-OPERATIVE 806 IETIES ( \NNOT 
age was ar i GREAT PEACI wpe RR 
age was that it brought second chiid PROFITEER 2 
hood in its train. ace tains nse Swiss Vesece Oe a metas | 
Th mde . . } idvt. in Provineral Paper j 
1¢ resolution having been unani ) : 
Q ] nee Do you want @ WRONG NUMBER; * At Petty Sessions yesterday the 
1ously passed, a small committee, com- | Co-operative Society ‘wore summoned in 96 
posed of Mr. ANrHony Asquiru, Prin- | SWITCHBOARD SUE cases of alleged profiteering. Of these 35 were 
cess Binesco, Mr. Gorpon Senrrince, ViLL PUT YOU THROUGH heard, and convictions were obtained in each 
junior, and Lord Harspi RY, were ap- | on a case.”— Same paper, same day. 
pointed to concert measures for further- | Men of England! We understand that an appeal has been 
ing &@ National Campaign on behalf of STAND TOGETHER lodged, on the ground that the Bench 
the movement. | On tre UNDERGROUND. had not read the advertisement. 
- Seuteeeeeeseeeen — —_ 
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TO AN M.F.H. 
(On assuming office). 
Goop Master, you've shouldered the burden, 
The toil, the expense and the brunt, 
A task with no “ Thank you ” or guerdon, 
For you 've now taken over the Hunt. | 
The woodlands are waiting in ember, 
| All serely look downland and mead, | 
Will you hear, for ‘tis hard on November, 
A word of good-speed ? 
Yes, now that the entry 's been blooded 
And cubs have been taught to take wing, 
The farmers and keepers been studied, 
You're up to the actual thing ; 
| Your fields will be finer and larger 





Than late ones—of circumstance robbed, 
With Mars on a lashing ex-charger, 
Diana demobbed. 


And foxes? We've foxes too many— 
The War is the why and because; 

And the claims are the prettiest penny, 
And the Hunt's not so liked as it was ; 
There ‘ll be crabbers, of course, and decriers 

(A Master's the life of a dog), 
And, like frogs in the fable, the sighers 
Who sigh for King Log. 
But never you worry ; sit quiet 
And shape your own course as you can ; 
There are hounds that ‘ll babble and riot 
We find the same failings in man ; 
You 've to be martinet in your habits, 
A Cromwett in might to command, 
And Captains shall tremble like rabbits 
At lift of your hand, 


But blend you the jackboot with butter ; 

Be wise as the serpent, and coo 
Like the dove; take your hat off and utter 

Quick compliment, prompt How d’ ye do’ 
Be bland (but a Draco empowered) 

With a crowd edging in for a start, 
Though in cover a home-loving coward 

Is breaking your heart. 


From a goose gobbled up to the thoughtless 
Who ride over young grass and seed, 
The onus is yours, Sir, you ‘re naught less 
Than scapegoat for every misdeed ; 
A tyrant the thrusters may rank you, 
But one of the rear of the ruck 
Endeavours, good Master, to thank you, 
To wish you Good Luck. 
For trouble 's your lot out of reason 
Complaints, correspondence no end, 
With, may be, say twice in the season, 
The gallop that makes the amend, 
When you ‘ve slipped the whole crowd that was in it 
And, free from the “ blundering mass,” 
There's nothing to stop you a minute 
For oceans of grass. 


Then, half-an-hour on, may we find you 
‘Longside of the pack, in your place, 
Your huntsman a furlong behind you, 
A seratch and a grin on your face, 
Your fox at the ond of his chapter, 
The tan heads all up as they view 
Well, no one, young fellow, is apter 


it that made the Company Cooks think they might have | 
| put more sugar in the tea lately, that made the Quarter. | 
| master recall in despairing remorse the good food that had | 


}crime after all, and broke down altogether upon hearing | 
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THE CALL. 


Tuat morning the camp was startled by a call. 

Something of the stir of the Reveille sounded in its first 
tentative notes, giving way to the gentle persuasion of the 
Fall In. The cheerfulness of the “ Cook-house Door” had 
hardly succeeded when the clarion certainty of the old 
Cavalry Charge call thrilled the morning air. } 

It did not stop there. For one and all it had a personal 
message to deliver, and an urgent one. 





ah | 
There was that in 
i 
| 
1 
i 
i 


never reached the troops, the garments they had never | 
worn, His clerk bent over the accounts he was trying to | 
square and strove vainly to hide his tears. The Orderly 
Sergeant shakily decided not to bring Jones up on that 


an agitated C.S.M. say “ Please” to his batman. 
The Post Orderly had no doubts. It was the Letter Call, | 
and he departed with an unusual springiness. The Mess | 
Orderlies were already falling in; the Fire Picket could be | 
observed doubling up from divers occupations; Orderly | 
Sergeants and Sergeant-Majors were positively sprinting; 
their call, they conceived, had been “ at the double.” Tents | 
could be observed in a state of violent agitation as their 
inmates made frantic last-minute touches to buttons and 
belts, while wild hazards about Guards of Honour and 
General Parades floated therefrom, The experts, the spare* 
buglers, stood aghast. | 
A low crooning that succeeded a phrase suggesting that 
* Officers’ wives have puddings and pies" turned the 
thoughts of the company officers from fantastic ideas of an | 
early luncheon to the sudden certainty that a disastrous 
calamity was upon thecamp. They turned pale in the effort 
to remember what particular crisis this unfamiliar summons 
might signify. Nobly they strode forth, all unprepared. 
The C.O.'s nerve broke at last at an effort that suggested 
“Danny Deever,” with perhaps a faint touch of The | 
Last Post, and yet combined the glories of the Regimental | 
March Past with the slow beauty of the Cavalry Reveille. | 
Further, there was in it one wild persistent note that never | 
a military bugle had sounded before, something that aspired | 
blindly to better things, not of the army. | 
“The Mutiny of the ——'‘s over again,” he muttered | 
hoarsely, and looked round for the support that was not 
forthcoming ; Officers, Sergeant-majors, N.C.O.’s and men 
had long obeyed the call. He sallied forth to do something | 
with them, and tried desperately to think what. 
Then the bugler blew again, emitting a cry of the heart | 
80 piercing, so awful, that everybody stood to attention as | 
though the Birkenhead was sinking again. sut he ended | 
on one sustained note of glorious triumph and then walked 
calmly on to the parade ground. s 
Thence, with a magnificent gesture, he flung back his 
bugle to the Buglers’ Tent and turned to the expectant 
throng. 
“I'm demobbed,” he said, 





| 
| 


“ Dis-miss / 





In a Good Cause. 

Mr. Punch begs leave to remind his readers of the appeal 
that he made last week on behalf of Bart's, and to ask 
that donations may be sent to the fund which he is raising 
in aid of London's oldest hospital. They should be addressed 
to the Secretary of Punch, 10, Bouverie Street, W hitefriars, 
E.C.4. He hopes that it may be said, in the words 0 


Lord Macauay, that 
“all along the van 








To be there than you. 





was passed from man to man. 


‘ Remember St. Bartholomew ’ 
: ian 
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WAR-TIME PROMISES. 


How are you getting along with 
yours J 

I had always intended to keep my| 
pledge to Edith to get the brougham 
on the road once more. Accordingly, 
when I heard that the new man at 
Holton had just the mare to match 
Hereward, [ hacked over one afternoon, 

There was something vaguely fam 
iliar about the man. But | have long 
since given up try ing to fix the associa 
tion of vaguely familiar faces, Besid 
this man was all for business. 

“Yos, Sir, I know the mare you} 
She must be very like the kind | 





mean, 

of t ung you want, Jimmy, fetch out 

j ” | 

that UOtterstone mare. 
j 


I bought her. There was a direct 
ness about the new man’s methods 


of dealing that impressed me favou 
ably. 
A boy brought out my own pony for | 


my return. | 

“ Heavens!” said the new man, and 
stepped up to it to correct the curb 
chain. “Some of these fellows don't 


know the difference between a bridoon 





|and a breeching.”’ 
1 found myself tra oh 
|I very nearly saluted. My heel 
| but clicked, It came back to me so 
| suddenly | 
| 


An elderly, much rattled subalter 
“a sporting old bird who had b 
farmed out on brigade transport, to} 
quote a lordly youth who joined 
mess for a time, 
every lew seconds, partly from mn 


The subaltern salut 


vousness and partly from an idea that 
| asalute being the prescribed termin 

|! Grass Hat, a 
} Series of them might bring matt { 
| Hat—the nm 
seated amid 
| gilded and ungilded retinue of staf! 
ittLached In the backgrour d the re 


tO an interview with 


' close. The Brass 
Brigadier, no less 


sant) 
| cently inspected Brigade transport “y an DI 
| obviou ly, to a mule, breathing | ( A WN PLAY, Bt 
| ireely, \ ultry atmosp! ere pec iline I ay ame At 


to mornings which have not gone of! 


> 


| according to schedule The di covery ion t ipparent! 
of a rag, oily, one, inspection pattern, | / ( } 

| transport-driver for-the-use-of, under 

| the arch of a saddle had at one period Well, what wa 

| made the air almost thunderou rhe} perhaps, what the 

| fitting of harness, also! But let us| Revolution? I di 
leave it at that, hat’s it, of 

‘Not much of a show, id the! trving to think 

Bra : Hat. (One of t advan 


“I'm afraid not, Sir” (salute), “Of| you cat . 
Fees e we are full of reinforcement 
after the last stunt, Sir’ lute), “and | court just before | 
| they are very raw.’ 
1s Chey are. 


That, my dear Sir, is 


why you are here "’ (threatened collapse | with the 99th, weren't you ti life, | proinise you 1'il 
or three years.” 


of the subaltern), “Some of them| “ Yes, rather-—f 





here we met before 
tuves of Peace 1s that | like seniority and sufferings with him- 


\ i inspected my trat sport nt Meri- | 
| 
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RBING HE WHOLE Houst Witt YOUR BNO 


yo MIGHT GIVE THE AUTHOR A CHANCI 


now the differenc ‘Splendid, Why, vou 'dknow old 


t breeching.” And we got “right in among it 
* 

; I to do? Is this, As [| rode home an hour later I re 
mean bv the Social | called a scene which had followed the 
d my best. transport inspection, The elderly sub- | 
course. L've been|altern was holding forth in the Moss | 


to a sympathe tie audience of men of 


‘met’ a Brigadier).| self. Standing with solemnly poised | 
glass, he concluded a vivid résumé of | 
went to hospital in| the whole ceremony : - 


“] tell you fellow 3, if I ever meet 


Well, you must have been | that blighter for five minutes in civvy 


Ah! those wer-time promisys. 
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THE STATE OF THE STAGE. 
IMPORTANT OPINIONS. 

Tun state of the Stage continues to 
be one of the thousand questions of the 
hour, among them being the high price 
of clothes and their substitutes, the cost 
of living generally, the shortage of coal, 
and the origin of fogs, which some 
| pessimists aseribe to the great number 
| of American plays now being performed 
| in London. Other prominent questions 
| include the economy campaign, the 
| winner of the Cambridgeshire and the 
| chances of Mr. Asquirn ever finding 
| another seat. But, at any rate in 
| tain circles, the state of the Stage 
comes first, and few are the papers 
so bold as to dispense with well- 
known actors’ views of the matter. 
| Mr. Arxuey, for example, in The 
Evening News, finds nothing wrong. 
Mr. Bourcaren, in The Daily Ex- 
| press, even though gloomy to-day, 
| is aware of a bright light in the 

future, when he produces Oliver 
| Cromwell, Mr, Joun Drinkwarer’s 
| masterpiece, 
| The list of actors who have 
already rushed into print could be | 
extended, but, believing that it 
would be more interesting to lay 
new impressions before his readers, 
Mr. Punch has secured the services 
of several dramatic celebrities for 
his own pages. In response to in- 
quiries from one of his misrepre- 
sentatives the following replies are 
summarised :— 

Mr. Lestiz Henson assures Mr. 
Punch that there is nothing wrong 
with the Stage. Quite the reverse. 
It is the ideal environment in 
which to win one’s bride, 

Mr. Oscar Ascue also says that 
there is nothing really wrong with 
the stage. How could there be 
when the public extends its patron 
age to the best? It speaks volumes 
| forthe high level of taste and discrimina 

tion during the past few years that the | 
most popular play should be so intel- | 
| lectual and courageous @ production as | 
| that at His Majesty's Theatre, which, | 
| beginning simply as Chu Chin Chow, | 
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| has now reached such proportions as | 
| to be more fittingly described as Double. | 
| Chin Chow. It would always be a! 
| matter of pride with him that during | 
| its phenomenal run he had lost only 
one camel, No, Mr, Ascne concludes, | 
there is nothing wrong with the Stage. 
Mr, Herbert TRencn expresses doubt 
as to whether the Stage is what it should 
be. The tendency to produce musical 
comedy and farce on week-days and 
confine serious drama to the Day of 
Rest disturbs bim not a little. He is 
| open, he says, to write epoch-making 
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;aS SHAKSPEARE was the basis. 


| fees to pay. 


historical plays for every theatre in 
London. 

Sir Aurrep Burr says that the Stage 
ig at the moment in so flourishing a 
condition that no wise manager need 
worry about stopping a great success 
in the middle of a run and substituting 
a revival. 

Sir Sipney Lee says that everything 
is wrong with the Stage. With the 
exception of the Old Vic and the Court 
every theatre is disappointing and de- 
grading. SHaksPKare should be played 
continuously everywhere. 
does not say that all adventitious aid 





cer-|should be withheld. He would not 
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YSELF AN’ 8S 
THE WAY 


LOOK M™ 
Hen 18 BRINGING ME UP iN 
10.” 


quarrel with musical accompaniment 3, | 
gorgeous scenery and so forth, so long | 
He | 
would, however, draw the line at re | 
entitling the plays. With the manager | 
who wished to produce The Merchant 
of Venice as The Voice from the Cam 
panile he had no sympathy, nor would 
he allow Antony and Cleopatra to fol | 
low the present Haymarket success as 
Mummies. Asa pure business proposi 
tion it would be wise to put on Snak 
SPEARE at every theatre. Since people 
must go to the theatre, it is a corollary 
that, if there were nothing but SHAK 
sPEARE they would go to SHAKSPEARE. 
SHAKSPEARE would then prosper, espe- 
cially as there would be no author's 





Mr. Louis N, Parker says that he 
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Sir Sipney | 
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has no fault to find with the Stage in 
general, but wishes that at Drury Lane 
it waslarger. There were seve; al effects 
which he wanted in The Great Day 
but could not have on account of the 
restricted space. One, for example, was 
a scene depicting dawn, in which day 
was to break and the pieces were to 
be distributed among the audience ag 
souvenirs. 

Mr. Serae DiaGuiterr says that 
what is wrong with the Stage is too 
much talk and too little movement, If 
only everything were done in dumb- 
show and danced, the Stave would have 
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|great safeguard, 


no detractors. He would like to have 

“his way with such a play, say, 
as Ilome and Beauty. With the 
|scenery by the young geniuses of 
{the Mansard Gallery, and Massing 
in Mr. Hawvrry’s part and Kar. 
SAVINA In Miss GLapys Cooper's, 
he would guarantee both an artistic 
and a financial triumph. Of course 
the story would he rearranged, 
There would be no return of the 
first husband, ng lots, and 
no cooking of the steak: but in 
their place some very wonderful 








no draw 


and 
houquets for each of the principals 
every few minutes. 

Mr. Punch’'s own opinion of the 
Stage to-day if he n y intrude it 

is that it is both vu.nerable to 
criticism and entitled to be a little 
proud of itself. 


| posturing, and twenty wreaths 





DURING THE STRIKE, 
SUPPLY, 
thought they 
and finally 
the horns 


a MILK 
S| 


NOW WIMBLEDON GOT 1 

The previous day they 
| never would get any at all 
had to take the bull by 
nd practically steal it. Local Paper. 


| The bull seems to have been cowed, 
} 
;' 


they 


defence of his 
dueation Act in addressing a gathering 
f local educationalists this afternoon 
‘conomy, he said, consisted not in the 


‘Dr. Fisher made a 


uvT | 
absence of pe nding, but in the presence 

{ waste.”-— Daily Paper. 

No wonder the 

“Sack the lot!”’ 


other FisnER says, 


“ While at her moorings in Blyth Harbour 
a submarine was fouled by another submarme, 
Only one seaman was abroad, and 


aud sank. 


he escaped.”—Hvening Paper 


In such cases absence is always 4 


* Another scene followed her visit to Oxford 
in 1913 to the May Week with a cousin of her 
husband's.”-——Kvening Paper. 

All of which is unthinkable in Kights 
Week at Cambridge. 


*s wonderful hair tonic and cough 
Try it.” 


“Mrs, 
rup. 
And provide yourself with a fur-lining 

against the winter. 


Canadian l’aper. 
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WHAT'S MOKE, HE KNOW 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE., 

(By Mr. Punch’s Stas of Learned Clerks.) 

big a man, intol- 
g everyone, 

according to 


Vain to a degree scarcely credible in 
erant of opinions othe than bi 
from the late Kina Epwarp 
whether he “ backed me” or not, guilty of frequent and 
flagrant lapse gs of taste and fairn (not to ment 
mar), and continually harping on the string, “I told you 
so,” Lord Fisuer would have no one but himself to blame 
if his Memories (Hopper anp Srovantron) were to widen 
the already too large circle of his enemt Yet, des} ile 
all its faults and excesses, I fancy the volume will bring 
him more friends than foes: for it is a portrait, self 
painted with the broadest of brushes, of a Man, and one 
to whom his country owes more perhap than to any other 
single individual, But for the British Navy the War 
would not have been won, and but for Lord Fisner the re 
distribution of the Fleet, by which, in Manan’s phrase, 
eighty-eight per cent. of England's guns were pointed at 
Germany, would not have been carried out in time for Arma 
geddon. l'rom one of the many indiscretions which only 
Kield Marshals and Admirals of the Fleet may commit with 
impunity one learns that, if the author could have had his 


own, apprals 


uaownwards, 


n gram 


world if he had been allowed to do so. This is the most 


hinted at in this volume. 





Duchess to waltz, he is always as livel: 


Nurse (complaining of sn l “A i ~ AGAIN, Mapa 


way, he would have “ Copenhagened ” the German Fleet in | 
1907, and one cannot help speculating on what would have | dices, his whole system of life. 


been the present position of this country in the eyes of the | 


M, HE S&S FOREVER ASKING M ALL MANNER 





startling of the many pieces of secret history revealed or | 
But in truth there is not a| obvious effort against a conception of social conditions that 
dull page, and whether Lord Fisuer is discussing naval|has advanced very little since the days of The Fairchild 
strategy or excusing (without complete success) his part in | Family. There is, for instance, a scene of the heroine 


ithe Rev. 
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he wants a sub-title for the second edition which will in 
evitably be demanded, I beg to suggest “ The Midshipman 


Who Never (quite) Grew Up.” 


Oughtn’t somebody to break it gently to Mr. Joun Gars- 
worrny that there is a peace on? I ask because to open 
his latest story, Saint's Progress (HEINEMANN), is to find 
yourse If plunged into all the perplex ties of the dark years, 
ome of which one had begun to hope had slipped behind 
" Chiefly, here is a book about the problem of the 
gently-nurtured unmarried mother, and you will not need 
telling what blend of sympathy, of resolute unprejudice and 
rather grim tenderness Mr. GALSworTnhy brings to its treat 
It is into the refined, delicately-reared household of 
Edward Pierson that the tragedy breaks, when 
his daughter, Noel, refused permission for what seemed in 
paternal eyes a war-marriage of indecent haste, determined 
to follow her own promptings, with the result inevitable in 
fiction. The unmarried father is killed, and the tale shows 
a group of eminently characteristic Galsworthians facing 
(and discussing) the situation. They talk sanely, imparti 
ally, most of them with a strong modernity of outlook, 
almost all considerably too much. And out of their talk 
emerges gradually the one figure of real tragedy, the broken 
old father, assailed in his deepest convictions, his preju- 
Mr. GaLsworrny has done 
nothing more poignant than this. For the rest, as | have 
hinted, Saint's Progress prescribes very effectually the 
mixture as before, showing its author struggling with 


ment, 


the Dardanelles affair, or telling us how he taught a Grand | taking a poor woman with a hurt hand into a swagger ! 
ly as a schoolboy. If! chemist’s, and their reception by its haughty patrons, that, 
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as a picture of life in first-aid days, is frankly farcical. Still, 
a clever and well-written book, if hardly exhilarating. 

To the yellow heart and the two jolly Cupids which make 
the paper wrapper of The Disturbing Charm (Hopper Anp 
Sroventon) look like a valentine, Miss “ Berra Ruck 
ought really to have asked her publishers to add a legend 
warning the public that the contents are “ for the 
young.” If ever novel was written which drew 4 black 
unswerving line between the fogeys who do not live and 
the very young people who do, it is this pleasant senti- 
mental story of four po of lovers, luckier in the matter 

us were (for the ladies at least had 


| no pressing reason to be there), who met during the War 





| tor seems to believe, 
| of all I liked the widow, to 


| for the fogeys. 





at an hotel in Western France 
tation and confusion, set to 
partners, Olwen, the little 
Welsh heroine who distributes 
among the others the sup- 
posed love-charm, which seems 
to have such great effect and 
turns out afterwards to have 
been a practical joke, is much 
too nice a little creature for 
the self-assertive Canadian, 
Captain Ross, to whom she 
is assigned ; and I don’t really 
imagine that she did live as 
happily ever after as her crea- 
But best 


and, after some slight hesi- 
pevars Recent co dirtete 





whom, until she lost it, the 
charm appeared to attract the 
Flying-man, the “eaglet-faced” 
“ Bird-boy” (Miss “ Berta 
Ruck” insists on this or I 
wouldn’t quote it), and my pre- 
ference may be just or may be 
due to a fellow-feeling I have 


Samurai Trails (Hopper 
AND Sroventon), by Lucran 
Swirt Kirrnanp, is an ac- 
count, by a man who has his 
eyes open for the right thing, of 
the wanderings of two Ameri- 
cans with a Japanese doctor 
through highwaysand by-ways 
of Japan, The reader receives 
something of a sl.ock when he __ 


rik 


Officer (during an engagement). * WHERE ARE Yot 


RESOU RCE 


THAT GLUE-POT, YOU Ip1oT 
Handyman. “ Tite Caprain 
TO THE MAST, Sik.” 
Officer. ** Wei?” 


Handyman. “ Wreta, 10'8 A 
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margins and excellent press-work, I found also (to my 
chagrin) the legend, “ Printed in America,” 

Edward Wyndham Tennant (Lane) is the latest volume 
in a lengthening list of such appreciations, outcome of 
love and sorrow for the heroic dead. I will confess that I 
have at times wondered whether these tributes had not 
better have been reserved for their eyes only to whom the 
loss recorded is a personal one. But again (and especially 


in the present instance) I have doubted, in face of the 
thought that no one could read this story of a short life 
without taking courage from its fineness, and from the 
knowledge that this is still the inheritance of our race, 
Lady GLENCONNER’s memoir of her son shows him as 
an attractive child who passsd through happy school. 





days into the dawn of an un- 
jusually promising manhood, 
Happiness indeed is the note 
of the book. Delight in the 
small pleasures of childhood | 
(making you recall that it is a 
mother who writes), in good 
heaith, good spirits, a clear and | 
loving nature, and always a 
quite magnificent popularity 
seldom indeed can any life 
have been so surrounded with 
affection. ‘“ Bim” Tennant | 
lived his crowded and laughing 
yearsasradiantlyas anyamong | 
those splendid boys in whose | 
record our age has found solace 
for its suffering. As a poet he 
might have done great things 
you can read here the pro- 
mise of what he left in this | 
kind ; asa man he had already 
done them, May I be allowed | 
one word more? Lady GLEN- 
CONNER, who explains her mo- 
tive, has shared with us even 
a treasure so sacred as the last 
letter that she received from 
her son, written only a few | 
hours before his death. Surely 
the mother who has inspired | 
such nobility of devotion as | 
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FUL HANDYMAN, 


GOING WITH 
9” 


LD ME TO HAIL THE COLOURS | breathes in every line of this | 
might well go proudly and | 

eal aad 

erase wast, 8m.” thankfully all her days. 








learns that the travellers, so far from being millionaires of 
the accepted pattern, have to make a nice calculation of yen 
and sen, and actually spend their last day in Yokohama 
senless and hungry because their boat was a day late in 
starting. A very charming picture is given of the 
hospitality of the Japanese common folk and the wayside 
innkeepers. As for the author's sense of style, the book is 
something of a “curiosity of literature.’ Quite simple 
thoughts are wrapped in roomy veils of grandiloquence. 
“ Messages from the cords of our legs were telling us to 
concede some compromise to our particularity '’ means no 
more than that the travellers had been walking too fast. 
“I then discovered two shaved ice-shops ... and the 
intoxication pitched my mood to full ebulliency”’ means 
that the author liked ice. And Professor “Q” might well 
pounce on “ but nothing proceeded to materialize” for his 
poignant — on “Jargon.” Finding the printed page 
extraordinarily pleasant, with admirably proportioned 





There is subtle delineation of character in The Tender 
Conscience (Seckrr). Gradually to reveal the effect of a | 
worthless woman upon her idolising husband is a difficult | 
task, but Mr. Bonun Lynon has performed it with & 
restraint and skill which must command admiration, A 
cloud surrounded Jimmy Guise's marriage to his adored 
Blanche, and it increased all the more because they both 
chose to pretend that it did not exist. Clear explanations | 
might have saved a lot of trouble, yet nothing could really 
save Jimmy from paying for the mistake he had made, We 
suspect Blanche from the very first, and the way in which 
Mr, Lyxcn leads us on from suspicion to certainty shows | 
him a master of technique. Apart from the leading charae- 
ters we are introduced to some people in one of the new 
Government War departments who must, I think, be drawn 
from life. For I am inclined to feel that at present Mr. 
Lynen's powers of observation are greater than his imag 
inative gift. 
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we shall h: ave the best telephone system 
CHARIVARIA. lin the world, has not yet been entered 
A xvaget of gold has been found in | for the penned fs : 
the crop of a hen at Tintanbar, New | , 
South Wales. A rush has set in and Something must be done,” says 
most of the fowls in the district have | Mr. F. W. Fenwick in a contemporary, 
been pegged out. , i‘*to use up the great stores of war 
|material.”” The idea of arranging a 
With reference to the two-year old | few friendly litt 
boy stolen in London last week and | been overlooked 
recovered agai n at Coventr y, we gather | 


wars seems to have 


‘ 


that the hero has definitely decided} It appears that the Basuto chiefs 
not to write a book about it | now in London are not anxious to visit 
‘ * | places of amusement. This is what 

The old warship Northampton, while | comes of taking them to the House of 


passing down the Thames, collided with | Common 
Blackfriars Bridge. No blame attaches 
to the vessel, which sounded its siren. 
* « 

Members of the Surrey 
on being disbanded 
were told that they 
could keep their over- 
coats on payment of 
one pound It is hoped 
that they may also 
be allowed a share in 
the next war on pay- 
ing their entrance fee. 

+ 


As a result of attending a spiritual- 


nee a man is reported to have 
picked four winners in a s drei am. 


Volunteers _ Only 


+ 
Operatic singing in 
German has been pro- 
hibited in New York. 
Local patriots are de 
claring exultantly that 
eating in German will 


* 4 

The rumour that 
Sir ALFRED Monp was 
about to retire is de- 
nied, and the proposal 


< a 
CRAPS TRADES 
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proper attention, he gave the waiter a 

very liberal tip before ordering bis meal 
and then asked him what he could 
recommend. Whereupon the waiter 
recommended another restaurant, 


The Ministry of Food states that 
restaurants are not now limited in the 
quantity of meat they serve. It is there 
fore still possible to get a shilling's 
worth for half-a-crown. 

"e 

One of the subjects down for discus 

sion at a Sussex village lecture is 





“What would you get if you were | 


rich?” The answer is simple. You 
would get heavily taxed. 


It appears that a photograph of « 


| group of Gover nment officials taken at 


~ Whitehall turns out 


thought that one of 
them must have 
moved. e 


The passenger who 
was summoned for 
throwing bottles out 
of the window of a 
moving train on a 
certain South Coast 
railway has now been 
acquitted, as the opin 
ions expressed by the 
passengers as to 
whether the train was 
actually moving or not 
were very evenly di- 


=< vided, * 
« Children's books 


nowadays always fin 
ish with the marriage 








‘ : “Tre "eR UP CAREFUL, JIM, AN’ LEAVE THE KID INSIDE THemM MOTOR THIEVES 
to present him with a . 
STICKS AT NUFFIN 
suitably-engraved ho ‘niacin inisnemiiaian 7 
tel is therefore abandoned. \the other day, after a supper of Welsh|of the hero and heroine, 


gentleman tried to back a 


p 


‘ged green-and-yellow elephant, 


ais ' *. i rare-bit, a 
Cardiff LEdueation Committee has! nine le 
decided not to have boxing taught in but the animal was warned off the 
the elementary schools. It was urged | course by the Stewards, 


that no boy need ever find himself a 


a physical disadvantage as long as he| One hundred and sixty burglaries 
can talk Welsh, , have taken place in Munich during the 
: This seems to prove the 


| past m nth, 

A pig has been discovered in the’ truth of the assertion that the Bava- 

Malvern district infected with rabies. rians would be the first to settle down 
The unfortunate owner will not even | to normal business after the War. 

be allowed to sell it for American bacon. | 

** | «You must go in very slightly at the 

An American surgeon is reported to waist this winter to be really fashion- 

have offered five thousand pounds for able,”’ says Miss Howr in The Daily 

the brain of Lenrx. We understand | Erpress. Upon reading this Mr. G. 

that Lenm has replied that if the K. Cuesterron is said to have smiled 

surgeon will make it guineas he will| grimly and repeated the lady’s name 


| throw in Trorsky’s. veral time 

* 
| Messrs. George Newnes Lp, are A City gentleman had a most extra- 
offering two hundred and fifty pounds! ordinary experience in a fashionable 


| for a short story. 


The one by Mi restaurant the othe evening. It ap 
ILuinawontn, to the effect that in time pears that, in order to make sure of 





complains a 
writer in a weekly paper. But surely 
this isa refreshing change from the old 
fashioned ending, when they were made 
to “live happy ever afterwards.” 


* 

The Admiralty, it is stated, has 
agreed to allow commercial travellers 
to procecd in every battleship sailing 
abroad. The proposal that a bonus 
should be offered to any one of them 
who manages to sell the battleship 
en route is being considered, 


* 

A number of men have been arrested 
in Paris for melting down five-franc 
pieces. Meanwhile the grocer who 
melts our sovereigns down to 7s, 9}d 
continues his devilish work unhindered. 





“Jt will be good news for the housewife that 
there is likely soon to be a reduction in china 
and glassware.” —- Welsh Pape 
It has long been chronic in most house- 
holds. 
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to be a failure. It is | 
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A HOME OFFENSIVE. 


“ Lives of great men all remind us 
We can ma‘e our lives sublime.” 
Wuen I address my civil wits 
To read the Lives of Men of War 
(The papers quote the plummier bits, 
A service I am grateful for) ; 
When I review their multiplex damnations 
Of Jacks-in-oflice, prone to err, 
This endless stream of turbid revelations 
Impinging on the Powers That Were ;— 


(And, mind you, all has not been told; 
There's talk of scandals yet to come; 
I could—but won’t—myself unfold 
Tales that would make Whitehall to hum 
Feebler would grow its appetite for dinner, 
And redder yet would burn its ears 
If I consented to expose the inner 
History of the Volunteers) ;— 


When I survey what serves the Bosch 
For sustenance in lieu of meat, 

And mark the laundry-men that wash 
Our dirty linen in the street— 

Staggered afresh with each appalling blunder 
Unmasked by these, the Mighty Four, 

I put myself the question how in thunder 
We ever came to win the War? 


I rather think there must have been 
A certain few, the silent sort, 

Who went about their work unseen 
Nor made of it a loud report, 

Nor hinted how much better they'd have done it 
Had fools but understood their aims, 

But simply took the War in hand and won it— 
And I should like to know their names. O. S. 





LOCAL COLOUR. 


I wrore recently to a leading London daily on a matter 
of public interest. 

The paper in question, while printing the greater part of 
my letter as I sent it, added a tag representing its opinions 
rather than mine, and then appended my name. 

I have below indicated the probable result if this course 
were generally followed by organs of public opinion. 


(Original letter.) 

Sir,—I write to protest against the suffering inflicted on 
our pets by these horrible muzzles. My precious Tiny is 
developing a bare patch on his nose, caused by the constant 
rubbing of the wire. 

Can no ingenious scientist evolve an equally eflicient but 
less cruel instrument ? Yours faithfully, Cynoprnim. 

(As it might appear in The 7’—~s.) 

Sir,—I write to protest . . . rubbing of the wire. 

It is doubtless due to the incompetent nincompoops of 
the Board of A——-— that this atrocity is perpetrated. 
Sack the lot! ... 

(The M——-g Pt.) 

Sir,—I write to protest . . . rubbing of the wire. 

If the Government would devote its attention to this 
matter of real importance, rather than to harrying the loyal- 
ists of Ulster, a remedy would soon be found. 


(The D—ly M—1.) 
Sir,—I write to protest . . . rubbing of the wire. 
The wire wasted on these instruments of torture could 





be more profitably used in making mouse-traps or wire. 
sieves. OUR MONEY IS BEING WASTED. . , , 


(The D—y N—s.) 

Sir,—I write to protest . . . rubbing of the wire, 

Our misguided Government, not content with starving 
German babies, tortures dumb animals. Were we allowed 
freely to import the vastly superior German muzzles all 
would be well... . 

(J—n B—Iil.) 

Sir,—I write to protest . . . rubbing of the wire. ® 

If your valuable paper will collect further evidence and 
ventilate the matter it will soon be put right, I know 
your power for good... . 





HINTS TO YOUNG HUNTERS. 
(Being the advice of a South African trader who writes from 

the Native Territories.) . 

I see in the papers there's a lot of young men going to 
come to Africa nowadays to travel and get big game and 
things like that. Now I been watching animals in the 
veld all my life and | thought perhaps I could give a few 
hints to young hunters which might save them their lives 
one day. 

For instance, when a rhinoceros shakes his ears, he is 
very tired and just wants rest. You might go quite near 
him then and he wouldn't want to do you anything. But, 
when he blinks his eyes, beware. Get out quick, because 
he can run, Mind you, a rhino got very small eyes and 
you got to be pretty close to see him blink. Not many 
living people seen a rhino blink. 

Rhinos don’t eat men, like [ read in one travellers’ book, 
They eat grass and simply trample men into the ground. 

If you're near some elephants and one lifts up his trunk 
you best get out smart, because he's got your scent. If 
an elephant gets your scent he generally gets you. We old 
hunters say if you see an elephant lying down you can go 
and twist his tail and he won't mind, That's because no 
man ever seen a wild elephant lying down. 

I read in lots of travellers’ books about how, if you 
want to hear a long way, you put your ear on tle ground. 
Perhaps they can do this in travellers’ books, but not on 
the veld. All you’re going to get if you try those tricks 
is some dirt in your ear or else bit by something. If you 
got a good Zulu boy, or better still a Hottentot, make him 
do the hearing for you. 

Don't go thinking you can make fires on the veld by 
rubbing two sticks together, because you can’t. Those 
things you get in travellers’ books too, as easy as striking 
a match, but I only seen a few Swahili people do it up East, 
where they got funny wood. I never seen any South 
African boys able to, not even Korannas, who are pretty 
smart people. You take matches. 

If you're going to shoot any leopards just make sure you 
kill them first go. There aren't so many living men shot 
twice at the same leopard. 

There's plenty more hints like that I could give. One 
good one is, Don’t you go reading those travellers’ books. 


From the report of a boxing match :— 
Ree: Becoming groggy, the referee intervened and stopped the bout 
in - ’s favour.”—Sunday Paper. ‘ 
Should referees be teetotal ? The answer is in the affirmative. 





“GENUINE UNRESTORED ANTIQUES oy 
10 ft. Long Refractory Table, 6 Legs £35. * 
Advt. in ‘' The Connoisseur. 
The refractoriness being caused, no doubt, by the “ six long 
legs all here and there” (Epwarp Lear.) 
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A SAVING GRACE. 


DADDY ?” 


READING 


WAR, 


DID YOU DO IN THE GREAT 


“ WHAT 


LirtLe Joun Butt. 


I DID 


LATELY, 


BEEN 


. 
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BY WHAT I’VE 


JUDGE 


TO 
WRONG—EXCEPT LOSE 


Bie Joun Butu. 


EVERYTHING 


“ WELL, 


IT.” 
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Wife (to returned golfer). 





SNATCHCORK. 
“Have you ever heard of ‘Snatch- 
cork’? ” asked Frederick. 
“Tf he’s a man,” answered Percival, 
“TI met him at Etaples in ‘17; if it’s a 
patent medicine, my Aunt Catherine 
used to give it to me every morning 
when I was a kid; but if it’s a new 
temperance drink I never heard of it.” 
“It’s none of them. It’s a game.” 
“ Why couldn't you say so before?” 
said Percival crossly. 
“ Because, my sunny cherub, you 
never asked me. I asked you. I've 
just been taught it by a real Staff- 
Captain, and I'm going to introduce it 
into Mess to-night. Most frightfully 
nervy game, he says it is. They had to 
prohibit it during the War on account 
of its demoralising effect.” 
* What's the drill?” yawned Percival. 
“It's a combination of beggar-my- 
neighbour and St. Vitus’ dance. If 
there are six players you put five corks 
on the table; then, taking a pack of 
Service playing-cards, you extract all 
the aces, kings, queens, knaves, tens 
and nines, and put the remainder on a 
slow fire or any old where. By check- 
ing my figuring you will find there 
will be twenty-four cards —nines to 
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“Do you LIKE THE SOUP, DEAR 


aces—in play. These are thoroughly 
stirred—shutted, | mean—and issued 
in a ration of four cards per player. 
Each player in turn then grasps his 
cards firmly between the first finger 
and thumb of his left hand and tries 
to palm off a card he doesn’t want on 
his neighbour, the idea being to get a 
collection of four aces, or four kings, or 
four anythings of the same value. Got 
me, bud?” 

Percival passed his hand wearily 
over his brow. “It goes like an A.C.I.”’ 

“Good! Now, as soon as a player 
has a complete set he just says no 
thing, but assumes an air of vacuity 
and quietly takes a cork. Then everyone 
else snatches for the other corks, and 
the man who doesn't get a cork puts a 
franc into the pool and drops out.”’ 

“Well?” said Percival without en- 
thusiasm. 

“ Well, after that you do it again 
with only twenty cards, five players 
and four corks—like musical chairs, 
you know—till you get down to one, 
and he scoops the pool. But it’s de- 
liriously exciting. The snatching makes 
you so jumpy. The Dumpshires won't 
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tively scintillating. In addition to being 
discovered absolutely the latest sinoking 
mixture, Hookah Honey,” which, he 
declared, ‘‘ smoked as cool and sweet as 
vanilla-icing and had an aroma likea 
Persian rose-garden.”” He circulated 
his pouch lavishly before hostilities 
commenced, 

“ Patrons an’ gen’lemen all,” he said, 
“before introducing this game to your 
notice I might mention that my com- 
rade, Percival, havin’ been nine - fly 
finalist of the Brigade and knucklebone 
champion of the Battalion, can whisk 
a cork off the table with such celerity 
that spectators are apt to think that he 
keeps his own troupe of trained corks. 
Now, in order that there may be no 
deception, I propose that we play with 
marked corks taken from the bottles on 
the sideboard.” 

“Right you are!” said Binnie; «Cork, 
Mark X, taken from the Major's bottle 


cayenne - pepper; tle, another an 
marked O, from the Skipper’s ration : 
the same; two, branded respectively 





let a man play without a certificate|our esteemed brothers -in- arms; = 
: a © A 7 ‘ et seal 
from the M.O. that his heart is sound.” | another, Z, identity and contents 0 
That evening Frederick was _posi-! bottle unknown.” 


F and P, from the soothing-syrup of 


the pioneer of the new game he had | 
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“That's the count,’ agreed. Fred- 
erick. ‘‘Now, my hearties, light up 
the aromatic weed and let the play 
proceed.” 

The game was a huge success, It 
went with verve and enthusiasm, ex- 
cepting for an unfortunate interlude 
when all the players claimed to be in 
possession of a cork. However 
found that Percival had only got the 
top- joint of Binnie's fore finge sr, and he 
was adjudged to bea loser. Hventually, 
after many games, when the promote 
was several frances to the bad and the 
players showed a disposition to grab at | 
nothing in particular, it was decided to 
bring the entertainment to a close. 

“(Quite a decent rag, Freddy,’’ said 
Signals. ‘“ And the baccy was a great 
improvement on the medicated chaff 
you ve imposed on us lately.” 

“Right-o!” said the gratified Fred 
erick. ‘* We'll just replace these cor! 
to prevent evaporation, and toddle off 
to bye-bye. Was the Major's the nearly 
full or the half-bottle ?”’ 

“ Hanged if Iremember,’’ said Binnie 
automatically snatching at a fly. 

“Well, [’ll give him the half-bottle, 
although I’m probably sowing the seeds 
ing feud between him and the 

Percival, I’m a cork short, 
spect you. Hand it over.” 


of a last 
Skipp a 
and | su 


Percival’s dignity had been ruffled 
by events earlier in the evening 

“It’s my cork, won by la vf ile 
quest,” said he, having been victor in 


‘| refuse to hand it 


” 


the final spasm. 
over at your bidding. 

“Give ittome. It 
an’ it’s putting temptation in my way 
to leave it out,”’ 

“| shall return ~_* 
my own time and p lace.” 
ing he retired. 

‘Next morning Frederick awoke wit! 
the consciousness of h: uving achieve 


said Percival, ‘ 


And SO Say 


two notable successes. 
to everyone successfully to ‘ produce 

a& new tobacco and a new game on the | 
same evening. His elation however 
was somewhat damped when the Bs 
pearance of an orderly from Percival, 
returning a tobacco pouc h found in the 


own time and place \ knowledge of 
Percival's methods made him peep in 
side his teapot to see if the cork was 
swimming on the surface: it also made 
him carefully cut his breakfast-roll t 
see if it had been inserted therein. But 
nothing hs appened, and, seeing the eae 
tapping his pipe for his after-breakfast 
smoke, he determined to add to hi 
trium iphs. 


“I'd like your opinion on a new 





brand I've got here, Sir,” he said, prof- | 
fering his peueh. 


een 


It is not given | 





ib wi us | 


| 
, 


’s from my bottle, | 


h| 
i] 
| 


{ 
| little encouragement was required. 


| 
| Mess, reminded him that Percival | ud | 
also threatened to return a cork “ at his | 


| Maj r,”’ he said; “but afterwards it 
gy ot emaies um,” 
Thus encouraged, the Major, with a 
ction wort! a a vacuum pump, 
succeeded in cre iting a draught. A 
cloud of acrid smoke, smelling like a 
burning resin factory, filled the at- 





»} mosphe re, 
| nounced symptoms of asphyxiation, 


| 
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W.O. (to J 5, & ing to get excused from * 
WEAK HEART?” (No answer.) “COME ON, 
Jock, ““Narpopy TELL’T ME. AnN'M TEI 


The old gladiator "methodically filled 
| his pipe, ¢ and Frederick waited on him 
solicitously with a light. After the 
hird unsuccessful match he felt that a 
going, 


‘It takes a bit of getting 


and the rp oe showed pro- 
‘ Of all the poisonous g: arbage — !"’ 
he foe ittered, and disappeared in search 
| of healing and solace. 

Frederick watched his retreating 
figure in amazement. Then he opened 
his pouch and turned over the contents 
with his finger. The‘ Hookah Honey 
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* Now WHO TOLD YOU YOU HAD A 
MUST MAVE TOLD you,” 
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yas intermixe ‘ed with desicca ated frag- 
ments of something that was certainly 
not tobacco. 

“ Pity the old boy was the victim,” 
he said, ‘ But anyway I'm safe now. 
Percival ’s returned the cork all right.’ 














COUNTY AND UNIVERSITY 
TIME TABLE, 
The Regius Professorship of Postal Theology, 
University Preacher at St. Mary’s, 10.30 a.m.” 
Oxford Paper. 
We presume that in honour of the new 
post the preacher to ik his text from 
the Epistles, 


“CITY, 


“In the Commons this afternoon, Mr. Bonar 
Law announced a wide extension of the 
Cabinet. Practically all chief ministers of 


the crew will be included.” Scotch Paper. 


We cannot approve this flippant way of 
alluding to the Ministers of the Crown. 
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THE SPORTSMAN, 
I.—Fisuina. 

| George is a gentleman—that sort of 
gentleman on whose gentility no asper- 
sions can possibly becast. He is always 
well-dressed, but never dressy. His 
face is beautifully tanned. The state 
of the weather or the season of the 
year does not seem to bear any par- 
ticular relation to the complexion of 
George. I don’t know when I admire 
it most. It is very effective when you 
catch sight of him hurrying through 
a February fog to his office in the City, 
but perhaps, after all, it sits most 
naturally upon him when he is in 
Scotland for bis summer holiday, in his 
well-cut coat of Harris tweed and the 
rest of that distinctive tout-ensemble 
that goes to make up George. 

When Le asked me to join him and 
Archie in their fishing and shooting 
holiday, I was at once flattered and 
flabbergasted. 

“Just a little rough shooting,” he 
said, “and a very decent loch.” 

“Of course I should love to come,” 
I said tentatively, “but I'm afraid | 
don’t shoot.” 

“Don't shoot? Is that all? Well, 








don't let that worry you. As a matter 
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of fact the shooting isn’t very good. 
It’s the fishing.” 

“ But,” I ventured, “I can’t fish 
at least I don’t think I can. I've 
never tried.” 

“Then you'll come,” 
“Good. That's settled.” 

It was settled; but I am not sure 
that it was altogether good. Never 
shall I forget the first fish that I got 
on my line. It happened in this way. 
I had been there about a week without 
having noticed that the loch contained 
anything more lively than weeds. I 
was in the boat with George, who was 
“ ghillying ” for me, and we were drift 
ing before the wind. I had just suc- 
ceeded in disengaging my fly from the 
mahogany-coloured back of George's 
neck and in making my next cast, when 
a great swirl in the water attracted my 
attention. 

I remember thinking that it wasn't 
quite the kind of splash that I was 
accustomed to make when casting. 
Then I heard the line whizzing off the 
reel and I knew I had hooked a fish, 

The brute dashed away at full speed 
and then doubled back straight under 
the boat. I was frightfully excited. 

“What do I do now, George?” I 


said George. 
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Ex-Infantryman (watching private firework display). “Srnike me, Bint! THE OLD GEYSER AIN'T ‘ARF seENDIN’ Ur THE 8.0.8.1" 


George seemed a bit out of sorts and 
answered shortly, “ Keep him yourown 
side of the boat.” 

I leant far over the side to see where 
he had gone. The line was taut up 
against the keel. I was aroused from 
my contemplation by a chilly voice 
which said, “If you don't look out 
he'll bite your leg.” 

I staggered to my feet and saw & 
great and fearsome-looking monster 
floundering at the bottom of the boat 
and making what I took to be frantie 
efforts to reach my calf, 

“What in Heaven's name do I do 
next?” I managed to gasp. 

George rubbed the back of his neck 
softly, thought for a moment and said, 
“It’sa pretty nasty position to be in, 
The fish jumped in by mistake while 
you were looking the other way. The 
only thing to do now is for you to dive 
in with your rod, swim under the boat 
and get in on the other side, That 
will have the effect of disentangling 
your line.” 

: Then, seeing that I hesitated, he 
added sharply, “ And dont waste any 
time about it.” 

Thus encouraged I took the plunge. 





screamed, 


The water was icy. My rod, my — 
my two other flies and my breeches go 
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THE IMPRESARIO; 
orn, A Masrerrrece ix Searcu oF 
SuccEss. 

Wuen I first met Gideon he occupied 
a small and remarkably inaccessible 
office in the vicinity of Orange Street. 
Gideon has gone up in the world since 
then; indeed, his name is getting a 
perfect nuisance on all the Tubes as 
“ presenting” this and that “by ar- 
rangement with,” ete., ete. Very few 
people seem to do anything in the way 
of theatrical productions without mak- 
ing arrangements with Gideon. 

Like all truly great men in the em- 
bryo state, Gideon had his weaknesses, 
and if he did practise a little harmless 
deceit to impress the young idea in those 
early days surely it has been justified 
by his subsequent success? Under his 
table and near the telephone he had a 
little bell which could be rung surrep- 
titiously by hand. Hardly had the bud- 
ding playwright begun to pour forth his 
tale to the sympathetic listener when 
“ting-ting” would go the telephone 
(apparently), and with a deprecatory 
gesture Gideon would break off the 
conversation and begin a sparkling 
monologue with Tree or any other 
imaginary speaker that his fancy dic- 
tated; and for several minutes the as- 
piring author would be enthralled with 
the technicalities involved in the leasing 
of theatres wholesale, the engaging of 
stars at princely salaries, the negotiating 
for unwritten plays by all the best au- 
thors, and last, but certainly not least, 
the mention that he had just come 
across a particularly clever play by a 
new author who was with him at the 
moment. 

It is not to be wondered at that when 
he finally turned, with relief apparently, 
to the interesting matter in hand, the 
Aischylus sitting opposite him would 
be ready to offer the world's rights of 
his masterpiece on any terms in order 
to keep in with the man who appeared 
to be the hub of the theatrical world. 

Yes, Gideon has got on, and yet he 
is singularly unspoilt. A little more 
portly, a little more urbane, a little 
more brusque to his secretary—that is 
all the difference that success has made 
to him. He still greets me with the 
old effusiveness, and it is impossible to 
believe that it is fifteen years since | 
first called upon him to hear his opinion 
of my four-act play, Who Shall Testify ? 
What a glorious time it was, sitting 
comfortably in a straight-backed chair, 
hearing one’s own play “cast” with 
practically every prominent actor and 
actress of the day! I remember how 
the first year we shook our heads doubt. 
fully and wondered whether Grorar 
ALEXANDER, then in his zenith, “ could 








touch it.” As a matter of fact I am at 
liberty to tell you now that he couldn't 
—or didn't, anyway. “ What a glorious 
time it was,” did I say? No, I am un- 
grateful, it still is! : 

Every year I come back and there is 
Gideon, still cheery, optimistic and ready 
to sit down and re-cast my play with 
thelatest stars until, after a few minutes, 
the oflice seems to fade and its place is 
taken in my imagination by the spec- 
tacle of a crowded theatre, a breathless 
audience, and the eminent representa- 
tive of The Times (relegated to the upper 
circle owing to the crush) gripping on 
to the sides of his seat with excitement 
or mirth, or both. 

“Ah, yes,” he will begin, and by his 
comprehending manner | know that the 
play has never really been out of his 
thoughts since last year. “Ah, yes, 
your play, Z'wo in Trouble —no, no, Who 
Shall Testify ?—as you say. Yes, we 
must certainly do something about that. 
Would it suit Hawrrey, do you think ?” 

I remind him that a version was 
prepared especially for this actor eleven 
yearsago. “In some ways, you know,” 
he goes on indulgently, * your play is 
rather too clever. The public are rather 
tired of comedy, farce or drama”’ 
whichever this particular version was ; 
“they really want’—whichever the 
play was not. ‘“H’m, would it suit 
Bovurcurer, do you think ?”’ 

I express an opinion that no other 

actor could do it greater justice, especi- 
ally the version I prepared for him eight 
years ayo. 
Let mesee. What are 
the characters again? Ah, yes, of 
course, now | remember. The man’s part 
i Quite so, as you say. Then 
what about So-and-so as So-and-so, eh? 
And whatabout So-and-so as So-and-so ? 
Excellent, don’t youthink? And Marir 
Tempest ?—no, I've just settled her 
next two plays; but what about Iris 
Hory, now? Yes, adapted, of course, 
out if.” 

And so merrily we go on. Gideon, 
I am sure, enjoys it as much as I do. 
There is not an actor or actress of note 
who has not at some time or another 
appeared in my play. There have been 
at least eighteen versions, each for a 
particular cast and each adapted to 
meet the trend of popular taste. 

I begin to agree with a friend of 
mine, who conscientiously read all the 
eighteen versions during his three 
months in hospital, that it should never 
be produced. As it stands to-day it is 
more than a mere manuscript; it is 
history itself. By the records I have 
kept of the casts suggested one can 
trace the rise and fall of every star 
within the last decade. See how youth 


“Good, good, 
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« James, a page-boy,” to “ John Atlas, 
a mercantile giant In grey tweeds, ete,,” 
and to other prominent parts, Then, 
alas, see how, as years roll by, some 
retrace. their steps on the downward 
grade, moving fitfully along by way of 
“Mr. Snack, @ solicitor in frock-coat 
and black bag, ete.,"’ until they pass to 
the great beyond by way of “ John 
enters with the coffee.” The meteoric 
rise of Owen Nares is shown vividly 
by the fact that he passed w a single 
year from “ J'om, an undergrad in Nor. 
folk jacket and brown shoes,” to * Jas- 
per Marx, the somnambulistic hypo- 
chondriac” himself; while Miss Lénr 
leapt in a few months from “ Priscilla, 
a pretty girl of eighteen in love with 
Tom,” to “Gloriana,” without ever 
heing cast for the intermediary parts 
of * May and Ethel, school chums of | 
Gloriana’s and much under her in- 
fluence.” 

Production, I am convinced, would 
kill the true value of the play by 
reducing it to a stereotyped version. 
Some day, when a tliree-year course 
for playwrights is inaugurated at the 
University, Who Shail Testify? will 
be dragged into the light. Professor 
Go.uancz and other literary anatomists | 
will seize upon it, study it, dissect it and | 
pronounce it a technical masterpiece. | 
Then and not till then will the masterly 
cleverness be made manifest by which, | 
with afew strokes of the pen, the whole 
atmosphere of the play is changed in 
order to suit this or that particular cast 
and, what is still more subtle, this or 
that particular cast under varying 
shades of popular taste, ‘Then and not 
till then shall I receive just reward and 
recognition for my work, and Who Shall 
Testify ? will be handed down ag an 
elementary text-book. 

Finally, then and not till then shall I | 
be able to pay the bill for typing, which 
amounts, up to the present, to filty- 
seven pounds and eleyenpence, . 











Alarming Spread of Bolshevism. 

“An ‘At Home’ was held at the Vicarage 
last evening . . . the first of aseries arranged 
in aid of the fund for providing red cossacks 
for the choir.”—Provincial Paper. 


“COALVILLE AND DISTRICT LEAGUE. | 


Woodville White Rose wrote reporting Bag- 
worth Town for failing to fulfil fixture br 
September 20th, and claimed £5 loss of * gate, 
and 12/3 expenses.—The Bagworth secretary 
said the brake proprietor failed them at the 
last moment, and they could not get another. 
There was not a convenient train as most of the 
players did not get home from the colliery 12 | 


time, the train leaving Bagworth at 12.45.— 
A Woodville representative said their players 
always put football before work on Saturdays. 
: Coalville Times. 








begins the gallant ascent, rising from 


| 
Gallant fellows, determined at any cost 
to maintain the output of goals. | 
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The Pugnacious Gentleman. “ Bur '£ 


” 


DIRTY 'OUNDS. 





(Meaning “ It doesn’t matter,” “ Ca ne fait rien,” 


“ NITCHEYO.” | 

“ All 
right,” “ C'est la guerre’’). 

[ HAVE nursed great ambitions in my time; 

Yearned, with the childish zeal of innocence, 

To be a ringleader of buccaneers, 

To drive a char-i-bane or reach a Pole. 

Later, my dreams were of the Lonsdale Belt; 

Then of the drama I was bound to write 

And stir the wondering heart of all the world; 

Then of a fortune that would line the years 

With crimson velvet. But the War began, 

And I preferred to be a Brigadier, 

Riding about and telling people off 

While glowing honours gathered on my breast. 

Like all the rest, this proved a blighted dream, 

And bore no fruit but three precarious pips. 

Yet, still a visionary and idealist, 

I came with England's boldest to the North, 

Spurred by an aspiration strong as strange 

To imitate the curious sounds by which 

The careless Russian folk express themselves. 

Five summer months I sojourned in their land 

And learned to laugh at that fantastic hope ; 

For now I've seen a vision of true peace 


nore ae “yh ites t is now six seve ‘ks since I discon- 
Which soothes ambition’s fever. Let me be ae: —— Writ io St ay ee ae Cerin Wee On ee 

: 2 tinued your medicine, and I may say I have never felt bett = 
Some day the skipper of a Dvina barge, life.’ "—Advt. in Provincial Paper. 


Beguiling sunlit time upon an ark 
Slow-sliding in the wake of some small tug, 
Or on a yellow sand-bank run aground 
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BIN AN’ CALLED ME A ‘ Un.’” 
The Peacemaker. “WELL, HE MAY HAVE MEANT IT QUITE KINDLY-LIKE, BILL. 


* le P, . 
“Alarm clocks are still very expensive and very scare. "Daily Paper 


We always want ours to be very scare. 
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Ir AIN'T AS IF WE WAS STILL AT WAR WITH THE 


3etween the splendour of a boundless sky 
And its repeated splendour in the flood, 
The mighty breathless river, bright like glass ; 
And, when our gliding voyage found its goal, 
My only task would be to wait content 
Until my monstrous sun-baked argosy, 
Stored with new freight, was ready to be towed 
Interminably back through days and nights, 
The hot blue days and brief sun-tinted nights; 
And if red Englishmen were there to rave, 
Expecting me to hurry, I should feel 

sut cooler for their heat and vehemence. 

I would escape the wear and tear of life, 
The eagerness to reach one journey’s end 

But to begin the next, the English fret 
That makes them slaves to clocks and time-tables ; 
For I should bask upon my barge’s deck, 
Close to my samoyar, and drink pale tea 

And note the sand-banks nearing, quite aware 
That we must run aground; and to myself : 
Murmur contentment’s password, “ Nitchevo. 








Commercial Candour. 


on ‘ ; in je 
“ The demand for our machines at present exceeds the output. W 
are not surprised, but 


you will be when you use one.” | 
Manufacturer's Circular. 
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FORGOT!” 
“BIT OF LUCK—THEY SEEM TO HAVE FORGOTTEN US.” 


x. 








EVER BE 


JAR 








G 
NO REASON 
GOVERNMENT TREASON 


TT LTT 
Sa ia ge tg i | Hien 
+ j H\) ba ih \N"s 1 
yh ale ieee i 











| 
| 


a 
— 
| 
all 
| 
2 | 
—} 
a 
a 
= 
-~ 
> 
°o 
a 
is | 
[os 
<< | 
> 
— 
a=] 
<_< 
— 
O 
» | 
© 
nC 
Cee 
7. 
~ 
Cc 
— 
<2) 
a 
H 


UI 
SEE 
WHY 
SHOULD 


PO! 


«] 


uy). 


ay a . 


S 
- 
‘ 
4 
‘ 
~s 


. 
. 


4 
7 


7 
4 


~  RNY 
\ Vas WM YA h 


> AKK 
. a 


(Sidi 


THI 


\ 


> 
¥ 


; " 
fie 


ane 


Crown 


A 


“PUNCH, OI 


‘ 


\ iN ‘ 
\\ 


. 





NeGLectep Guys (to one an 









































open ester . ~ — - nana ~ can ante a ae aA 
angen ene AABN = ~ - 
aa. oe se terpenes casoanomnay arte ~ ecbinatian ve 















































November 5, 1919.) 


—- 


— 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT, 
Mi nday, October 27th. The fact tha 
work only twenty-five hours a week t 
earn one hundred and thirty pound 


Proceedings of the recent Coal Com 
mission will shortly be available to re 
plenish their cellars. 
Many times during 
years Mr. Bonar Law has been aske 


to announce the members of the Cab 


; ‘ 


names of the Big Five. This after: 





fewer than twenty name 


ling off no 
| including those of the new 
| Ministers of Labour and 
| Transport. There 
no obvious reason why Mr. 
Grorce Rorerts 
have been excluded; but 
it is supposed that Mr. 
Lioyp GEORGE, when 
drawing up the list, 
denly recalled the o!d nur- 
sery-rhyme, and, exclaim- 
ing, “ Nineteen wentby 
—I've had plenty,” threw 
down his pen. 

The PostrmMastrer-GEN- 
ERAL Was startled to hea 
an hon. Member auppar- 
ently inquiring whether 
the ex - Kaiser was “in 
constant telephonic com 
munication with this coun 
try.” He was just about 
to deny the absurd accu- 


Sation that 


secms 


shoul l 


sud- 


anybody, ex 
Kaiser or not, could pos 
sibly, while the Post-Offlice maintained 
its traditions, be in this privileged , 

tion, when a colleague explained that 
| the words were 


‘‘his country,” 1 


“this country.’ 
Treasury Bench some Member 3 jumped 
to the conclusion that the Govern: 
defeat last Thursday had convinced 
him of the necessity of reverting tot 
custom of his predecessors an 1 being in 
constant attendance at the House. Not 
| at all. He had merely looked in 
| give his moral support to the LEADER 
| Of the House while he unravelled the 
| tangled the Aliens Restric 
| tion Bill. And very deftly Mr. Law did 
it. After he had spoken, Coalitionist 
| who had voted against the Govern 
ment were loud in their 
tions that they had intended no slight 
either to France or to His Masest 
Ministers. 

It has been said that Parliamen 
can do anything but turn a man into 


ee 





knot in 


decl ira 


year, helps to account for the fuel- 


shortage. Chilly householders may, 
however, be glad to know that th 


the las three 


inet, and has replied by giving the 


he surprised the House by quickly reel- 


Seeing the Prime Minister on the 
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woman. The House of Commons 
his evening, however, did its best to 
men into men, by its amend- 


; 


at the present rates of pay & miner need | ments to the Sex Disqualification (Re- 


moval) Bill. In its zeal for uniformity 


if went so far as to insist that a peeress 
1 her own right should be permitted | 
to sit and to vote in the Upper House 
As under the existi g law she is also 
eligibl ior the House of Commons, we 
may ere long see a noble Stateswoman | 
flitting alor g¢ the corridors to charm | 
the ears and eyes of Lords and Com- 
mons alte natel : 
| Tuesday, October 28th.—Lord Cur 
Ny came down rather heavily upon 


Lord Syp1 for having 


s 


SHAM asked him 
out Afghanistan which had 


» al ered in advance in a White 





( for that he ws ne n the links). “T 


| Paper issued last August. Premising | 
not very polite ly, perhaps) that other 
noble lords were in a like condition of 
norance, he made a long statement 
regarding our relations with the present 
(MEER Ihe gist of it was that we 


had pped the subsidy formerly paid 


to His ‘Hig 


ness'’s predecessors, and 
ith it the right to control 


relatior \s 


i uncontroi 


his foreign 
in pra tice these too often 
ible I fancy the Gov- 
ernment of India bas made.a good bar 
gain bot ways 

Lord Amprnite complained that the 
FOREIGN had not 


PECRETARY com 


municated with Lord SypeNHAM instead 
inflicting upon him this “ elaborate | 
ebuke; ° but ‘Lord Sypennam himself 
passed no comment upon the Minis 
terial statement, unless his apology | 
for having wasted so much valuable 


time” was intended to convey a subtle | 


depreciation of its value. 
(Juestions were ambling along in their 
ual dreary fashion in the Lower 
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| House when suddenly there was an 
|unwonted animation on the Treasury 
| Bench and a ripple of cheering from 
‘all quarters of the House. The new 
Lorp Presipent or tHe Councit had 
;quietly entered and taken his seat 
among his colleagues. Strictly speak- 
ing, l believe, he had no right there, 
for his labours in Paris had prevented 
jhim hitherto from taking the oath. 
The House of Commons would, how- 
ever, forgive a much greater sin on the 
part of its most popular Member. The 
cheers broke forth again when a little 
ilater he advanced to the Table, took 
| the Oath, and once more wrote“ ARTHUR 
| James Batrour” in the Roll which has 
contained that signature in eleven suc- 
cessive Parliaments. 

Romembering that CoLr- 


about Cologne, 
among its drawbacks “hid 

L have al- 
ways taken a good deal of 
discount off the 


eous wenches,’ 
stories 


matrimony was devasta- 
ting our Army of Occupa- 
tion. Still it is pleasant 
to learn on official author- 
of Co- 


‘ 


t the register 
logne Cathedral contains 
rd of any 
soldier of any rank having 


no rec British 
married a German woman 
Arm slice 
Government 


since the 
The 


s0mne AWKWAaTC 


had 
corners to 
turn belore it er 
Second Reading 
War Emergency 
(Continuance) Bill, a 
measure designed to keep 
D.O.R.A, on our 
year. Mr. Bonar Law, 
bering last week's upset, made plain 
Or- 


iread @ 


necks for another 


who, remem- 


ltive reference to the difficulty of 
| plaining a case so that the House of 
| Commons would understand it, declared 
that if the Bill was not passed chaos 
would ensue. Even that possibility left 
Coalitionists rather cold, But, when he 
| added that in that event the Govern- 
ment would regard it as a notice to quit, 
| the malcontents sat up and took notice, 
with the result that the Bill passed its 
| Second Reading by a majority of 170. 
Wednesday, O tober 29th. The 
House of Commons is, of course, 
| perfectly sincere in its desire for na- 
therefore 


tional economy. [ assume 
that the two Members who 
this particular day to press the Gov- 
for a decision as to the issue 


selected 


}ernment 
lof free railway passes to Members of 
| Parliament were anxious to be told 
|that it was impossible, and were cor- 
| respondingly disappointed when Mr. 


——— ome 


lor the | 
Laws | 





RIDGE, in his famous lines 


includes | 


that an ep) lemic of exotic | 
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Bowar Law said that the matter had 
not yet been settled. 

The official statement, recently issued, 
showing that the deficit for the year, 
estimated in the Budget at two hundred 
and fifty millions, had now swollen to 
four hundred and seventy-three millions, 
had prepared us for the appearance of 
the CHanceLtor oF THE ExcHEQUER 
as a humble penitent, clad in a White 
Paper, and prepared to seek vicarious 
absolution for his own sins by inflicting 
further pecuniary penalties upon the 
rest of us. 

What happened was quite otherwise. 
| Mr. CHampervatn, far from 
| being cast - down, was posi- 
| tively jaunty. At the very out- 
set he relieved our apprehen- 
sions oy saying that no new 
taxation would be necessary, 
either this or next year, un- 
less the House insisted on in- 
curring further expenditure. 
As for the War Debt of eight 
thousand millions the mirac- 
ulous operation of a half-per- 
cent Sinking Fund would clear 
it off in fifty years. 

The OHANCELLOR’Ss state- 
ment, that months ago he had 
instructed the Board of Inland 

tevenue to explore the possi- 

bilities of a levy on war for- 
tunes, took most of the wind 
out of the Opposition sails. 
Sir Donatp Macrean made 
such play as he could with the 
contrast between the CHan- 
cELLOR’s optimism of to-day 
and his pessimism in August, 
when hedeclared that the coun- 
try was “ heading straight for 
national bankruptcy.” 
on Mr. Henperson and others 
tried to bring the House back 
to a becoming condition of 
gloom, but without much vis- 
ible success. 

Thursday, October 30th—Under the 
new arrangement the Lorp LrEuTENANT 
or Irevanp and his Cater Secretary 
| are alternative Members of the Cabinet, 
| by a sort of Bor and Cor arrangement. 
| To-day Cor was on duty, and he had 

to undergo a severe cross-examination 

regarding the present administration of 
the more than ever distressful country. 

Home Ruler though he is, he made it 

quite clear that for the moment the 

restoration of order is his chief concern, 
und he roundly asserted that for the 

Jong list of crimes recently committed 
| Sinn Fein and no one else was respon- 
| sible. 

Mr. Crynes reopened the financial 
_ debate with the best speech yet made 
on the Opposition side. He gently 
| chaffed the Government for inviting 








Sir Gordon Hewart. “I 
OLD FRIEND DoRA IN HER LATEST MODE. 
OR SHALL I SAY POSSIBLY ?—HER LAST APPEARANCE.” 





the House to support their proposals, 
“ however drastic,” for the improvement 
of the financial situation, when as a 
fact they were making no fresh pro- 
posals whatever to that end. But he 
did not spare his own colleagues, some 
of whom were slow to appreciate the 
necessity of increased production. A 
reasoned and moderate appeal to the 





Government not to exclude the levy on 


capital from their proposed inquiry | 
ended a statesmanlike utterance which | 


fully justified Lord Rosertr CerciL’s 
encomiums. 
Otherwise there was not much force 





By ’ _ Ute ‘Ss had never seen him till - 
tt, Mf fis / , aw \ White WO Well, it was as long as that.” 
Later ~ VM MUU) 7 wy’ \\ ye. He paused. 

: “You know the _ phrase, 


HAVE PLEASURE 


in the Opposition criticisms. The| 
Prime Minister evidently felt that he| 
had nothing to beat, and might kick up| 
his heels accordingly. For fifty minutes 
he entertained himself and the House 
with a series of pungent phrases, chiefly 
devoted to the outside critics who eon- 
fused pessimism with patriotism, and 
thought a deficit worse than a defeat. 
The cheers which greeted his peroration 
were followed by persistent cries of 
“Divide, divide!” and, though the 
debate went on for some hours longer, | 
all the steam was now out of it, and| 
the Government secured a gigantic 
majority. — 
** Boys’ Blue Serge Knickers at 3/11, 
Cannot be beaten.” 
Advt. in Provincial Paper. 

Highly popular, we imagine, for school 
outfits. 














IN PRESENT 
THIS IS POSITIVELY— 


THE BOND. 

“Lire’s rum, isn’t it?” were the 
first words Standish said as I took the 
vacant chair beside him at the Club. 

“In what particular?" I asked. 

“Tn most,” he said; “‘asalways. But 
just at the moment I was thinking of 
imperfect sympathies; I was thinking 
of the long time it often takes to under- 
stand some people; how one waits npon 
the happy moment; andsoon., When 











I was at Winchester thirty and more 
years ago there was a boy I rather ad- 
mired. But I never quite got on with 
him. He was reserved, and so 
was I; he was a little senior 
to me; he had a rather aloof 
way with him. Sometimes we 
seemed to be on the brink of a 
complete understanding, and 
then it all went wrong. Per- 
haps the best way to put it is 
that he attracted and repelled 
almost equally; but one never 
knew when the currents would 
change. Anyway, we went 
through our time at Winches- 
ter without ever getting pro- 
perly on terms, and I regretted 
it then with some acuteness, 
and have regretted it mildly 
ever since, 

“Yes?” T said. 

*« We never met after leaving 
school,” he continued. “T| 
went to Oxford and he didn’t, 
and, except that I heard of him 
= at the Bar, I knew nothing of 
S him. Forthirty years and more 
—thirty three, to be exact —I 





ING OUR 


‘How little did I think!’ It’s 
always cropping up in our | 
lives—a perpetually recurring | 
tribute to the way in which the more 
distant and apparently irreconcilable 
events are linked together. ‘How | 
little did I think!’ You've said it to 
yourself scores of times ?”’ 

‘More like hundreds,” I replied 

« Yes, hundreds,” he repeated. “ But | 
never have I said it with more astonish- | 
ment than this morning. I'll tell you. | 
You know my son?” 

“The one who was lunching with 
you the other day? "I asked. “The 
sailor?’ 

“ Yes, I've only one.” ’ 

“A nice frank boy I thought him,’ 
I said. 

“Yes, I think he is; Ihopeso. The 
sea 's good for them. Gives them level | 
eyes; keeps them simple. Well, any- | 








way, he’s been having some leave, and | - 


he seems to have spent it in the usual | 























———————— 
NovEMBE! 


or 
—_ 
oe 
—_ 
© 
—) 


_PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI 























Artist's Wife (to husband cleaning out fowl-house). “Groncr, Sin JOHN AND Lapy WoRMWOOD HAVE COME TO SEE YOUR WORK.” 
Lady W. “Very INTERESTIN’, I'M SURE; BUT WE MEANT YOUR PICTURES.” 








way, for he came to me the other day | feelings for him at school; and what do 
and said he was engaged. The prettiest, | you think he said? He said, ‘That's 
sweetest girl in the world, and all the} exactly how I used to feel about you. 
rest of it. It was sooner than I had|I wanted you fora friend, and I couldn't 
been hoping; I had even made some| get you, and it worried me.” He was 
foolish plans about holiday jaunts with it for a moment. Then he added 
him alone. What’s the use?” He 
sighed, “Anyway, there it was, and 
as everything seemed settled I had to 
acquiesce—always provided that there 
Was similarly no objection on the side 
of the girl’s people. Her father, it 
seemed, was being told atthesametime| I laughed. ‘Of course.” 

that I was. ‘What is her father?’ I “Tt is odd, isn’t it, life? ’’ he resumed. 
asked. Odd how one says‘ what?’ before | “‘ Here were two boys failing to get to 
‘who?’ The boy didn’t know—very | know each other, and then, thirty years 
characteristically. His name, then ?| after, they are brought together, and 
Hurley, The only Hurley | had ever| without any of the old hesitation or 
met was my school-fellow at Win | aw kwardness, by the agency of their 
| 


s.lent 
with a smile: 
here to-night.” 
- Splendid,” [ said, 
“ But the joke is,” he went on, “ that 
suddenly we both began to say, simul- 
taneously, ‘ How little did 1 think——’”’ 





chester—the boy with whom I had|children. School-boys’ children! Child- 
never been able quite to get on terms.|ren unborn, unthought of, were to fix 
You see what’s coming ?”’ litup. Devilish rum! 

I said that it looked easy, but there SSS 
was often a catch. : | The Growing Popularity of Bigamy. 

He continued: “It was arranged that | ‘According to the ‘ Petit Parisien,’ official 
I should call on him, and this morning | ag oer - = ween: — per: — 
I did so; and he was my Winchester | chow that age roma Ts at 
Hurley, after all these years. Of eouses} 726 French women married Belgians. 
he was; he had to be! Well, we fixed igians married French women 
up the engagement and I saw the girl Evening Paper. 
—she's pretty, right enough—and then 
We began to talk, and I told him just | Chelsea 3—0.” Liverpool Paper. 
what I’ve been telling you about my Some Kid! 
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“Qn November 9, 1911, Dixie Kid beat 





“He’s dining with me} 





OF THE RETURN. 

Ou, London Strand, ’tis all a-hum 
And thronged with wheels and men, 

But I would slack till kingdom-come 
And never touch a pen, 

For I am fresh caught from the spells 
That haunt the home of deer, 

And | have heard the heather bells 
That sound so small and clear. 


Oh, London Strand ’s a sounding shore, 
Laborious and murk, 

Yet 1 would idle evermore 
And never set to work, 

For I have drunk of days that shone, 
That fast as grouse-packs flew, 

And looked, mayhap too often, on 
The hills when they were blue. 





“During my walks abroad I am keeping a 
wary eye on prices, and it is no longer a 
miasma that these are stepping down.” 

Daily Paper. 
Judging by our own experience it is 
unfortunately more like a mirage. 


““M. Painlevé believed that the war would 
be lost if Joffre were not displaced. Mr. Lloyd 
George feared that it could not be won by 
Haig. 

Mr. Lloyd George was equally confident that 
it could be won by Haig.”— Evening Paper. 


We congratulate the Prime MINIsTER 
on bis second thoughts. 
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A LUNAR ECLIPSE. 


A most unfortunate thing occurred 


| the other night which threatens to mar 


the impression that Simpson has for 


| some time been helping me to make 
| on his sister. She had accepted so un- 


| 1918," I was saying. “The 


| shifted his position, Hi 


'said, looking up at the 


| stars. 


| dropped? “A hundred?’ | |Ii/ 


| dinner, you remember, in | }\}}}} 
| that restaurant in the Rue | }) 


reservedly our account of other battle- 
field exploits that there was nothing 
at all to prepare us for what actually 
happened, : 
“Then that night in Quelquelieu in 


night, you know, when the | |} 
Boschi tlew over in droves, | ||], 
dropping bombs every- | ||| 
where, and the narrow | | 
squeak we both had. Have i} 
‘ou told her about that?” Hh 
«Oh, do tell me, Archie,” 
she cried. 
Simpson's garden-chair | 
creaked as he slightly 








“Oh, that night!” he} (hi Uh 


nasty business, if you like. 


“ Yes, that was a \| 
» | 
How many was it they |||} 


“ Including the twoduds. | ||})} }\}}}}! 
We were having a little} |) } 1} }}) 


your sister's birthday that | } 
day.” i 

“Mine?” she asked, and | |} 
she seemed pleased. | 

“Yes. We had just 
ordered a bottle of cham- 
pagne when the first bomb | ||} | ||}}// 
tell about thirty yards off Mitt 
— thirty-five, perhaps. 
The cork and the bomb 
went off one after the} |||\||}||}|})| 
other. I remember quite 


} 

. ut 

de | Occident, to celebrate | |'}) 
1 

) 

| 























“It must have been awful,” she said. 
“ But I do wish you'd got under proper 
cover instead of bothering about me.” 

“Tt was preity bad,” admitted Simp- 
son. He paused for a while, then added, 
“You know, Dora's never been in an 
air-raid.” 

“ Really, Miss Simpson?” 

It seemed almost a pity not to go 
on, so I thought I would remember 
having been fired on by a Bosch aero- 
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plane. : I turned towards Archie. ‘' You! 
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well the contrast between 
the two sounds; it was 
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most marked.” y: 
“ 1t was,” agreed Simp- 
son. “ It’s odd you should 











TTT TT TTT] 


Urchin. “ Oo- 


LOOK! ‘E'S LETTING SOMETHINK OUT.” 
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moment, Whose idea was it, Archie, 
that we should stand up to them and 
pot them as they passed?” 

“ Yours,” he said truthfully. 

“Was it? I'd forgotten. Anyhow, 
Miss Simpson, there might have been 
about thirty of them, big fellows too, 
coming round and round in a cirele, 
fly ing very low and shooting straight at 
us. 

“Shooting at you on purpose?” she 
asked with sympathy in her tone. 
 - 2 om we Glteid eo, - As 
both of us, of 

There was nothing really 
i tt}|) Hi) | personal about it.” " 
“But how could they 
1} | see you?” she pursued, ; 


Hhiytl 


course, 





1 | 








Ha | I hadn't thought of 
| | that. 
me | “The moon, my dear, 
| the moon,” pleasantly put 
| in her brother, doing his 
best. 

“ How stupid of me,” 








| |Lexplained. “I ought to 

i) |have told you. Well, we 
| took our stand on the 
|| pavement with our backs 


i ||} to the wall and drew our 





! HM revolvers, determined to 
| | sell our lives dearly. Then, 
|| hastily writing our last 
1 messages to those we} 
| |loved, we counted our am 
}munition and found we} 
|| had just thirty rounds | 
|| between us. But you | 
|| have to be very lucky, or | 
else a very good shot, to | 
M | bring down thirty planes 
i with thirty rounds, and 
\ revolver rounds at that— 
\\4 an . haven't you, Archie?” 
} “It’s not easy,’ he said, 
\ “So we thought of a 
AY way of——”’ 
“Did Archie write a 
message to me?” put in 





| Miss Simpson. 
*“* We both did. I mean 
—that is—where was I? 


A \ 





have noticed that. I noticed it too. 
You had the bottle, and you went on 
filling the glasses as though nothing 


| had happened. And when you lifted 


yours to drink to Dora I particularly 
noticed how steady your hand was. 
You didn’t spill a drop.” 

“Nor did you, you know,” I mur- 
mured, 
_ “I can’t pretend I altogether liked 
it,” he went on, “the bombs, I mean. 
But you, you never turned a hair. And 
there was that Major fellow in the 
corner, with the D.S.O. and bar, fidget- 
ing all over.” 

Miss Simpson leaned forward and 
clasped her hands round her knees, 


mustn't forget about the Rue de la Gare 
—shortly after, you know—when we 
sauntered out thinking the worst of it 
was over, and how they suddenly came 
back and begay machine-gunning the 
streets. Tell her about that.” 

“And the fight we had with them, 
with nothing but our revolvers,” he 
added, piling it on a bit. 

“ But how thrilling!" she cried rap- 
turously. ‘ Did you have to kill any 
of them?” : 

There was no help for it. 

“As your brother says,” I resumed, 
“they came back and started machine- 
gunning the street, as we were going 








back to our billet. It was an anxious | 





Oh, yes. So we thought of laying our 
sights on the moon and keeping our 
fire till a Bosch aeroplane passed in 
between.” 

Aslightly suspicious sound can e from 
her way. Her voice, however, was 
quite calm as she asked if we brought 
any down. 

“Of course, we couldn't 
prove anything,” replied Archie, “ but 
certain things came out afterwards, and 
an A.A, battery stationed quite close 
claimed four machines in the morning. 

“They do that on principle,” 1 ex- 
plained. 

“So you brought down four?” she 
said. 
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Little Gui, “Is 


We kept a modest silence 
“Anyhow,” she continued, “I think 
it was very clever of you to have thought 
of that about the moon.” 

“Oh, I don’t know,” we both mur- 
mured. 

“I do,” she said pleasantly. ‘“ Be 
cause I remembe: the night of my 
birthday that year perfectly well. 1 
happened to be at Folkestone —nat so 
very far from you—and there 
the faintest ghost of a moon.” 


+ 


wasn t 








NOW—AND THEN. 
(The style of Mr. Pump Graps is so 
infectious.) 

To-pay, as I wentalong the Barking 
Ilford Road in one of my touring cars, 
there was nothing to show that, only 

& month ago, this was the scene of a 

§rim struggle during the Great Strike, 

a’ fight which raged without respite for 

over a week. Our objective in those 

days was the City, and day after day 
our sturdy Londoners, grimly humor 
ous, and with their round bowler hats 
| cocked at an angle, fought in a bitter, 
unceasing conflict for the cars. . . 


IT, OR THE LONDON CHARIV 


THAT A FOX OR A CUB, 
Girl. “My! Don's 


l no Pullman on the train—I saw flash by 





If STOPPED BEING A CUB LAST WEEK 


+” 
! 


MUMMY ' Mother. “A FOX, DEAR, 


THEY GROW UP QUICKLY 


Where the line intersects the all the strong places by the soap-works 
Road there still stands an estaminet./and the tanning- yards which made 


- ; 
a comely lass of the district} our progress so dificult in the mighty 


used to dispense refreshment during | struggle of last month, when London 
those momentous days of last month.| was our objective. . . And so one 


Sunbeams lurked in her hair, and the|came to the end of the journey, and 
blue of the East Ham heavens was in| through it all one could not but 
yes, so that one rejoiced to behold the chivalrous spirit of our clean-limbed 
Here our boys would come, fresh | fellows towards their former foes. The 
to drink the bitter! latter were much in evidence, still in 
beers of the country, and to glory in | their blue uniforms, with here and there 
ight and warmth of the place, so|the gold-laced cap of the High Com- 
that I, sipping a more expensive pota- mand. Occasionally one saw their 
would marvel at their high spirits |Guards—big burly fellows these, with 


he indomitable angle of their| silver buttons and badges They 


acdinire 


from the conflict, 


ina 

round bowler hats. To-day I have] suffered from no shortage of foodstuff ;, 

V 1 the place again Outwardly it} for I tasted a sandwich at the terminus 
; little changed, but within the girl] whieh had come through the Strike 

was no longer there. Mine host, as| remarkably well. 





he carefully mixed my drink, told me 





sorrowfully that she had gone beyond ‘ 
| 254 »a late,” “Goop CHILp'’s PusH-cnuam WANTED, 

, , s we ar sol; 
recall, But yes, we are desolate, Leeal Paper. 
he said in his patois; “ but what would|,, .. | ; , 1 aa 
you? Always the poor little one found Rather rough, though, on the gooc 
: sa - ” i child. 
n elf milking the til. ... 

To-day I have travelled to London “ He maintained that the referee should be 


brought to boot.”"—Local Paper, 


by wav of the G.E.R. From the win- 
f a first-class carriage—there was 


U 


A variant upon the too common method 
of bringing the boot to the referee. 
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THE PASSING OF EMMA. 
(The adoption of a Twenty-four-hour Clock is suggested.) 
Lavy, though other devotees have drifted 
Away and none steps forth to break a lance 
On your behalf, nor any voice is lifted 
To murmur, “ Hang it, give the girl a chance!” 
I will be true; I will not pass unheeding 
When thus you 're threatened; will not turn my back, 
But take my stand against the superseding 
Of Emma (Pip and Ack). 


What shall it profit us, suppose we lose you? 
Will roseate hours seem longer if you go, 
Or shorter those that wear the baleful “ blues’ hue? 
I can’t delude myself this will be so. 
Or when they bid us rise, and willy nilly 
(Knowing that we shall get no peace from them) 
We do so, will 6.30 seem less chilly 
Because it’s not a.m. ? 


It won’t. But when there come our hours of leisure, 
The all too brief reward for duty done, 
And almost at the outset of our pleasure 
We hear some clock proclaiming twenty-oue, 
The young hour thus unwontedly inflated 
Will tweak our consciences until, misled, 
We make for home, and, feeling dissipated, 
Crawl wearily to bed. 


There shall be mourning then, there shall be sighing, 
Lugubrious looks and countenances dour, 
The splash of strong men’s tears and voices crying 
“ Emma, thou shouldst be living at this hour ;"’ 
But you'll be dead and gone, though not forgotten ; 
Too late we'll learn in grief's relentless grip 
How truly times are hard and life is rotten 
Sans Emma (Ack and Pip). 








LEST WE REMEMBER, 

Tue deep interest excited by the new system of mental 
training known as “ Bliv,” and the extraordinary results 
achieved by pupils drawn from every class of the community, 
lately encouraged one of Mr. Punch’s young men to solicit 
an interview with the founder and director. The request 
was graciously granted, with the sole condition that the 
anonymity of the director should be respected. No one in 
all his enormous staff of assistants knows his name. Some 
of them allude to him familiarly as “the Blivver;"’ but 
this is a matter of no importance. It is enough to say that 
he is a man in the prime of life, of commanding personality 
and extraordinary cranial development, both frontal and oc- 
cipital, taking an even larger sizein hatsthan Mr.GLapstone, 

“You want to know something about ‘Bliv’?” he 
remarked. “Good. I will tell you. ‘Bliv’ is the short 
for Oblivion. The root idea of my system is to disencum- 
ber the mind of useless knowledge, to jettison the cargo of 
memory and tradition, toconcentrate on the present. But 
let me interpose a word of caution at the outset. We 
must forget the dead; we must be careful how we forget 
the living. It was because he forgot Goscuen that Lord 
Ranpourn wrecked his career. Again, while we should at 
all times strive to free ourselves from the dead hand of 
the past, we need not altogether disregard those utterances 
in which old authors recognised the supreme value of forget- 
fulness. Oblivion, wrote one of them, is the remedy for 
injuries. To forget, wrote another, is the best revenge. 
Sorrow’s crown of sorrows, wrote a third, is remembrance 
of happier days in misery. But I do not wish to labour the 





ethical value of forgetfulness ; it is rather as an instrument 
of efficiency that its cultivation is indispensable. 

“The Bourbons forgot nothing and shattered their 
dynasty. Statesmen, within the limits noted above, can 
achieve nothing without mastering the art of forgetfulness, 
otherwise they will be perpetually restrained by musty pre 
cedents. I have in my hand a letter lately received from 
a Cabinet Minister of the highest rank, in which he says, 
‘Since studying your wonderful little Blue books I have 
entirely and absolutely forgotten, and am no longer troubled 
by, the opinions I expressed or entertained before taking 
office. The relief is incalculable, and I how come to the 
discussion of the most vital problems with a mind fresh, 
alert and unfettered by pledges.’ 

“So much for politics. In literature ‘ Bliv’ is equally 
essential. Hitherto writers have been hampered and par- 
alysed by the tyranny of ‘standards,’ the greatest curse 





of creative effort. I have received many gratifying testi- 
monials from distinguished young Georgian poets ; but the 
critics are less ready to acknowledge the value of a system 
which seeks to dethrone pedantry, to abolish the invidious 
practice of parallel-hunting and to silence the parrot-cry of | 
plagiarism. 

“It is the same in art. Artists must not only forget the 
Correggiosity of Correcato and the Titianity of Trrian, but 
the Sargentry of Sarcenr if they are to produce anything 
in vital harmony with the spirit of true Modernism. 

“So too in music. How is a composer to be original 
unless he forgets—I do not say BerrHoven and Bacu, for 
they are already relegated to the limbo of back numbers, 
but WAGNER and even Srravuss? for, as an eminent British 
musical critic has recently remarked, Strauss in all but 
the physical sense has been dead for many years. 

“ For all these evils ‘Bliv’ is the best—the only cure.” 

The interview ended here, but the effect on Mr. Punch’s 
representative was so profound that several hours elapsed | 
before he regained full consciousness of his identity or was | 
able to remember his name. 





THE GREEN LOCH. 
Far in the hills the Green Loch lies, 
Its emerald water mocks at the skies ; 
Be they garmented grey or blue 
The Green Loch never changes its hue ; 
For at earliest dawn, when the winds are still, 
Over the brow of the western hill 
The fairies come in a happy throng 
With elfin laughter and elfin song, 
Trooping down to the water-side 
To bathe in its cool enchanted tide. 
Over and under they flash about, 
They race with the shy little silver trout, 
They twist and tumble and dart and dive 
Till all the lake is alight and alive, 
And glows with a tremulous sparkling sheen 
Like the jewelled robe of an Eastern queen. 
But ere the morning has well begun 
They all come leaping forth to the sun ; 
They hang for a shimmering moment there 
Shaking their curls in the warm bright air, 
While the water drops from their delicate wings 
And dapples the lake with quivering rings, 
Then rise like thistledown over the trees 
And float away on the heather-sweet breeze. 
They leave not a sign, they leave not a trace ; 
A slumberous calm lies over the place; 
Only the green, green waters bide 
To tell the secret they never can hide. 
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Well, 


till ¢) Le 4 + j 
I still think that in 


tre gh expedition, fully e plained 
by re, as reason for an even temporary betrothal to his 
rival, A ya was hardly playing the game by aul, o1 
dou istice to the idealism of her own be autiful nature. 
But, t apart, the t tle remains an admirable febrifuge 
To me certainly there are no books more attractive than 
those in which an expert lay ; himself open to a iv ily 
| button-holing on his own subject—or subjects. And of 


niable examples have come 


N | such volumes very few more at 
cal | my way lately than that in which Mr. Epmunp Gosse, C.B., | 
vin | allows us, as it were in a confidential hour, to share Some 
( Diversions of a Man of Letters (UBINEMANY). It is an open 
que ‘tion whether this delightful little collection of papers | 
un | be the more welcomed by those who have, or have not, 
und | bei | the extra pleasure of hearing one of our lew remaining 
talkers putting his thoughts into living word anyhow, to 
command a friendly book-chat with Mr. Gossk on a ore 
at | of the ubjects that he has made his own (**'The Aut ol 
i un,” * The Charm of Sterne,” and many others) makes 
rl} in these days a singularly good bargain at seven ana & 
iny | pence | will attempt no further catalogue of the contents, 
o! hich are sufficiently varied, from histo ical research, 
i through criticism, to contemporary px riraiture Nothing 
{ in the list is more appealing than the few vivid pages | 
devoted to the late Lady Dororny Nrvitt, Much. as bas | 
hat | been written concerning her piquant pe! sOnaLILY, 1 was 
ty easily pet uaded that there was still ample room for M1 
the | Gossr’s most originally painted miniature. Klsewhere you 
have some admirable criticism —I found it first-class fun, fou 
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example, to follow Mr. Gossr’s chuckling and appreciative | wife's sister (who might just as well have been something 


retorts upon the author of Eminent Victorians; and in a 
paper upof Some Soldier Poets a friend who could 
appreciate its exquisite truth was startled by the phrase, 


| “ sparkling deference,’ applied to one well-recalled attitude 


of Rupert Brooxe. Heré, in quite unassertive style, is one 
of the most companionable books of I don’t know how long. 


I liked so well the earnestness of Mary Futron’s novel 


| about Patricia bereaved by the War and finding peace at 
| the tail of The Plough (Duckwortn), that I regret that the 


relics of an artistic conscience compel me to point out that 
the author will need to discipline herself not to let the 
things she wishes to say to her readers make hay with her 
characterisation. She has something to say and is so 


_ desperately eager to say it that she deals out her mes- 





else), and a shower of decorations—“ thirty-four knight- 
hoods and two hundred-and-twenty minor honours” among 
a population of rather over six thousand. I feel that Mr. 
Hverrer very much enjoyed inventing that. 


Perhaps the publishers of Panther (Hurst anv Buac KETT) 
are more susceptible than myself. Certainly the fascinations | 
of Mr. R. A. Fosrer-Hexwi1ar’s heroine, named Imp, seem to 
have got home with them in a fashion lamentably absent | 
from my own case. “ Her charm sparkles on every page,” 
they write almost estatically on what appears to be called 
“the turn-over of cover.” I can only repeat with regret 
my entire failure to detect it. Other qualities I do not deny 
her, conspicuous among them a fine imperturbability in 
circumstanees of trial. The position was that, owing to a 





tive of their characters and 


complicated legal tangle, 
with the details of which I 








also that she allots to them 
speeches in much too, rhe- 
torical a vein for plausi- 
bility. Perhaps she suc- 
ceeds best with the miner 
characters (notably the 
shop-girl, Hetty, and the 
parson’s seventh daughter, 
who became Patricia’s 
fellow-workers at Crow’s 
Nest Farm) just because 
she is less tempted to make 
them the oracles of her 
earnestness. And I think 
she would do well to keep 
the Oxford abridged diction- 
ury at her elbow and ques- 
tion her more ambitious 
adjectives. Miss Futon 
has the heart of the matter 
in her; she can feel. She 
merely needs a little practice 
in delivery. ... An inter- 
esting book, which the per- 
nickety professionalism of 
a reviewer must not be 
allowed, and does not de- 
sire, to decry. 
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a, Ft SE OF INDUSTRY BY EXAMPLE. 
It always seems to me 
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NATIONAL 


If Is RUMOURED THAT OUR PROPAGANDIST GOVERNMENT IS GOING 
TO INSTAL A NEW DEPARTMENT AT THE ZOO FOR THE ENCOURAGEMENT 


will not bother you, the 
heroine’s step-mother had 
an interest in her decease. | 
So the first thing she did 
was to substitute depilatory | 
tablets for aspirin as a re- 
medy for Jmp's neuralgia. 
This worried the acute legal 
mind of the hero not a 
little, both asa solicitor and 
as the lover of Imp; cer- 
itainly he did no less than 
his duty in advising her to 
keep a careful eye in future 
upon the elder lady. She, 
| however, now played her 
| ace by presenting Jmp with 
an electric blanket, the 
feature of which was that, | 
if folded in acertain fashion, 
it invariably set fire to the 
bed. But of course fate 
and the hero contrived that | 
this should be just so much 
good money thrown away. 
Finally, the stepmamma, 
faint but pursuing, fell back | 
upon primitive methods, and | 
a quartz paperweight, with | 
which — but possibly you | 
have heard enough. One | 
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AWAKENING. 








something of an achievement when a grown-up author 
succeeds in writing from the point of view of a child. 
Sometimes I have suspected autobiography in such 
efforts; but his own experiences cannot here have 
helped Mr. Ottver Mapox Hverrer much, although 
“JANE WARDLE” appeats beneath his name in brackets. 
Dinah, his heroine in Little Pitchers (Svantey Pavt), 
is a real little girl, full of that jealous consciousness 
of her own personality which often makes the girl child 
what nurses call “a handful,” while her less introspective 
brother is being tiresome for much more understandable 
reasons. Apart from Dinah, who only has one really big 
adventure and doesn’t get much excitement out of it, Little 
Pitchers is a somewhat cynical account of life in war-time 
in a little country town. Mr. Hurrrer places the affairs 
of Crowmarsham in the hands of two dishonest but affable 
solicitors, who employ themselves chiefly in digging pitfalls 
for each other. He brings his story to a happy ending 
with a missing soldier's return, a marriage with a deceased 











thing more however 1| 
simply must tell you. Remember, our heroine had from 
the first been cognisant of these repeated efforts at her 
removal. On the night of the final, or quartz, fiasco, she 
knocked timidly at the door of the hero’s room. ‘“‘ What is 
the matter?’ he asked sharply. ‘ Nothing,’ she assured him, | 
‘is wrong; only I have got the horrors and cannot sleep.’” 
The italics are mine. It was her first and last word of 











complaint. Whata heroine! And—what a story! 
| 
Better Dead. 

“Mr, —— pressed the Government to solve the question. It will 
never help to solve any Imperial problem if the Government always 
adopted a nonposthumous attitude.”—Indian Paper. 
' 

“The war was supposed to be going to put an end to the wearing | 


of top hats; but I looked round church last Sunday, and could | 
count only two men who were not wearing them.”—Kvening Paper. 

We fancy the writer must have got into a synagogue by | 
mistake. 
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« Will Parliament comeinto its own? 
asks a morning paper. We can 
say that it seems to be coming into 


ony 


| 
| CHARIVARIA. 
j 
| 


ours all right. 7 
»* 


tional Expenditure we understand tha 
in future the Northcliffe Press will ac 
cept no responsibility for any of the 
opinions expressed by members of the 
Government. s 2 

As a result of prohibition, says 7’ 
Science Journal of New York, it is ex- 
pected that An ericans will live mu 
ilonger. It may seem longer, of cours 





“The Government,’ accord 
official notice, ‘have 
| purchased large quanti- 
ties of currants.”’ They 
are being fitted into 


buns with all speed. 
* 


ng to ni 


| Itisrumoured that the 
Amalgamated 
of Sewer Cleaners have 
demanded 
| tion on all future Par- 
| liamentary inquiries. 


+ 


pociety 


represent L- 





| Scandal pursues tlie | 
| best of us. An evilly| 
disposed person y- | 
| ing about declaring | 
that he d stinctly saw | 


Mr.Pussyroot JOHNSON |} 
enter a Dublin hotel and 


Ss f0- |} 
IS gO- | 


eall for a porter. | 
| 
| Three tons of fish | ae te 
| | § ND Y¥ hk HO 


are stated to have heen ! 

caught at the Hastings Angling Fest 
val. A reporter who moved freely 
among the competitors declares that a 
fourth ton of fish bit clean through the 
line and made good its escape. 


+ 
‘ 


‘he River Dee Fishery Board has 
| decided to charge a 
fishermen over the age of fifteen. In 
the event of a fisherinan over fifteen 
| being unable to produce his licences 
the fish will be entitled to be put back 
} at once. 

| * 

The Divisional Court has been asked 
| to decide whether the dispensing ol 
| drugs constitutes the performance 
services or a sale. The 


, ‘ answer is 
simple. 


If you recover, the druggest 
} 


Mr. H. G. Wetts is 1 ported to be 
| €ngaged on a History of the World 
| from Bible times down to Mr. ARNOLD 
| Benner, 





Since the Premier's speech on Na-| 
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did y« 1a service: if not. vou were sold. | 
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| It is rumoured that, with the view of 

{saving coal consumed in running the 
Whitehall departments 


1 iift warn! 
;111US8S, SeVeral 


have requested their officials whenever 
possible to go out to tea before they 
{return from lunch. : 
i + 
} nie : * 

“The G n,’’ saysa telegram, “has 


been surrendered and is in charge of a 
eleton crew.” We think that Lord 
Parmoor and his 


friends ouglit to see to this. 





| 





Fight-the-Famine | 


| Upon being told that he could have a! 


inew house by the end of the year 1921, 
leman 


to be left in the lurch, 


anxious not 

remarked 
I’d better at once order the 
nd mend the bath- 


| vested by The Times. 


VARI, 401 


Dealing with the forecast of the Cabi 
net Committee's report on Ireland 7'hi 
Daily Mail points out that the scheme 
bears a marked resemblance to that sug 
We can only hope 
that the plagiarism was unintentional. 


4. 

The male cook has come to stay, says 
a contemporary. Well, that is more 
than seventy-five per cent. of the othe: 
sort do. 


“Women's gowns,” says a fashion- 
writer, “are being designed to show a 
normal feminine figure.” A jaded hus- 


|band writes to express the hope that 


they may soon hover round about the 
figure of five guineas again. 


ig 


Steps are being taken to abolish can- 





“WaHy 


THE 





DEUCE 


~~] nibalism on Malekula 
| tsland. For a _ start 


missionary ration-cards 
are to be introduced. 


“Why is the cheap 
motor-car delayed ? 
asks a trade paper. We 
can only suppose that 
it must have broken 
down on the road some- 
where. 


* * 
x 


Will the gentleman 
who stole the 2J-h.p 
green motor-car from 
outside the Motorwheel 
Club on Wednesday 
te | evening last please com 
i} municate with X.Y.Z., 
ie/o The Club, with a 
| view to early arrest ? 





DON'T YOU 


The owner of the first 





ish the breakfast habit in the United 
," says @ gossip writer. 
consignment of their bacon and they 
hould accomplish the same trick in 


c 1 


“States 


this country. - * 


licence to all] “Are we becoming an unmannerly 


| Nation ? asks a contemporary. We 
faney not. Only the other day a strap- 
hanger offered a lady his seat if she 
could find it. 

| The Medical Research Committee 
sugcest that the influenza germ should 
be annihilated by sulphur-dioxide gas. 
It seems the best plan is to strap the 
cerm down to a table and then squirt 
the stuff at him through a syringe. 

j *. 

| ’* 

| «JT have a cat,” says a correspondent 
“which kills several rats 


every day.” Those of the New Poor 


in the Press, 


Another 





who can no longer afford to keep up| 


their mongov 


° The Amet cans are anxious to abol- | wooden house in the sirmingham dis 


trict is glad to say that it has been 
successfully leaned against. 
* 
° *. 
“How will the Church regard the 
Prize Bond ?” asks acontemporary. A 


married contributor writes to say that | 


in his opinion the Church invented it. 
* 


* 
The Blue Fuel Commission is pro- 


| 


posing to obtain power by harnessing | 


the tides round the French coast. It 
must not be confused with the 
Fuel-Consumer, who is quite powerless. 


An interesting legal question has 
been raised in the Sister Isle. A Kerry 
man while out shooting missed his 


g 
policeman and hit a neighbour's cow. 
The question is whether he should be 
made to pay for the cow. 
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“Wanted, a reliable Carter, 
dation for storing Margarine.” 


se will welcome the news. | But suppose the fellow prefers butter ? 
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“Company —'shun!” he rasped. 
THE GLAD NEWS. “The War stopped at 11.00 hours this 


Armistice Day. 
“Wuar’s the date?” inquired the 
Company Commander as he prepared 


| to sign a number of documents destined 








throat. 


to appease the insatiable lust for statis- 
tics of that sinister organisation which 
passes under the pseudonym of *Q.” 

The Quartermaster-Sergeant appeared 
to consult the adjacent portion of Bul- 
garia. 

“The eleventh, Sir,”” he decided. 

“Oh, ah, yes, of course,” said the 
Captain. “And what month?” 

The Q.M.S. decided that the Captain 
had really been in the Balkans a bit 
too long. 

‘November, Sir. 
1918, Sir.” 

The Captain carefully dated all his 
returns, and the top of the writing-pad 
he was using as a desk. 

“ Rations are up, Sir. And it's local 
beef again, no jam and no cheese.” 

“ You ear that?” remarked an astral 
voice outside the tent. ‘ Bloomin’ Jugo- 
Slay cow, no cheese and no blinkin’ 
pozzy.” 

‘1 suppose,” said the Captain diffi- 
dently, as if hesitating to suggest an 
absurdity, ‘no rum issue ?”’ 

“Rum, Sir?” the Q.M.S. lowered his 
voice as one who speaks of holy things ; 
“why, the Quartermaster himself 's out 
of rum.” 

‘Good heavens!” ejaculated the 
officer, much moved. “That makes 
three weeks since the last rum issue.” 

“ And three weeks since the last fresh 
meat, not counting local beef, Sir.” 

“And three weeks since the Mess 
ran out of grape-juice in any form,” 
added the Captain. ‘“ These Bulgars 
had better be careful or we shan’t come 
here again,” 

A clicking of heels and a vibration 
of the atmosphere indicated the pres- 
ence of the Sergeant-Major. 

‘Beg pardon, Sir,” observed that 
warrior ; “rifle inspection ready, Sir.” 

“Give me that thing | brought in 
with me, Quartermaster-Sergeant. No, 
not that—try the pink thing. What 
does that say?” 

The Q.M.S. scanned the ill-written 
wire. 

“ Armistice with Germany came into 
force 11,00 hours,” he read, “at which 
time hostilities ceased.” 

“That'll be it,” said the Captain, 
“Do your best with the stew. Now, 
Sergeant-Major.” 

In due course the platoon com- 
manders, having examined each man’s 
thumb-nail by medium of his rifle 
barrel, reported all as well as possible. 
The Company Commander cleared his 


And the year’s 


morning. Fall out the officers! Dis- 
miss !”’ 

“ An’ time too,”” commented Private 
Gudger, as the parade moved off, grous- 
ing gently, “ keeping us standin’ there 
@ perishin’ week.” 

“Did you ‘ear what 'e said?” re- 
marked his mate. ‘That about the 
War?” 

“Ay. An’ what if it is over? It 
won't do us poor blighters no good. 
They ‘ll leave us ‘ere in blinkin’ Bul- 
garia while they talk for a year, an’ 
then start fightin’ the French and the 
Yanks over the Peace terms. I tell you, 
this War's not goin’ to finish, never no 
more. It’s grown into a nabit.”’ 


The quick Bulgarian dusk was falling, 
and each canvas shelter was coming 
out a twinkling point of light, when a 
sudden burst of cheering came from the 
distant railhead dump. The ammuni- 
tion column took it up. Brigade H.Q. 
buzzed withit. The mule lines neighed 
furiously. 

An orderly from the signal office 
thrust a pink message form into the 
Captain’s hands which sent him hurry- 
ing with shining eyes to the bivouac of 
the Sergeant-Major, who received his 
order with incredulous delight. 

“These English celebrate their vic- 
tory,” said Captain Zogitov of the 

sulgarian Army to his Lieutenant, as 
they listened to the cheering, and in 
perfect unison they spat expertly upon 
the floor. 

* Boys,” the Sergeant-Major was 
shouting with beaming face, ‘the ration 
train’s Just up with some trucksful of 
rum, and a double issue is authorised 
for to-night. It’s on the way up now. 
Fall in in ten minutes.” 

And the welkin boomed anew. 








THE GREAT CONSPIRACY. 

“Wry is it that 
notion of economy ?” inquired Henry. 

All women are familiar with this 
question; but because we are so wise 
we never attempt to answer it. How 
can we, when we know that the whole 
world is in conspiracy to prevent our 
saving, so that most of us poor victims 
give up the struggle as hopeless ? 

I want to save; 1 do indeed. I think 


women have no 


at this crisis in the country’s affairs we | 


ought all to be frugal, to make sacri- 
tices. Besides, my account at the bank 
is getting very low 

Thus | decided I would not have a 
new coat this winter. It was hard, 
now that these new fascinating hearth- 
rug collars are so much in vogue, but I 
was determined to stand firm. Then 





—this is where the conspiracy begins— 
I saw the advertisement. It showed 
the coat, well-cut, elegant, all-wool, 
desirable and—think of it in these days 
—priced eighty-nine and six, 

My pulses throbbed. I realised that 
I could make sacrifices for the country 
and have my coat as well—without the 
newest collar, perhaps—but, as I have 
said, now is the time when we must 
learn the stern lesson of self-denial. 

I hurried to the West-End emporium 
without delay. 

* You wish to see our advertised 
coat at eighty-nine and six,”’ said the 
assistant in answer to my fevered re- 
“Certainly, Madam.” 

The garment was placed upon me, 
but only for an instant. 

“Will you try on this other one, 
Madam?” said the voice of the con- 
spirator in my ear; “it is so much 
newer, and then look at its superb ligne, 
its perfect mouvement...” (These, by 
the way, are the expressions they send 
us with the models from the Varis 
ateliers. Of course you only pay to 
hear them in the most exclusive West- 
End establishments.) 

You are now able to see the conspiracy 
in full swing. Any woman will under- 
stand the subtle suggestion in those 
words; and every woman knows what 
followed. 

I tried on other coats. Models rich 
in fur and superb in cut were folded 
about me in rapid succession. Losing 
all sense of proportion I plunged my 
arms into sleeves of coats bearing 
prices which but an hour before would 
have staggered me. In fact there were 
brief intoxicating moments when I 
found myself hesitating between a seal- 
skin with skunk collar at two hundred 
guineas, and a sable-trimmed velour, the 
ticket of which was marked with the 
sinister sign MN K—three hundred and 
eighty guineas, 

Prudence came to my aid in time 
and persuaded me to purchase some- 
thing cheaper. No, it wasn’t the coat I 
set out tobuy. You can't get “line” and 
“movement” for eighty-nine and six. 


quest, 


“Henry dear,” I remarked that even- 
ing in the awful lull that followed my 
request for an advance of twenty pounds, 
“ haven't they a system in men’s shops 





of persuading you to buy something 
much dearer than you intended ? ' 
“Indeed they ‘have not,’ replied 
| Henry emphatically. “ You just ask 
| for what you want and they give it you 
that’s all.” 

So you see; the shameful conspiracy 


\is directed entirely against women. I 
am sure that men originated if so as 
to get us more into their power. No 
| wonder we are not able to save. 
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Wife, “Tent Me WHAT YOU THINK OF IP, 


James, “1 LHAVK It TO YOU, MY Dean, Arren ALL, You'vym Gor TO Wwwan It 


LLOYD GRORGE AGAIN, 


THovant but a visitor to the village 
the Vicar asked wne to take the ehair at 
Parish Hall when’he lectured on 
the Wonders of Astronomy, | modestly 
refused till he put it to me in this wity 
“If 1 don't ask a stranger I shall have 
to ask one of my churehwardens, One 
of them articulates defectively and can't 
talk, The other can't stop talking. In 
fact,on previous occasions he has caused 
me to deliver my lectures in very trun- 
cated form, Besides, our village audi 
ence loves a fresh face.” 

I could not deny the villagers the 
pleasure of gazing upon my fresh coun 
Lonance, 

The audience was large but impas 
When | sat down after a very 
few introductory words a sympathetic 
deaf lady in the front row said very 
loudly, *'’As the poor man forgot his 
> Give 'im a clap.” The ap 
plause that followed was too forced to 
be flattering, 

Soon the Viear was under way. Now 
the subject of astronomy is a sownolent 
one. When one thinks of stars one 


HIVO, 


speech | 





Jamin? APT ALL, You 


thinks of night; when one thinks of 
night one thinks of bed ;: when one 
thinks of bed one snores—at least a 


Soon the 
Those 


were ton 


gentleman at the baek did, 
audience became comatose, who 
were not physically asleep 


tally asleep. ‘The Vicar could have ex 


pounded the Muygletonian belief that 
the sun is just one mile from the earth 
and no one would have noticed it, 

All at once he burst forth: " Now as 


Mercury goes round the Sun in eighty 
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& GUT TO PAY POR It 

said the usual nice things and then 
turned to this question of years, [said 
that | found great attractions in the 


Mereurian year, Supposing: Saturdays 


nud Sundays to arrive every seven 
days, as on earth, and assuming the 
usual half-dozen Bank Holidays and 


three weeks and that the rate 


eight days the Mereurian yea only 
lasts eighty-oiht days; whilst, as Nep 
tune is the most distant planet, the! 


Neptunian youl 
and sixty-four of our earthly year In 
which of those 


is equal to a hundred 


pheres would you pre 


fer to exist, my friends? 1 pause for 
a reply.” 

The Viear might have paused through 
1 Neptunian year without potting a 
reply from that 
thre “ novel 


pres ed na, 


audience. 
astronomical facts im 
1 thought that | 
regain my reputation as 


vould 
a speaker when 
the lecture was over by indicating my 


choice in humorous fashion 


Llowever, | 


So when at last the Vicar finished I! 


the usual month's holiday, it 
was evident that in the Mercurian yeut 
of eigh 
be thirty working-days, 
But I also observed 


every 


stline 


ty-cight days there would only 


indeed admirable, 


that quarter-day would come 


te-collector 


Then J 
nm that 


woelks 


call 


turned to Neptune, 


would every 8ix 
Iixistence 


planet had its advantages 


That eomed | 


| 


( ne ‘ ould j 


| 


live there a hundred years without 
paying Income Tax, Quarter. days | 
that were forty earth - you part 
seamed, too, a most desirable a 

rangement, Ll was jush pomp to toll 
the aud ence that | was a confirmed 
Neptunian when all at once it oceurr dl | 
to me that | was born in the early | 


autumn. tlad that been my lotin Nep 
tune | might have attained the credit 
able age of a hundred yours 


and after all miss my sulmime! hye 


earthly 


1my 
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and the county er ket season. So I 
plumped for Moreury, oven Hf its qua 


} 
} 

| ter-daya cou overy three weel 

| The Viear chuckled all through my 
| remark and the wakened audien / 


thought { ul 
oO WY jokes later, und piete 
henea b 


| open mouthed | 
| would 
ithe blacksmith throe day 


| ing into gullaw iin 


| drove hia charges to markel duriu 


/ 


course ol bie woek 


sul w! on | W ilked out of the } | 
iwith the Vicar J heard angry vou 

| arguing in the darkne 

| “] toll you ao cote 
knows What ‘e'a talking about If 
| Government! could alter time o' day it 


i stands to reason it could alte 


jit out on its travels, as so often see 
| to happon in the fairy tale called «1 


life’ , my frionds wore of the Gouri 


kind, who would 


| “Tow !’ if | had thomr the 


! Rivon 

| chance to read it So, without ¢ 
| it for their criticism, Ld 
| parcel, with a stamped envelope « 
| closed, took it to the 


MEAL Uap at L rie 


po fmy ol, 
| Waited to seo what happeone i 

What h ippened was the return of if 
} Within three 

| motor 


day » hes Triprbiied i 


bndum 

“Dean Strn,—Your por un has merit 
but we re rol to say we cannot )) hy] 
| Mh, It ls too long ind not of ilicent 
foneral interest As, however 
from cortain lines of the poom (espe 
cially 6, 107), we gather mT 
you have a sense of 
goat that should write t hit 
in the liy vein that seem iiled | 
your natural style, and sen 
& paper a Cheerio, or to or ol wl 
definitely humorous mon WATS 

You faith ully, 

L looked at the 
could see no humour in them: certais 
any fun that they sugyested was us 
designed, ( 


> ane 
humour, we 
you 


liter 


The Moros 


line indicated at 


| was dooply userioved, | 


I cheered myself with the thought that 
all the martyrs have not yet mn their 
palms and crowns, and seb myself t 


Write the humorous article, for whieh 
at any rate, one person seemed to think 











his fol Oo, il a { oc 


| days,” 
| “A nica lookout it is for ua wit 
i ‘ 
| quartor daya cv mit overy three wee 
L tell you that Lioorvvo Gronar didnt 
} dogo bad inthe War but when ab e 0 
i to making new quarter-days ‘o's ta 
| too much upon ‘Issel! " 
More yolers lost Lo the Coaliti nh. 
UNCONSCIOUS ART, 
It was not intended to be humor 
| 
| It was ® serious poem and its theme 
was martyrdom 1 was no mduced | 
j admiring friends to type write and nal 


imply hay | 


PUNCH, 


| pig-dealor overcome with toirth as hel 
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THis 
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THE NEW POOR. 
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‘At 1 ANY REALLY POOR FPAMILIMG IN Your pAnian, Ma, Jonua?” 
/ ( M Ww, MY Lonp,” 
ed chose to express my lthe amended MS, to some serous 
o this tin is | was rather] magazine, such as thea Athenwum, the 
od al Vol ust a brief | subject, apart frou ita tren ment, have | 
col nporary life which | ing some mori and interest 
» {] of my fountain pen Yours fait fully, Pro Kp.” 
ui | nourint all my So | have at least learnt that my 
pou ’ nt ito in a BOW | natural genius li sin the direction of the 
“ vid bak if ean Il two pre it arta of uneconseious humour 
if ithe usual rnd otinconsanous oriousne | may 
preat | giroat, for, if ib ia the busine of Art | 
{ ! 0 vid ‘Well » conceal ttaell from the prone ral eye, 
{ p use humorous}ib is the business of great Art to con 
im our wyine, We musl re le il ituelf alao from the artiat 1 ahall 
r MS » mn thanks for} now set myself to practise both of these 
I! might tender a sug Arie wilh earnestness and a schuily 
t wo iD that you hould 
thre we flippant phrases “War window wante light situation 
stlered mnewhabt at hap Promneal Paper 
ugh the arti le, and send Anybody can see through this, 
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Officer. ““Wttar ON BKARTH MAD! 


Sergeant, “Vrnxy sonny, Sin. 


Officer. “Wat was tHatT?” 


IN LANGUAGE. 


AN ERROR 








Addressed to Sir A. H. Stantxy, who adjures passengers on the | 


Underground Railway to “be patient until we put things 
Dous one exhort the lion in mid-spring 
To show endurance? Or placate the heart 
Of hermit elephants a-trumpeting, 
With “ Steady on, old bean!’’ Does Beauty start 
Untouched by fury to the remnant mart, 
Or the White Hope of Hoxton feel no pique 
When the swart 


straight.’ 


Have we not torn our ticket from the cage, 
Savaged the guardian of the gate of steel, 
Moon after angry moon, and red with rage 
Here a loud bellow, there a piteous squeal— 
ry 
Trodden or else been trodden under heel 
(No chivalry is shown, no quarter here ; 
Youth spares not age, nor Lancelot Guinevere) 


Till someone gains the goal for which we pant, 
| His headgear and his kerchief both forsook, 
And still fights on with foes like adamant, 
A reticule around his brolly’s crook, 
Biting the mangled pages of a book 
By EK. M. Deun, and clutching in despair 
A broker's spats and half a typist’s hair— 


His left leg by a porter firmly gripped 
To hale him to the platform, but his nose 
By some kind fate within the doors is cm ng 
And through the tunnel at the last he goes 
And struggles to a strap and finds repose, 
Till what remains of him, wild-eyed and wan, 
Reaches some C.C.S8. at Kensington ? 
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Kthiop swats him on the cheek ? 
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icy Y 
ee 


KY 


4 Sraites Milis mig, 


YOU 81ZE THE MEN LIKE THIS?” 


THINKING OF ME OLD TRADE, Str.” 


Sergeant, “ FRovreReR, Sir.” 

And such an one, emerging from the gloom 
| To Londo i's traflie slopping through the grease, 
Hearing the motor bus ses’ busy boom 

The while he straightens out his facial crease 
Shall he not joy in that recovered Peace ? 
And if he thinks about your simple ad. 
Shall! he not smile,O Sranuey? Yes, my lad, 


Tell us to train our muscles night and day 
With P.'T. antics, and to punch the ball, 
See red, and nerve us for the frightful fray, 
And practise every wrestler’s trick and fall 
On tailor’s dummies propped against the wall 
Or wax-inade models fastened by a thong 
So the dread zero hour shall find us strong. 


gut “ patience,” Srantey? No, or not until 
Eternal trains shall run to every bound, 
Silent, unending and too large to fill, 
And even non-stop Barkings make no sound, 
And Peace arrive with Kaling olive-crowned, 
And Hope and Charity pass down the ar— 
Till then the wild-cat's rage, the warrior’s scar. 
Livow. } 
“The purple pat h that in the hands of Milton, Donne or Mu 
aulay rose like a wave from the deep, wis employed by him with the 
brush of a decorator.”-—Times Literary Supplement 





conscious 


| While here, you will notice, it is simply sewn on with a 
| trowel, | 


“ The evidence was to the effec 
in question two police 


———————————— | 


morning | 
a black | 


+t that eleven o'clock on the 
officers saw the men served out of 


bottle. They were of opinion that it was whisky, and a portion of | 
the liquor upon being seized and analysed was found to contain | 
ulcohol,.”—Lirerpool Daily Post. | 





It must have been pre wat whisky. 
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Irate Captain (t 


THE BALI 


SPORTSMAN, 
SHOOTING. 


THE 
II 
| You have still to hear how I landed 
my first lish. 
I think | 
| George asked me to 
| Seotland he didn’t say 
His 
|} Memory serves me aright, we 
| matter of fact the 


mentioned that when 


join his party 
much about the 
shooting. 


lt my 


Asa 


shooting isn’t very 


actual words, 


1G 


good, It's the fishing. 

| It was not until we had been ther 
nearly a fortnight that George cam 
down to breakfast on: morning looki 


re 


healthier than ever and adorned in 


superb shooting-coat, complete with 
leather 
leathern shoulder pads and cavernou 
pockets, 

“IT am going 


announced, 


+; 
vi 


hoo ng to-day, rie 
Archie, who up to then 
his gun out nearly every day 
seriously alarmed. 

hs Are you?” hesaid. “Then I think 
I ll go and fish,” And before we could 
utter a word he had bolted like a rabbit 
got into the boat and rowed swiftly out 
of range. : 


LOO KE 


Leftin thelurch, [donned my wade: 
and sallied forth to fish alone. 
disappear: d. 

I had been fishing for barely an hour 
When the same alarming 8) inptoms 
Sccurred which I have already tried to 
tees 








had taken 


| 


Cit orge 
| 
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‘ I "). 
[ had hooked a fish; only 
! e | felt there was no cause for 
i! I It is Cclé ly il mall one, 
\t t moment a tame duck, cack 
iW ely, tlew over my head, fol 
tal | ul distance by il large 
! iber of leaden pellets and a deafen 
ne explosion 
Che bird alighted on the water just in 


itl 


found myself looking down the barrels 
of Georges guu, not five yards away 
At t 3 juncture he selected to fire his 
econd barrel. 1 was surpri ed and not 
a little relieved to feel no answering 
thrill of pain, and was just coming to | 
he reluctant conclusion that be had 
n ed me altogether when a certain 
coldne about the legs revealed to me | 
the awful truth. Vellet had penetrated 
my wa in veral places. 
ite!"’ I ieked. ‘ You've 
punctured me!’ 
The water streamed In apace, I took 
na hea list to port and sank slowly 
by the stern 
George hauled me out and began to 
pologise 
I'm illy ry, old chap,” he 
u but fact i'm not much of | 
u ol 
Don't ention 1b, lan wered adly; 
entment against you fol 


vy ] be 


having Int 





no re 


Lie 


my head, | 


nd, turning 


| remember that when 


“Wr 





DON T WANT Sin 


Hi8 LINGERIE, 


ithat the shooting wasn't very good 


| But Whut doe rile n 0, | con nued, 
‘fis that you have made me lose my 
l first, n y only, indeed 1 might almost 
ay my ewe tish, and i 
| George interrupted me by pointing 
| dramatically towards the loch. 
‘On the contrary he cried, “I 


have mere ly killed him for you 
| Following the direction of his finge 


iI saw, first, the duck, still sailing un 
dismayed in the immediate vicinity; 
rod protruding 
y tar 


erthan a 


second 
| 

| from the water, and last--and b 
i the least no lary 


the top of my 


a stnall fish, 
sardine (and still further 
succulent comestible in that it had 


resembling 


hat 


| 
| 
'dead, with one of George's ubiquitou 
| pellet 3, no doubt, in its little heart 

| I fell upon it with a shout of joy and 
bore it triumphantly ashore. 
| 1 had caught my first fish, 
} 


It was also my last, | had learnt my 


| lesson The risk that the intrepid 
langler must rum seemed hardly com 
| mensurate with the prize. George, 
jactuated by some what similar motives, 


also gave up shooting. 

If only he had known it, the little 
fellow— 1] fer now to the fish—had 
every reason to be proud, lor he repre- 
sented in his own chubby person not 
only the total catch from my rod, but 


| 


lvou invited me here you warned me also the total bag from George's gun. 


no head) lying on the surface, stone | 
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| A DOG DAY. 
| (Every dog has at least one of them.) 
| «Hx’s asleep in the sun, behind the 
| greenhouse,” said Albert Edward, re- 
| turning from spying out the land. 
| “ Push ahead.” 
| «What's bis name?” I asked. 
| «T’ve heard the old girl call him 

Rupert; bat never mind about his 
| name; make a noise like muffins until 
| you get him in range and then—click!” 
“It's all very well, but——” 

“For a chap who, according to his 

own showing, bas made a decent living 
| stealing sheep in the Colonies, you ‘re 
| strangely sticky over a little job like 
| this,”” he sneered. 

My reputation, it seemed, was at stake. 
I stripped off my coat, leapt lightly over 
| the fence, crept round the hydrangea 
bush, did a serpentine tummy wriggle 
through some raspberry canes and 
arrived within grappling distance of 
Rupert. He was, as Albert Edward 
| reported, asleep on a sunny patch of 
| grass, drugged with lunch and looking 
| very much like a hairy sucking-pig. 
| He did not hear me approach, and when 
he woke up bis head was swaddled in 
my coat, his barking apparatus firmly 
muzzled by my strong right hand. 

We found Claudia and Chloe dis- 
cussing jumpers (knitted, cashmere) on 
some mossy boulders at the head of 
the lane. 

“We've got him,” Albert Edward 
announced triumphantly. 

“Less emphasis on the ‘we,'" I 
said. ‘ Who stole the blooming dog 

you or 1?” 

Chloe's large blue eyes widened to 
about the size of Delftsaucers. “Stole ?"’ 

“Nothing of the sort, dearest,” 
Claudia comforted her. “We've merely 
asked it out for the day. It belongs to 
that old woman who is lodging at Mrs. 
Tregenza's, and it does have such a 
deadly time. It’s never allowed out by 
itself, and the poor henpecked darling 
just creeps along at her heels with its 
head and tail down, shooting such 
glances of envy at my cheery Peke that 
it nearly breaks my heart. So I thought 


invite it,”’ 
“ Remove the invitation from Rupert's 


said Albert Edward. 

Rupert's porcine countenance came 
to light; he appeared to be on the 
point of tears. 

Claudia snuggled her cheek against 
the creature's hairy neck. ‘ Cheer up, 
old thing; we're quite respectable, 
really. Chloe's uncle is a dean and 
seven curates have proposed to me.” 

* Let's all swank,” said Albert Ed- 








I'd give it one jolly good day at any | 
rate, and sent these people round to| began to grunt. 


ward. ‘The Kine once wrote tomeas} Chloe, perched upon some giant 
his ‘trusty and well-beloved ’!”’ boulders, hallooed and waved her stick 

“ Hetook it back when he demobilised] at us. I groaned and picked up Rupert 
you, though,” saidI. “My grandfather | again. 
got drunk with the Prince Recent.” * 

“He’s quite reassured now,” said 
Claudia, fondling Rupert's elongated 
proboscis—“ and ums is going to have 
the time of ums’ ickle life, isn’t ums?” | long as the dog enjoys itself, does it?” 
She turned to me—‘“I think you had| “No, of course not. 
better carry him a bit further; he|rying him between us. 
might be still slightly suspicious. | front legs, I'll take his tail. Got'em? 
Come on, Chloe.” Right-o! Forward!” 

The two girls set off at a brisk pace 
across country, swinging their sticks At Crows-an-wra (which is Cornish | 
and discussing lingerie (créme, nun’s|for Zawn-a-Bal, or Pedn-men-du—or 
veiling). Half-way up Penmenor Hill| something) we met the two girls re- | 
I paused. “ Here, you bear the burden | turning. 
for a while.” “What on earth have you been doing 

“Oh, go on; you don’t tell me you're | all this time ?’* Claudia in juired. 
tired,” said Albert Edward scornfully.| ‘ We've been giving Rupert pick-a- 
“Why, I've seen a man carry a hun-| back rides and playing horses for him,” 
dred-pound bag of flour to the top of}I replied. “It’s his birthday. Didn't 
Kosciusko without opening a pore.” you know ?” 

**Maybe you did, but I wasn’t that} ‘ Well, you’ve missed your tea, at | 
man, if you remember. Take the dog,|any rate. You were such an appalling 
or I drop it.” time coming, so we had it without you. 

“Drop it, then, He should follow} It was a scrumptious tea, wasn't it, 
us now.” Chloe? Saffron cake and blackberry 

Rupert lay where we dumped him, | jelly.” 
on his back, his legs in the air, appar- ‘* And cream,” Chloe murmured bliss 
ently studying the cloud effects. fully—* a cow-full.” 

“Let’s leave him there and he'll} “ Don't talk like that before an empty | 
trot home presently. We can say he! dog,” I implored; “ it’s cruelty.” 
bit us and escaped. Oh!” “Oh, we didn’t forget him, you may 

Claudia had appeared on the top of| be sure,” said Claudia. ‘ Didn't forget 
a bank. Mumsie’s ickle diddums, did us, dar- 
“ Where’s Rupert ?”’ shecalled. Wej/ling? Here, eat this.” 
pointed. “ Why is be upside-down like} to hand-cram tupert with chunks of 
that?" golden saffron cake. Albert Edward 
“Hush! he’s playing authors. He’s| and I watched the operation fascinated. 
Gilbert K. Filberton at the moment,| “Didn’thappen toremember Mumsie's | 
hatching a paradox.” ickle Albert Edward by any chance did | 

Claudia frowned. ‘“ You've offended | you ?”’ that gentleman inquired. 
him somehow and made him suspicious Claudia stared. ‘My goodness! 
again. Pick him up, one of you,” Did you hear that, Chloe? The great 
We hesitated. Claudia made signs|lazy brutes expect us to fetch them 
of jumping down. their food, now. No, of course not.” 

“ Well, if you two great brutes won't,| “Quite right too,” I agreed. “ What do 
I will. Of course Chloe and I are but| we matter as long as the dog's happy ?’ 
weak women; still I daresay ~ ‘And now for home,” said Claudia, 
Albert Edward returned and gathered | as Rupert removed the last crumbs of 
up Rupert. We dipped down a sunny|cake from his whiskers. ‘Come on, 


“Tired ?”’ 
“ Yes.” 


“Soam I. Still nothing matters as | 





Let's try car- 
You take his 








She proceeded 





' 
; 


head and let him hear the good news,” | began, ‘and he never 








slope, crossed a stream and breasted the | Chloe,” 
carn on the other side. Albert Edward| The two girls set off at a brisk pace, 
swinging their sticks and discussing 
“I once saw a fellow carry a hind-| afternoon dance frocks (cérise taffetas, 
quarter of beef up Kilima N jaro,” I | picot-edged). We followed them. A 
r hundred yards further on Claudia 
“ Turned a hair,” Albert Edward com- | halted—* Hello, where's Rupert ?” 
pleted, dropping Rupert into a bed of} “Over there, on his back again, wait- 
bracken. ‘“ Yes, | know, some men are} ing for thelittle stars totwinkle, twinkle. 
wonderful, aren't they? Look here,| There's astrology in his family.” 
I’m going to drag this animal. Lend | “ We can't leave him like that. One 
me your handkerchief; mine's in the! of you must carry him.” 
wash this week.” “Oh, I say! Steady on. 
I felt all over myself with no result.| his way home.” : 
“T had one once, I know. Must have| “No, he won't; it'll be dark pre- 
dropped it somewhere. More expense.”| sently. Besides, I expect he's tired.” 





He ‘ll find 
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“Motuer, may I Go anp Ske CHARLIE CHAPLIN?” “Ler ME SEE, DEAR. Do I KNow uIs ProPpLe?” 

“Can't we be tired too?’ must have stolen the poor little dog | -_- , 

| Claudia shrugged. “Chloe and 1} and then got tired of con ng him or THE CHAMPION. 
must do it then. We are but weak|something. How lucky we were walk-| Sine, sing, my Muse, the fury of the 
| women, still — ng up tie valley tl is aiternoon and | iray, 

“Go ahead,” I grumbled, gathering|found him! By the w ay, how is your When in the chill of dawn last Saturday 
Rupert to my bosom. |rheumatism, Trembath? He suffers | Innocent Youth first met in mortal 
. agony from it, Chloe dear, and yet never | strife 
“Put him on the grass by the green-|lets it interfere with his duty for a/ Grey Infamy, that fought for very 
| house,” said I. “That’s where he|moment. Did you ever hear of any-| life. 

came from.’ thing so devoted? Good night, Trem- Slily the villain crept with fell intent | 

“ Not me,” said Albert Edward.|bath. And, oh, you quite understand | To rob the poor of needed nutriment. | 
“Who stole the blooming dog, you orjabout those fiendish gipsies, don’t) Hardly had been obtained the precious | 
1? Catch!” ; you?” She beamed bewitchingly on | food 

A large figure loomed out of the dusk. | the wretehed man. ‘ | Which should sustain the beautiful and | 
lt Was Trembath, the local sleuth | He drew a de ep, deep breath. R¢ od 

He coughed. “Been a fair old| “Quite, Miss.” | (Meaning ourselves), and we could get 
rumpus over that dog centiemen We turned homewards down the lane no more 
| Party what owns it says it was stolen} ‘“Whee-eet!" A soft whistle brought | Should he succeed in plundering our 
| from her garden this afternoon.” me about. It was Trembath; he held | store. 

* §-s-ste len?” I stuttered in amaze I mething white in his hand. Fought he must be—and was. When | 
ment. | “Ahem, them fiendish gipsies didn’t morning came, | 

“Stolen?” Albert Edward gasped,|steal a handkerchief of yours by any Tired yet exultant, clothed in deathless 
horrified, titi ichance. Sit ‘ fame, 

be Stolen,” the constable repeated I fingered the rag nerve usly. Panting beside the corse the victor 


coldly, “was the word, Sir. There} “ Yes—er—no, I don't think this 1s lay ; 
Who can forget the wonder of that 


Was an awkward silence broken only | mit a 
by the shuffle of Albert Edward's feet | ‘It's got your name on it, dir. é' day 
and the chatter of my teeth Oh. ves. so it has, by Jove !—er—er} When, to the p ide and glory of the 
“Cet +9 7 _ | . ‘ , : hy ee 
‘Stolen ? ’ came the voice of Claudia. } —whe : nouse, 


Sir,” said he, “‘where | Poushkins, our six inch kitten, slew a 


“oe * ‘ . o . 
Stolen e W hy, of course, why didn’t} “Inthe garden, 5! 

We think of it before? The g psies | the dog came from. PATLANDER. mouse 

reste aie ‘ ’ ; —_ —— i Pe EES 
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Mother. “ Wuy ARE YOU HOLDING UP YOUR HAND, DARLING?” 


Small Girl. “Wert, I’vE SOMETHING RATHER SPESHUL TO SAY, AND I HXPECT THERE'S A GOOD MANY LITTLE GIRLS AND BOYS 


SAYING PRAYERS ABOUT THIS TIME.” 

















SUPER-SALARIES. 
Sir Aupert STaNLey’s remarkable 


declarations as to the ample supply of | 


£10,000 jobs if the right man could be 
brought to the top have excited so much 
comment that Mr. Punch has thought 
it desirable to collect the opinions of a 
few leading men on the subject. 

The San or Persia cordially en- 
dorsed Sir Aubert Stranuey's dictum 
that the great difliculty lay in finding 
men big enough to bear the burden of 
big positions. He added that he was 
doing his best ; he was only twenty-one, 
but he weighed twenty stone. 

Lord Fisner thought that Sir ALBERT 
STANLEY was talking rot through his 
hat. The only good work done now- 
adays was done by men out of jobs. 
The papers were full of advertisements 
from people who said “ Salary no ob- 
ject.” Ifall the ten-thousand-pounders 
were sacked, as they ought to be, there 
was plenty to go round. 

Mr. Asquirn said he had read that 
LENIN only received a salary of £1,500 
a year. No doubt he would be dubbed 
a Bolshevist for calling attention to the 
statement. He had recently been read- 
ing Samurt Warren’s Ten Thousand a 





Year, but it threw little light on Sir 
ALBERT STANLEY’s contentions, 

Mr. Harotp Brest was specially 
interested in the statement that it was 
not brains that were lacking, but trained 
brains. .‘ That,” he remarked, ‘is a 
most poignant and pregnant saying, 
and it falls in exactly with what in 
season and out of season I have been 
preaching for many years past. You 
cannot have big brains unless you have 
room for them, Brain-training presup- 
poses cranial drill. You cannot lodge an 
Al brain in a C3 skull, But any man 
or woman can have an Al skull if he 
(or she) will only give the same amount 
of time to skull-drill that he (or she) now 
gives to Swedish exercises or face mass 
age. Sir Oniver Lopas told me, in one 
of our many interviews, that between 
the ages of seventeen and forty-three 
his head had increased in diameter by 
almost one-third. The method is simple 
and not painful, and consists of dis- 
tending the cranium by a current of 
compressed air driven through the eu- 
stachian tubes. Then as the cranium 
expands the brain follows suit. Of 
course care is needed to secure an 
equable pressure, otherwise a bulbous 
appearance may result, instead of the 











beautiful dome-like protuberance which 
is generally associated with greatness. 

But heads not only wax; they wane. I 
remember '’—here Mr. Beanie adopted 
a flute-like tone of infinite pathos— 
“that when I saw the Kaiser at 
Amerongen I was at once struck by 
the shrinkage of his cerebellum. Per 
contra Mr. C. K. Suorter tells me that, 
since devoting his energies to finding 
a solution of the Irish problem which 
will satisfy the generous aspirations of 
the Sinn Feiners, he has been obliged 
to exchange a 7-inch for a 7j-inch hat. 

“The whole subject is of enthralling 
interest; perhaps too enthralling when 
one thinks of the hereditary predisposi- 
tion of hatters to insanity. But lam 
sure that we give far too little thought 
to systematic and scientific cranial dis- 
tension as an indispensable preliminary 
to greater efliciency, uplift and salary- 
earning capacity. That is the moral 
of a little poem I have just composed, 
in which a beautiful girl, before con- 
senting to becoming engaged, asks her 
suitor one vital question :— 

“Thrilling with a soft emotion 

To her love she sweetly said, 
‘Tell me, Edwin, tell me truly, 











,1” 
How much are you round the head 


— 
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THE BEACON LIGHT. 


Lord Roperr Cectr, is taking a leading part in the campaign for making the objects of the League of Nations better 


understood, 











r 
The campaign opened on the 


oo 


anniversary of the Armistice. } 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT, 


Monday, November 3rd, 
taxp GEDDES manfully 





, ) 
withstood 


was permitting the free importation 


thereby promoting unemployment. In 
his opinion what the country ch efly 
wanted was goods, and Labour would 
not be seriously injured by the importa 
tion of toothbrushes from China, art 

ficial flowers from Japan or even mouth 
organs from Germany. 

The mention of this last 
caused a sympathetic spasm in the 
breast of Lieutenant-Commander Kun 
wortiy, the champion mouth-organize1 
of Central Hull. He complained that 
the price of these instruments was n 
| four hundred per cent. above the pre 
| war level, and protested against any 
obstacle being placed in the way of 
their importation. 

This poignant appeal must have gone 
home, for when Mr. Grorae Tureen 
endeavoured to move the adjournment, 
in order to call attention to the “ great 
menace to the reconstruction of in 
dustry” involved in the policy of the 
Government, only thirty Members sup- 
| ported him, and the motion fell to the 
| ground, 
| The gas supplied to the London 
| householder now compares unlavour- 
| ably with that generated in the House 
of Commons, which, if not particularly 

illuminating, at least produces a cet 





article 


| 


} 


Sir Auck-|bad German into a g 


the attacks of the hard-shell ‘Tariff House evident 
Reformers, who complained that he| 


of all manner of foreign goods and | 


| 





tain amount of heat. Nowadavs the] 
mot d'ordre in the as cooking house } 
hold has to be, “Polly, put out all the | 
lights before you put the kettle on! | 
But a Bill obliging the gas companies 
to charge according to quality instead | 
of quantity is in course of preparation, | 
and is expected to produce an improve- | 
ment before, say, the winter of 1920-1. 

The usefulness of Question-time } 
Sometimes been challenged. But. it 
value was proved this afternoon. With- | 
out its aid the First ComMIssIONER O} 
Works, who wants twenty thousand 
bedsteads for the Royal Air Force, | 
might never have known that the 
Deputy MINISTER OF Munitions had 
nine thousand of them for disposal. It 
was the Member for Hertrorp who 
effected the introduction and gave rise 
to the Lobby conundrum: “ Why is 
Binuina like adversity ? Because he 
makes us acquainted with strange bed 
fellows.”’ 

In a calmer atmosphere than 
vailed on previous occasions when the 
Aliens Restriction Bill was before the 

Ouse steady progress was made. But 
when Colonel W EDGWOOD moved a 


pre 








Series of Amendments designed to 
a 


ithem and the Bishops, who, though 
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enable aliens to change their names 
the best way, in his opinion, to turn a 
od Englishman 
he m 





wit MNecour " 
with no encouragement, the 


ly considering that a bad 


German by any other name would be 


equally malodorot 

L'uesda \ nber 4. ~Lord CHARN 
woop introduced a Lill to render clergy 
men eligible for the House of Commons 
and other representative bodies. Their 
present disabi] ty, he pe nted out, dated 
from a time when the clergy taxed them. 

lves separately through their own} 
LSS¢ bly 1 haleyon period, whose} 
restoration our starving parsons would 


infinitely prefer to the faint chance 
The Arch- 
sed the Bill 


yp of CANTERBURY opp 
on tle ground that it would involve} 





NORTH SEA. 


THE 


the clergy in partisan controversy, and 
drew an ingenious distinction between 


they sat in Parliament, were not tied 
to party Nevertheless 
the Peers gave the measure a Second 


organisations. 

Reading. 
H LVi1 

White 


time to read the 
Afghanistan Lord 
a renewed attack on 


had 
Paper on 


yr now 


treaty with the Germans. 

The delay in the appointment of a 
Consul-General at New York is due, 
according to Mr. Harmsworrn, to the 
great difliculty of finding “a man pos- 
sessing the requisite commercial train- 
ing, knowledge of America, 
capacity and experience for 50 lin port- 
anta post.” Mr, Borromiey, who put 
the (Juestion, is convinced that the 
Government have not really been trying. 


He himself is prepared to find such a 


business 


man within five minutes and without 
leaving his own oflice. 

[he evening was occupied by a dis- 
cussion on the appointment of a soli- 
citor as Coal-Controller. Mr. Braces, 
who led the attack, said that the Gov- 
ernment seemed to think that the one 
thing necessary was that this official 
should havea legal mind. Well, why 
not? Surely in these days a very desir 


working acquaintance with Coke upon 
Littleton. 

Wednesday, November 5th.—A fresh 
breeze from the North Sea dispersed 


Karl Buarry, escorted by Earl Howr 
(descendant of another naval hero) and 
the Earl of Lyrron (Civil Lord of the 
Admiralty), marched up the floor to 
take his place among his peers. Those 
who expected him to notify his arrival 
to the Lorp CHANCKLLOR in the time 
honoured phrase, “‘Come aboard, Sir,” 
were disappointed, but the quarter-deck 
voice with which he declaimed the 
oath greatly impressed the attendant 
peeressces. 

There followed him two outstanding 
figures of the War on land, Lord Raw- 
LiInson of Trent and Lord Bynea of 
Vimy, who received an equally cordial 
welcome. 

After fencing for some time with the 
vexed question of premium bonds, 
Mr. Bonar Law announced this after- 
noon that in a fortnight or so he would 
give a day for a discussion on the sub- 
ject and leave the decision to the free 
vote of the House. Naturally the 
hurmourists on either side seized their 
chance. Mr. MacQuisten put in @ 





SYDENHAM nad 
the and on this] 


Government polcy, | 
occasion was supported by Lord [SLING- | 
| 

| 

| 


ron, who thought that we could hardly 


have given the AMFER greater con- 
cessions if he had beaten us. But the 
two noble lords got no change—in 
any sense of the words—out of Lord 


CurRzoN, who again pointed out that 


the negotiations were not yet com 
pleted, and added that the control 
over Afghanistan’s foreign relations, 
which we had now relinquished, had 





heen of so unsubstantial a kind that} 


|on-Trent 


| possessor of a 


plea for the poor bookmakers, so soon 
to be deprived of their livelihood, and 
presumed they would be given the 
unemployment dole; and Dr. Murray 
suggested that the Government should 
send a special mission to Hamburg to 
study Hun-hallowed 

finance in its spiritual home. 
1914 the Member for Stoke- 
was chiefly noticeable as the 
’ truculent 


this system ol 


> fins 
Before 


somewhat 
manner and the most umbrageous hat 
in the House. Though he was known 
to have done the State some service es 


the late AMegr had concluded a secret 


able qualification for the post is a | 


the vapours of the House of Lords when | 
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a private soldier in the Soudan, he was 
generally regarded as a dangerous re- 
volutionary. But, as in so many other 
cases, the War brought out the real 
Having done fine service both 


| on sea and land, he returned to-day to 


deliver, amid the plaudits of a delighted 
House, the most tremendous philippic 
that has yet been launched against the 
Bolshevist tyranny. For over an hour 


he described, from personal experience, 


atrocities were either untrue 


| go into the Lobby with him, 
| against five times that num- 


| ment.” 


the miseries of the hag-ridden Russian 
people. Lieutenant-Colonel MALone, 
who also has been lately in Russia—on 
“a kind of Cook's tour with Trorsky,” 
as Sir S. Hoare described it—tried 





hard to induce the House to believe that | 
the stories of Bolshevist 


or grossly exaggerated, and 
that we ought to make peace 
with the Soviet Administra- 
tion. But he could not re- 
move the deep impression 
caused by Colonel Warp's 
eloquent sermon —he will 
now be known, like the hero 
of Marcaret DeLanp’s pop- 
ular romance, as “John 
Ward, Preacher"’—and could 
only induce fifty Members to 


ber mustered by the Govern- 
ment. 

Thursday, November 6th. 
~In view of Colonel Mat- 
one's experiences Lord Win- 
TERTON wanted to know 
whether passports were now 
issued to Bolshevist Russia. 
Captain Guest replied that 
the hon. Member's passport 
was made out for Esthonia, 
and he did not know how he 
gotinto Russia, It is charit- 
ably supposed that, owing to 
the delay in issuing accurata 
maps of the new Baltic republics, he 
strayed over the border by mistake. 

In the regretted absence of the Sinn 
Fein M.P.’s Mr. MacVraau is unself- 
ishly acting as their spokesman. To 
his inquiry whether the police and 
military in Ireland had made more 
domiciliary raids than the Germans did 
in Belgium, the Irish Arrorney-Gen- 
ERAL politely replied, “I regret I was 
not a member of the German Govern- 
After this admission who can 
doubt that Ulster was once in league 
with the ex-Katser ? 

It must not be supposed that the 
Government Housing Scheme is not 
progressing. Dr. Appison has heard 
of “a few cases” in which dwellings 
have actually been completed. And 
this only a year after the Armistice ! 

The Secretary oF THE Boarp or 


COLONEL JOHN WARD AND COLONEL C. L. 


AGRICULTURE made a sympathetic reply 
to a question regarding the increase 
of seals in the Wash. It should be 
observed that the Great Seal is not 
implicated. Since the refusal of the 
House to sanction the Lorp CHANCEL- 
LoR’s bathrooms its ablutions have 
been suspended. 


The suavity of the Mrnisrer oF} 


Lapour secured a second reading, 
nemine contradicente, for the Industrial 
Courts Bill. In deference to Trade 
Unionists’ objections to anything likely 
to interfere with the workman's cher- 
ished right to “down tools” the 
measure has been shorn in advance of 
nearly all its compulsory features. But 


Abul | [ fy 


7 \ ii, 
\ | 
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WHITE KNIGHT r. RED KNIGHT. 


it is hoped to secure an interval for 
reflection before Labour disputes be- 
come irreconcilable. ‘Strike, but hear 
me,” is its motto. In its new form 
it received a modified blessing from 
Mr. Crynes, who thought, however, 
that it was too ambitious, and that 
the Government would have done better 
to confine themselves for the moment 
to securing the continuance of the 
existing rates of wages “which War 
conditions had compelled employers to 
pay.” Is Labour also among the pro- 
pene 








“ Don’t hand sweets while the children are 
playing games and dancing. They will only 
make themselves sick if you do—some through 
mistaken politeness and others through real 
greediness.”— Home Cookery. 


A bas la politesse—when it takes this 
form. 








MALONE, 


THE NEW DISEASE. 
Sranpine by the Marble Arch the 
}other day I noticed, coming towards 
|me over the grass, a man and a boy. 
They were walking briskly, and the 
man was looking about him with viva- 
cious interest. Just before reaching 
the Arch they stopped; the man pro- 
‘duced from his pocket a leather case, 
}from which he took a large pair of 
| black spectacles, and, having adjusted 
these to his nose, he was led away into 
| Oxford Street as though he had lost 
his sight. Had he been of a needy 
| appearance, I] should have thought him 
an impostor hoping for charity for an 
illusory blindness; but his 
air of prosperity precluded 
that suspicion, and I went 
on my way wondering. 

Chance has now brought 
me the key to the mystery. 
‘Lhis man, I have learned, is 
a victim of a new disease, to 
which no name has yet been 
given, but which may be 
called variously Tractabilitis, 
or Plasticenza, or Acute Com- 
plaisaney, for it consists in 
such a loss of will-power that 
‘the patient obeys every in- 
struction on which his eyes 
rest. Normally we are able 
- to resist certain of the public 
wdjurations. Hundreds of 
persons, for example, do not 
keep to the right, do not 
wipe their boots, do not stop 
smoking in the lifts, and so 
forth. When, however, we 
contract Plasticenza we be- 
come so pliant as to develop 
into a nuisance both to our 
friends and ourselves, and, 
worse than a nuisance, we are 
in danger of passing through 
the Bankruptcy Court. 

“*The Bankruptcy Court,’ you say? 
How?” 

Because of the hoardings. Not only 
does the victim of the new disease obey 
the ordinary instincts of life, such as 
keeping clear of gates and bewaring 
of pickpockets, but he endeavours to 
do all that the advertisements tell him 
to, too. At any moment he may buy 
articles of luxury that he doesn't want, 
or hurry off to Clacton-on-Sea when 
he ought to be in London attending to 
his business. 

The poor fellow whose story | have 
now heard, the man I saw in the Park, 
although he lives at Shepherd’s Bush, 
never (until he bought black spectacles) 
was able to get past Queen’s Road Sta- 
tion on the Tube, either going or coming, 
because of the notice there, “ Alight here 
for Whiteley’s.” But that was not the 
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‘Arry 
Alf (faintl 1 “¥ 
worst, Every few minutes in the day 


he would take out a pen and pad and 
write to Jolin Bul/ about it, and in fact 
doeverything he was told Heobeyed all 
the advertise s’injunet ons. He bought 
The Daily Sketch to-morrow ; he tox 

a tonic tabloid every other mi 


yn 


nute 


nothing but the fact that he was not a| 
mother prevented him from nursing his | 


own baby. Naturally his health began 


to suffer, for he smoked far too many | 


brands of cigarettes and drank far t 


much whisky —not because he lik 
either form o 


UU 
d 
vec 


f excess, but ul 


had become so desperately amenable ; | 


In short because he was dow 
Plastice nza. 

The result is that now, whereve 
posters are to be seen, he has to be led 
in blinkers. The Park is the only safe 
place for him, and that only in the 
middle: if he were near the edge 
command on a passing bus might catch 
hig eye, and in a twinkling he would be 
on his way to acquire | 


0-Henry Besom. 


n with 


»y pureha e ap 








oF Safety First. 
it There Was a very old and true saying that 
was ‘ better to be on with vour new love 


Ware you were off with the old.’ ”"—Mr 
44TER Lone (as reported in *‘ The Daily 
Graphic ap * 
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ALF, 


Mi 


OTHER AND SEE A BIG 


SIDE, 


AVE It WALI 





BALLIN 
WHEN YOU SEE A TREE PASS.” 


BIG FLEAS AND LITTLE FLEAS. 


Study in NrerzscHheAN Ethics.) 


(A 


You who can dist 


’ 2 at : 
hages, ponder well this little s« ng, 


howing how the weak enslave the 


strong. 


. 
| 
| During bis command in 


France 


Northern 


e he| 


Our poor Colonel never had a chance, 
For the Major led him such a dance. 
Not, however, that I blame the Maj. ; 
Iie was not a creature prone to rage, 
| But the Cap. stood firm at every stage. 
Nothing that the Captain did would suit 


Sense of duty governing the Lieut., 
as mute as mute. 


So he always kept 


Lieut. knew well which side his bread 


i 

was buttered, 

| Not a word below his breath he mut- 

| tered, 

| Heeded every word the Sergeant ut- 
tered. 


| Sergeant was a nervous little bean ; 
| When the Corporal bullied made no 
| 

| scene, ; 

| Followed slavishly the Corp.'s routine. 


wuish right from 


|t was Private; 


SHIP PASS.” 


when the Corporal’s 
face 

Showed complete misjudgment of a case 

I it was who put him in his place. 


Il. 
Pussy is a darling little thing, 
Round her basket draws a magic ring, 
In it won't have Fido trespassing. 


Fido is a pleasant little card ; 

When the baby plays in Fido’s yard, 

Fido straightway bites him good and 
hard, 


Jaby is a charming little fellow, 
Bu 


t he pinches Sister blue and yellow, | 


Smacks her face to make her how] and | 


bellow. 
Sister is a gentle little creature ; 
Education is her strongest feature ; 
Watch her educating Ma, her teacher. 


Mother is a loving little wife, 
Keeps ber end up in this game of strife ; 
I, her husband, lead a dog's own lile. 





of wines 
for 


.’s small but select stock 
bottle 


‘* Miss 
made prices ranging from 153s. a 
Moselle to 6s. 3d. for Pomarde 

Daily Paper 


“There, my boy; that’s the st iff to 





make your hair curl.” 
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AT THE PLAY. 


“ SUMMERTIME,” 
| Wuew Silvia came from Australia to 
| the England that she only knew from 
her books and dreams, she found in 
| Devonshire (so she told us) the same 
| birds singing, the same flowers blowing, 
the same old cottages smiling that sang, 
blew and smiled in the days of Hernick, 
Jane Austen and Miss Mitrorp, She 
even had the good luck (which I have 
not shared) to hear some girls of the 
Land Army singing “Sumer is icumen 
in,” whieh she cleverly assigned to a 
period one hundred years before Cnav- 
cern, This gives you the note, on its 
rustic side, of a play as guileless as the 
promise of its title. 

If I could suspect Mr, Louis Pankrr 
of cynicism (a thought that is abso- 
lutely repugnant to me) I should guess 
that he had said to himself, “ People 
complain that the Stage is becoming 
sophisticated and prurient; that there 
is too much bedroom in it; that its 
indecencies are too bare-faced and too 
bare-backed. Well, this time they shall 
have something in the best Victorian 
manner, Which will not bring a blush to 
the cheeks of the youngest brigadier.” 
Such cynicism in our author is unthink 
able, and I prefer to credit him with a 
laudable desire to remove us far from 
the jazzing crowd and bring the scent 
of Devonshire lanes and the taste of 
Devonshire cream, as they say, “ across 
the footlights,” 

To accomplish this good end he has 
not scorned the uses of stage conven- 
tion. Lovingly he stretches out to us 
the long arms (for there are two of 
them here) of coincidence — (1) when 
Willoughby Spencer engaged himself 
inadvertently to three several girls 
who happened to be the respective 


| daughters of three partners in the 
| same firm of solicitors; (2) when this 


trio of blighted maidens, seeking dis- 
traction in the Land Army, chanced to 
find themselves in the menial employ 
of three love-sick men who, in conjunc- 
tion with Willoughby, had fled for soli- 
tude to a cottage in the wilds of Devon. 

Upon this bachelor society, penetrated 
with disillusionment, where everybody 
was on edge, and losing pride in him- 
self and tolerance for his fellows, all 
for lack of a woman's refining influence, 
suddenly Silvia, an unknown cousin of 
Willoughby's, blew in from the Antipo- 
des, Stepping at once into the hearts 
of all, she restored amity and self-re- 
spect, reorganised the cuisine, converted 
the slatternly kitchen-wench into a 
dapper maid and filled the place with 
flowers, cccktails, antique furniture, 
and other emollients material and 





spiritual, 





Here was a chance for Mr, Louis 
Panken's notorious gift in pageantry ; 
and though limited, of course, by con- 
ditions of space and matter he never 
theless contrived to have two separate 
meals (breakfast for five and dinner 
for eight) laid out before our eyes with 
the greatest particularity of detail. 

Briofly, within twenty-four hours 


Silvia had employed her magic to 
such purpose that the three jilted girls 
had paired off with the three jilted men 
(thus releasing Willoughby from the 
threat of an action, in triplicate, for 
breach of promise), while Willoughby 
himself fell to the Australian fairy. 


~ ~ ‘ 
ee 
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Heit cecw. 
A LIGHTNING ENGAGEMENT, 


Testimonial to Mr. Louis Panwen's 
Matrimonial Agency : 


“T CANNOT THANK YOU ENOVGH, Twenty 
YOUR HOURS AGO I MADN'T 8O MUCH AS BET 
KYES ON THE GInL.” 

Willoughby. . Mr. C. Aupney Siri. 


Silvia. . « « Miss Fay Compton. 


Twenty-four hours, as I say, sufficed 
for this reconstruction, and the same 
respect for the unities was noticeable in 
the scene, which remained unchanged 
throughout, except for the ornamental 
modifications that were due to Silvia's 
cultured taste, 

It would have to be a pretty poor 
play that could not be redeemed by Mr. 
Auprnney Sairn’s ease of manner and 
Miss Fay Compton's personal charm, 
But even Mr. Ausney Sire could not 
quite carry the burden of a rather ama 
teurish first Act; though later, in his 
passages with Silva, he had better 
chances and took them all in his stride. 
Miss Fay Compon played with a rather 
constrained gaiety, as if she would 
have preferred to be pathetic, but Mr, 





Parker wouldn't let her. Miss Mary 


and it seemed even less than that to us | 
never really rollicked, 
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Brovcn made a superb housekeeper in 
the broad style, and Mr, Wurrnine 
handled the more reserved humour of 
the butler with great dexterity, Miss 
GwynetH Krys showed something 
more tlran talent in her study of Selina, 
the reformed kitechen-wenel., 

Much of the fun was of the sort that 
has to be rollicking if it is to be of much 
And Mr. Louis Parkur's fun 
But there was 
some very pleasant prattle between 
Willoughby and Silvia, though | only 
recall one touch of the higher humour 
where he prefaced the confession of his 
three-fold dalliance with the plea, “I 
Was 80 War-weary.” 

Summertime, it seoms, bas added a 
new responsibility to the promoters of 
Armageddon, O.5. 


lise, 








AT THE OPERA. 
“Cog v’On.” 

Everyone wishes that gallant Sir 
Thomas of 80 many arduous and 
fortinate emprises may have the very 
best of luck with his Opera-in-English 
Season at Covent Garden. 1 happened 
to get the bird in the ingeniously varied 
bill of fare, which has been designed 
to please ovory palate 
tell me that Cog d'Or was better done 


The cognoscenti 


many hundred years ago in 1914. But 
that is the way of these folk. It may 


very well be true; but it is as true that, 
to one who unfortunately missed hear- 
ing and seeing it then, it is a quite 
admirable and exciting entertainment, 
and provides one of the best possible 
prools of the able way in which our 
native talent has been developed. I 
say this to forestall criticism by the all 
wise to the effect that Cog d'Or is in 
too exotic mood for our island sobriety. 

Mr. Peroy Prrr led his orchestra 
boldly and successfully through the 
mazes of Rimsky-Korsakov's fantastic 
themes and rhythms success- 
fully, I think, than the singers in general 
dealt with their material. It is a grave 
handicap to wed a none too easy music 
to the most difficult singing language 
in the world, and I privily wonder 
whether the gain derived from the ability 
to hear a phrase or two in an occa- 
sional passage of recitative balances 
this indubitable disadvantage. One 
may go further and doubt if from the 
musical point of view an opera ought 
ever to be sung in any language but 
that in which it was written, Dut this 
need not prevent us from welcoming 
the new movement, if it will bring 
more music-lovers for Sir Thomas to 
delight. 

The brilliant décor inherited from the 
tussians, which looks so easy to do 
and is (as certain affected imitations 


more 
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prove) so desperately difficult, provides - 
ir continual imaginative accompani 

ry 
| ment to the music. The grouping was | 
! . ‘ 
extraordinarily effective; the dancing 
igdmirable, Our supers still fix th 
vacant eye too frequently, except where 
manifest stage directions and explicit 

drilling have dictated a temporary show 
of interest. 

It was entertaining to see the gay 
Cockerel, having nose-dived and duly 
outed King Dodon, develop engine 
trouble on rising and with difficulty 
regain his lines. But the humours olf 
the evening were not confined to such 
| secidental diversions. Mr. Fosrer | 
| Ricwarpson (the King) and Mr, Her. | 
| BERT LANGLEY (his General) acted] 
| throughout with a fine sense of thi " 
| grotesquery which di tinguishes tl | » 

Jolshevik pamphlet for you may set! 
lit down as that in effect. Miss Syivr1a| 
News has a voice of beautiful quality, | 
| but looked much too nice for the un 
worthy manceuvres which were ex Hh 
pected of her. ‘The fine tenor of the 
Magician (Mr, Genaup O'inien) wa 
4 pleasure to hear A very delight! 1] 
evening and a golden feather for Sir /, 

THomas’s cap T, bh 
| = <= . ij, AVA 
|THE MAGPIES OF VERDUN. | I Y, fy hd 

“] THINK th must be the place ( Wf i, ] 
said the magpic }) MG Up { // 

“What place?” asked Jimmy Gan ff Piped %. 

» ; F ‘ 
der, fy, 

‘The piace 1 am lo king for,” re-| . = Y, 74". 
turned the mac pie. — { 

He was thing perkily on the muzzle X ; 
ie member 6 gunoin the farmyard of | : 

Mére Bigaud, and Jimmy and Jane, | 

, 

the mascots of AS2 Battery, Ith Div- | en 

sion, had come out to do the honour ‘| 

their temporary home Tien lier (offer jy seat in French tram), “line, asanyvez-vous, Mavame, am, vous 
always made oint of exvlai: — 

— » point of explaining | French Dame. “A von, Monerevn—c's vst” 
everything about the guns to any new- | j “ ae 

— ny , any ot | er (10 ¢ IT DOWN, YER BILLY OLD Gryarn!” 
comers, and Number 6 gun was a ver re Dame. “Au, 3 1, Mo as: a 
good obi ; j hud VOUS BRIPRS BIEN GENTIL, | 
h k ject-lesson, as it had been sent 

mex to the wauvuo , { , , t } 
ae an uy | n-lines to be over- | Do you think I have never seen a} sunlight. A cosy clatter from the kit 
46 ¥ a or he 1 ‘ ine 7, j “in eatora ? ead thea mw : 

Silihor bert ) 1@ time being could int ! i ithe magpie with alchen was the only sound, except the 
ir ba iM ’ | la of In tar « U : 

“You” - | ‘d kick, ; CACKIC O1 la Ler Why, my boy, I} far-off thud of a gun or the brief crash 
to oy a ae the magpie, “| eem | have et « eo trom a place where | of an A SO. lorry across a cobbled 
s ‘ > stru } { . ; ‘ ‘ ; | 
the - em paar ib oth Lite Here's f 1 as thick a the cabbages bridge « quarter of-a-mile away 

ywOALheGrcock wit ia little ' vo! “ ao 
Raed the, cock with the little hip on | yonde Do you reside at Verdun, Sir? 
ye bnere hig " bs ‘ a A ° ; ” 
kage @ 8 the orchard between the \ 1¢ from eo gun-lines,” asked Jimmy Gander with courteous 

eh . : 7 
te ams; if only an old dame ina i Jimmy unaba ed “Then you | intere r 

( Own would eome or , ) . ‘ ear it | rk 

beens i ld come out now I should by cquainted ith my brown] “1 did,” said the Magpie; “I and 
é sure | { ‘ iT | 

WA a. ! rine fello , i fine fellows. jmny three brothers lived in the cathedral 

é ue gown?” 1} f ; 
terested “NM echoed Jane n , men re bli returned the |t wel When the blue men have driven 
“re ae Alere Divaud Weut w blu I pie «J come from Verdun,” } away the grey men for good perhaps 
gown, : ; | . 

“My d ; Both Jimmy and Jane looked up at} we may live there again Who knows? | 

‘ de ‘ } , j , f } 
perhan a vid the gander, ‘it 1 } } wit new terest They had But we re up again La big JOD now, We | 
na - Natural that geese should con-| heard of Verdun Mére Bigaud's son | four We are indispensatles. 
on 10 lve ‘ j | ] a : 

emseives with aly gown n-la yas there, and from all accounts “ What is ‘indispensable’? inquirec 
but this gent! ‘. | I 
prefer t ‘ Nileman would no doubt|it could not be ne irly such @ pleasant i Jane 

_ 8 G8Cuss BOMe | trivial topi place as the wagyon lines “Ma ;pies are,” said their new friend 

| 


| that gun, du 


| Sitting a 9p It was the dinner-hour, and the farm- with conviction 


upon Wwhicl 
rd basked empty in the keen Spring! “ I suppose it means black and white,” 
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| thought Jimmy Gander; but he did not 


nobody to bring them 





risk saying it aloud. 

“ May | ask, Sir,” he resumed, “ upon 
what important work you areengaged ? 

“You may. We are taking the place 
of the storks.” 

“I know what they are,” murmured 
Jane. 

“Naturally, Madam, And doubtless 
you know also that since those wretched 
yrey men came crashing and pounding 
into the land of the blue men, the storks 
have had to give up their highly im- 
portant work.” 

“ Why ?” asked Jane. 

For once Jimmy did not repress her 
inquisitiveness. He himself wanted to 
know why. 

“It's perfectly simple,” retorted the 
magpie a little impatiently; “the grey 
inen's great blunderirg guns have top- 
pled down all the chimneys for miles 
round, And what good is a stork with- 
out achimney? Though, mind you, I 
don't say that this fuss they call war is 
altogether bad for us birds.” 

“Not altogether,” conceded Jimmy 
Gander. 

“ For one thing,” pursued the magpie, 
‘look how plentiful the corn is in the 
horse-lines! Scattered all over the 
place. Nose-bags overflowing with it, 
and nobody to drive us away. But it 
has been an awkward thing for the 
storks. And it might have been abso- 
lutely fatal for the humans hereabouts, 
if we hadn't taken on the job.” 

“What job?” asked Jimmy, after 
waiting a moment to see if Lady Jane 
would spare him the ignominy of hav- 
ing to ask, 

* Why, bringing the human babies, 
of course, my good Sir. Can you con- 
ceive what would happen if there were 
A baby famine 
nothing less. Humans have to go 
short of a good many things just now. 
At Verdun, for instance—— But that's 
another story.” 

“Do go on,” prompted Lady Jane 
graciously, “It is most interesting. 
Is it not, James?” 

“ Exceedingly,” said Jimmy Gander. 

“Our job,” continued the magpie, 
“used to be to let the humans know 
what the storks were intending to do— 
when the humans had the sense to 
understand, That's why Pierre's friend 
the Sergeant said-———"’ 

“ Who is Pierre?” interrupted Lady 
Jane apologetically; “I've heard the 
name before.” 

“Oh, 1 forgot,” said the magpie; 
“you don't know him, of course. 
Pierre is a Norman—one of my blue 
men—in the trenches just poate Ver- 
dun. And the other day, when I and 
my three brothers were having an early 
morning flight over the lines, the Ser- 





geant caught sight of us and turned to heard lately; it sounded like Vive la 


Pierre. “There you are, mon vicuz,’ 
said he :— 

*** One for sorrow, two for joy, 

Three for a girl and four for a boy,’ 

“ Pierre seemed pleased, But we were 
not. He didn't know that the storks 
had had to chuck their job—and we 
did.” 

« Ah,” murmured Lady Jane, craning 
forward her sleek silver head to hea 
better. 

“If it had been a girl that Pierre 
wanted,” pursued the magpie, “ we 
should not have felt so worried, But 
a boy! They are such heavy lumps 
that even the storks have their work 
cut out to carry them. However, we 
are going to do our best. And if this 
is the farm where Pierre’s wife and her 
mother live, that’s one bit of work 
done alrendy.”’ 

“Mére Bigaud has a daughter,” 
hinted General James helpfully. 

* Anda blue gown,” murmured Jane. 

The magpie gave a little hop of de- 
light. 

“That's it! And I’m sure I ought 
not to make any mistakes when I think 
how often I've heard Pierre telling his 
friend the Sergeant about it. I must 
signal to my brother; he's waiting 
yonder, on one of those swinging 
wires. 

“Just a» moment, I beg,” interposed 
General Jim, as the magpie lifted his 
motley wings. “Are the grey 
making any any progress at the 
place you Verdun, you 
know,” 

The magpie let his 
against his sides again. 

“There were many grey men yonder,” 
said he, ‘and the blue men were fewer 
every day. I knew the Normans of 
the front line best—Pierre’s battalion. 
Their officer said something to them 
one morning that made them tighten 
and stiffen and grip their rifles harder. 
Most of them looked straight ahead 
only you couldn't tell what they were 
looking at. Lut Pierre looked at me 
and one of my brothers wheeling over 
the front line, ‘Two for joy,’ he said.” 

“What did the officer say?" asked 
Jim. 

“He said, ‘ Men, there is nothing but 
yourselves between the Boches and your 
wives and children. There are no re 
serves behind you. You must stand and, 
if need be, die where you stand,’”’ 

Jane shuddered, but her husband's 
little eyes gleamed. 

“ Did they say anything?" he asked. 

“They didn’t exactly say anything,’ 
returned the magpie, “but a sort of 
sound ran along the line like the voice 
of the wind on a field of wheat—and 
it sounded like something I've often 


men 
ah 
mentioned ? 


wings drop 
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“And then?” prompted Jimmy, 

“The grey men those that the 
Captain called the Boches—came on 
and on—-many, many of them; but the 
blue men stood—and died where they 
stood—and the grey men got no nearer 
to Verdun,” 

roi a telegraph post a hundred 
yards away another magpie swooped 
across and perched upon the gun, 

“One of my brothers,” explained the 
first-comer, introducing hin. “ He 
will be glad to make your acquaint. 
ance, 

Is this the place?” asked the second 
magpie after he had returned the Gen- 
eral’s salute and Lady Jane's bow, 

“ See for yourself, brother— weather- 
orchard — two streams. And 
can you doubt that yonder old dame 
toddling out of the kitchen is good old 
Mére Bigaud, of whom Pierre used to 
speak to his friend the Sergeant ?” 

“Tn that case,” returned the second 
magpie, ‘we had better be off. The 
other two are waiting for us. Kvery- 
thing is ready.” 

Mére Bigaud stood by her door and 
saw the two flashes of black and white 
flicker and swerve across the sky. 

“ One—two,” quoth she, counting on 
her fat fingers. ‘“ Next time, please 
God, there will be four.” 

Jimmy and Jane did not see their 
friends the magpies again. ‘The worthy 
couple were fast asleep in their shed 
when the four brothers flew across the 
roof of the farm in the early dawn of 
the following day. 

Towards noon General Jim, taking a 
stroll in the farmyard, called Lady Jane 
to his side. 

“Come here, my dear,” he. | 
“ Your eyes are better than mine, Is | 
not that old Mére Bigaud by the win- 
dow there? I can see her blue gown, 
but I can’t make out what that is she 
has got in her arms.” 

Jane peered forward. 

“That white bundle, do you mean?” 

“Yes. There's something alive in- 
side it.” 

* Liow short-sighted you are getting, 
James!"’ said Lady Jane. “Cant you 
see what it is, that fluffy soft brown 
thing? J know. It’s a gosling—s 
human one,” 


cock 


said 








“ Abolish all the above-named parasites and | 
kindred ludibriae " (sic) The Tin | 


O Temporae ! (sic). 


“At the luncheon his Imperial Majesty 
occupied the seat of honour on the Lord 
Mayor's right, and on the Shah's left nat 
Prince Albert.”——Sunday l’aper. 

We gather that the Prince sat in the 





Lorp Mayor's lap. 
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Interviewer, ““AND TO WHA j 


Centenarian, “Ir’s vi 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 
(By Mr. Punch's St uf] of Lear 


Avrnoven Mr. b. I. Buxson has called 
Robin Linnet (Hurcuinson), you 
in discovering that the intere ! 
upon Robin himself than ipon the parer { 
mother, Lady Grote. Not at first, per 
very robust indeed at time ou 
suspect Mr, Benson of having created 
supremely lifelike persons without a 
What to do with them. Chiefly 
8 the theme of the matter. lo Ca 
where we get a contrasted welcom 
graduates (and you know already how ¢ i 
best quality young men can b und 
bearabl y realistic dons. Smart Anzlo-G 
| Tepresented by Sir Hermann and / jug 


shock of It, and that effect is admira 
struggle that 
souls, Final! 
Grote, a 


0 ults in th e in ila 

yy and no lini} 

woman whose life is delibe 
every kind of pleasure, adoring 1 

yet capable of an amorou 

with the “ cat-like personality Ay Te 
German tenor. You perce ve that J/ 

| the ultitnatum harder than most I wont 
|in what tragic fashion the great « nee 
og (save, as a hint, to remind you V 
life’s 6motion Mr. Benson's folk work out 
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ATTRIBUTE YOUR REMARKABLE AGl 


eT START, YE sku. I weRe BORN IN GOOD Time.” 


| bourhood of Floral Street, Covent Garden); nor will I spoil | 


by suggestion the really beautiful and tenderly-written end, 
by which the author has redeemed what at first looked like 
being rather too slight a tudy ol blown straws L admit 
that his work is here unequal; but, on balance, 1b 18 a 


‘ 


ory cert uinly not to be left out of your list, 


John Dene of Toronto, with his breezy manner, his con 
tempt for officialdom and his supet submarine that “gin 
gered up" the Admiralty, has been written and published 
and (very adroitly) brought all the way from Canada by 
Mr. Hlerperr JENKINS so that he cannot be mistaken for 
anybody else And yet, though his favourite expression 
vhen people annoyed him was “Shucks,” I cannot help 
feeling that 16 might just as well have been “ Sack the lot.” 
Only in that ease he could not have been kept such a pro 
found seeret from the English people, nor perhaps could so 
many allowances have been made for his unconvent nal 
raviour. The author of Lindle has written another very 
amusing book, and, considering that he has combined the 
mashing of the U-Boat campaign with the discomfiture | 
of a Teutonic spy, and thrown in @ very pretty love-story, 


t to mention some thinly-veiled Cabinet personalities, | 


aiel' 

don't know what more any reader can require After John 
Dene himself I think Dorothy, his typist, who 18 a White 
hall flapper, but not a very fl upping one, is the nicest person 


but | am very fond of Mr. Llewellyn John (this 
the Prime Minister), who says, “ If 


in tne bo rk ’ 


is the curious name ol 


ol theis [ were only told ; if | were only told. They keep » much 


from me.” As for the plot 1b was the detective part of it 
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that interested me most; the exploits of the submarine 
were thrilling enough, but I am getting a little weary of 


| the ginger that might have been. 
| Do you seek a livel 
| oppressive problems of the hour? 
| recommend to your notice Short and Sweet (LANE), the col- 
lected outbursts of the late Captain H. N. Grrrins, thirty- 
| four in the most engaging prose and a dozen in verse, less 
expert but occasionally pleasing. The former constitute 
some gay chapters in the life of a young man about town, 
not so preoccupied with his work at the Bar as to be pre- 
cluded from falling in and out of love daily and taking part 
| in the other fashionable pastimes of the day. Flippant 





very sound sense and no little understanding of that difli- 


and frivolous diversion from the 
If so, let me warmly 


sees her mistake and returns to Hugene and her beloved 
County Cork when it is time to bring the story to a just 
conclusion. It is not for its treatment of the Irish Question 
—though Miss Cummrys neither evades nor over-colours the 
tragic aspect of an Ireland divided against herself—that I 
was attracted by The Land They Loved, but for its deft 
handling of peasant character, its unforced humour and its 
intimate knowledge of the racy speech of the Irish country- 
folk and the curious mixture of ingenuousness and agility 
that distinguishes their mental processes. , 





During the Autumn of 1915 Lieutenant Grorrry Manns 
was appointed official kinematographer to the War Oftice, 
and in How I Filmed the War (Jenkins) he relates his 
thrilling and dangerous experiences. To do him justice he 





does not seem to be embarrassed by any great excess of 





_ cult sex which he was for ever 
| worrying with his brilliantly 
| conducted proposals of mar- 
| riage. Most refreshing of all is 
| the author's pretence of a vast 
sense of his own importance, 
camouflaging a young philo- 
sopher with an exact sense of 
proportion and an irresistible 
tendency to laugh and make 
laugh. Would you have in your 
library a permanent reminder 
of the tragedy suffered and the 
immeasurable glory won by 
| your country, 1914 to 1918? 
| Let me then press even more 
warmly upon you this little 
book, as showing indirectly, in 
a single instance, what Eng- 


| 
| they may all be, but behind the excellent humour is some 
| 
| 





land has lost in young men 
who have won so much for 
ingland. Captain Grrtrys, 


known to many through his 
work in Punch, died on active 
service in France on March 
20th, 1917, aged twenty - four 
years. These, his writings, are 
compiled by his family in his 
memory. There could have 
been no tribute more modest 
or more delicately conceived ; 
there is none more worthy of 


THOSE LITTLE COMMISSIONS. 
THIS TIME.” 








The Contortionist. ‘‘Goop-Byr, DEAR. 


modesty, and I think that he 
would have persuaded me more | 
easily of the importance of his 
work if he had not so vigorously 
emphasized it. The fact, how- 
ever, remains that he did per- 
suade me, and [ can also testify | 
that his tale of perils encount- | 
ered makes a remarkable story, | 
in spite of the style in which it | 
is told. Nothing stopped him, | 
and even the Prince or WALEs, 
who seems to have been amaz- 
ingly clever in dodging the offi- 
cial camera, was unable to elude | 
his pursuit. There seems to be 
no doubt of the wide public in- 
terest that his films attracted; 
and those who missed them on 
the move may in part be compen 
sated by some most excellent illu. | 
strations, of the stationary kind, 
that accompany his narrative. 








No reasonable being can com- 
plain of a word-shortage in The 
Young Physician (Cou.iss). In- 
deed, I could have done with 
considerably less of the meticul- 
ous detail with which the tale 
of Edwin Ingleby's mental and 
moral development, from his 


=\ me ah 
© Lhe! ft Wt | 

I’LL REMEMBER 

I CAN'T POSSIBLY FORGET 








the public attention. 

A gift of quiet humour and a singular freedom alike from 
bitterness and sentimentality have gone to the making of 
Miss Cummins’ The Land They Loved (Macmu..an), qualities 
sufficiently rare in novels dealing with the Ireland of to-day. 
I will admit frankly that I cannot understand how Kugene 
Turpin, who for fear of being disinherited grovels like a 
whipped worm before his old brute of a father, can suddenly 
blossom into the strong and sane man of the countryside 
once the menace is removed ; but then I do not pretend to 
have fathomed what is called Irish mentality. Strange 
things pass for cowardice in Ireland, and stranger things 
for courage, and it may well be that Hugene’s willingness to 
undergo any toil and humiliation in order to get possession 
of the land he loved should have been appreciated by Kate 
Carmody at the outset. But Kate runs to vigour rather 
than to subtlety, and, thinking Hugene a poor creature, 
departs into service in Dublin, where her adventures provide 
Miss Cummins with the material for quite the most 
entertaining chapters of her story. Needless to say, Kate 
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public-school days to the time when he qualified as 4 
doctor, is here set out. But if he is a little too con- 
scientious Major Brerr Youna is a sound descriptive | 
writer, and he places North Bromwich, the Midland town | 
in which Edwin lived, before our eyes so that we can 
see it and feel it and shudder at it. Imaginative minds 
have a tendency to wilt in such an environment, and 
Edwin, with his youthful longings and indefinite aspirations, 
had to fight hard before he could shake himself free of its 
depressing atmosphere. It was bound to be along struggle ; | 
but one may still complain that in his chronicle of it Major | 
Brett Youne@ has paid nearly as much attention to the | 
small skirmishes as to the really important engagements. | 
This means that you must be at some pains, which the 
author might have saved you, to make your own selection 
of the things worth remembering. But your patience, if you 
have enough of it, will be justified. 





Our Daring Authors. 


“The Hon. Mrs. has gone to Greece, where she is gaining 
local courage for another novei.”— Weekly Paper. 
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CHARIVARIA. at Y outh will build a new world” was | No application having been received 

he inscription on @ banner carried in| from Germany to fight the War over 

{yr appears that the Motor Show at | the Lorp Mayor’s Show. This will again, we presume the matter will have 
Olympia is such a success that there is | encourage those who feared that youth | to rest at that. 

some talk of holding a Pedestrians’ | might try to rub along with one of Mr. 





Show while & few specimens still re-| Linoyp GrorGcr s old ones Speaking at a meeting in London, 
main. P , Dean INGE said some people regarded 
' 


a Oranges are a prophylactic against | him as a pessimist. How these notions | 
We understand that the Mr. Georae | influenza, says a medical writer. Upon | get about we cannot understand. 














so often referred to in the Northcliffe} seeing the germ ithe road you throw .* 
Press is the well-known statesman of|it an orange, thus taking its mind off] We gather from recent reports that | 
| that name. § business, while you slip up another| Lenin would be obliged if somebody 
7 strect. would help him to let go of the revo- 

| The light-fingered gentry, if >—~~— aaa i lution. 


| * 








Asked why he had his little 
boy with him, a man who was 
drawing his unemployment do- 
nation remarked that he was 
teaching him the business. 


appears, are resuming their pre- 
|waroccupation. Only last week: | 
a Society lady had a new even- | 
ing frock stolen from herreticule. 
Itis denied that since his little | 
controversy with Mr. AsquitH | 
the other day, Mr. Wrixston | 
|Caurcnint has threatened to 
paint a portrait of his late chief. | 





A demobilised sergeant, now 
a taxi-driver, was so annoyed 
the other day, because an old 
gentleman dodged out of his 
way, that he shouted, “ Wait for | 
lit! Wait for it, confound you!” 





| The time may yet come, says | 
a gossip, when Mr. CHURCHILL | 
| will be elected an R.A. A few! 
|more warnings like this and it | 
would serve us rightuf our War 
| Minister gave up painting. 


— 

The repeated appeals of the 
Government to speed up pro- 
duction is causing alarm in some 
circles, where it is felt that if 
this is persisted in there will not 
be enough unemployment to go 
round. 











* 
| “We owe nine-tenths of the| 
| National Debt to each other,” | 
| said Mr. Luoyp GrorGE at the! 
| Guildhall. 1t is a touching mark | 
| of confidence that so many tax- | 
| Payers insist that they owe 


The Victoria Legislative Coun- 
cil has passed a Bill making in- 
| sanity a ground of divorce. For 
the purposes of the Act insanity 
is not to be presumed from par- 
ticipation in the marriage cere- 
mony. ‘ 


theirs to Mr. Luoyp GrorGe. 

* } 
i pe 
| An ex-oflicer with several 
| years’ experience of “ brewing | 
| @inger- beer scientifically” is | 
| See! ng employment. Scientific | an , 
| glnger-beer, we understand, dif-| Client. “I’m Gornc 10 PLay ‘Dick’ IN MY PANTO « Will there be a corner in 
jfers from the common kind in| or Wwirrixeroy sxp us Car. I've cor a GaG axp I | mistletoe this year?” asks a con- 











| that it does not require the ad- | ; ANT TO COPTRIGHET IF FOR MY OWE EXCLUS USS. CaN | temporary. A few of our youth- 

| dition of gi ake it 1 t. | oO 80% ful optimists express the hope 

| gin to make it accept- | , ‘ ile il ‘ 9 pt S Xpress ! 

culo ’ [AT S$ T c 7, < ‘ GL! LLE : . 

| able, | Solicitor, ‘‘ War 1s THE GAG, Miss GLADVILLE? a that there will be many of them. 

7. | Client. ‘WiLL YoU PROMISE NOT TO TELL A SOUL? e * 

| : olicit ‘T promIse.”’ "2 ons ee | 
I P — . ewni * re Five-shilling notes, it is stated, 
tussia, declares Mr. Luoyp | Client. ** Wet, 1v’s ‘Hetxio, Pussyroot!'"’ S 


aeeennemtins are being prepared as a matter of 
We cannot help thinking that Major-| precaution. It is believed that, with a 
General SerLy showed scant courtesy | view to popularise them, the Profiteer- 

; | to the Press. He actually resigned be-|ing Tribunals have decided to adopt a | 
| The Government housing scheme | fore any announcement had been made | flat-rate fine of five shillings for six | 


does not appear to be working well, | by the London morning papers.” convictions, 





Gora, is a land of ee 
When we come to think of it the natives | 
| do rather take each other’s breath away. 








| ie . rat 

| declares Lord Ropert Crcin. The re- ' 

| port that, instead of working, it was} Speaking at Higham Ferrers, the vse me reo Brot 

| © | . " ‘ ‘ “ People are convince : lodge Brothers’ 

| found playing “spoil five million ” at| Mayor p ‘inted out that there had not People <> : — os a . A f their 
: , 4 A ¥ j a ee —_— , sole purp se 18s bo are © Ci \ tay o 1 

ithe corner of Tothill Street with the | been one case of drunkenness in that aon Se died. tas Theaeh 
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Disposal Board, would seem to be con-| part for five years. Latest reports ae 
| firmed. | show, however, that the Government ‘‘ Pussyfoot” in Egypt. 
; ‘ ¥ ’ ’ . . 
> | are doing their best to produce stronger From the programme ot a cinema 
_ A railway collision has been caused | beer. theatre in Cairo :— 
in Paris as the result of a train leav- | r “Oversure, ‘Pumps & Circumstances.’ 


ing the station two minutes too early.| “If the Germans had only known, at | Famous composition by Elgar. . 
hank Heaven this could not happen one time,” says a writer, “ they could May we suggest, as another suita sle 
on our English lines. "| have captured at least thirty tanks.” | item, “ Band of Hope & Glory"? 
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THE DECLINE OF THE MIDDLE CLASSES. 
[‘* Watcuman,”’ in The Times, diagnosing the causes of the 
| threatened extinction of the Middle Classes, contrasts their simple 
| frugality in the Victorian era with the “ motor-car and champagne 
| standard" which they have subsequently adopted, and further 
| ascribes their decadence to neglect of municipal duties.) 
Birrer thought that every day which passes, 
Making their emoluments more lean, 
Tends to extirpate the Middle Classes, 
Nullify that useful go-between, 
Which, like Virtue (ArisroTte), constitutes the happy 
mean. 


What! Shall we in torpid silence suffer 
These to vanish in the vast unknown, 
Once our White Hope, once the stolid buffer 
Twixt the nether and the upper zone, 
When the late Vicrorta (bless her!) occupied the 
British throne ? 


Shall we lose this backbone of the nation, 
Type of all we have of sound and sane, 
Which, to make a modest calculation, 
Furnished, ere it went upon the wane, 
Half of England's thews and ninety-five per cent. of 
England's brain? 


Theirs the blame, I hear; they grew too bloated ; 
They assumed aristocratic airs, 
Dined above themselves, and jazzed and moted, 
Dealt in highly speculative shares ; 
Worst of all, they took no interest in municipal 
affairs. 


What is left them in the coming clearage ? 
Whither will they fade away in night? 
They will either have to swell the Peerage 
Or on Labour’s lower plane alight, 
Passing, as they fall, the toilers in their steady 
upward flight. 


Ah! it must not be. We cannot lose ‘em ; 
We should never look upon their like. 
Let them join the Union; let them do some 
Pretty spadework in the ultimate dyke; 
Mr. Kenyepvy Jones will kindly teach them how 
and when to strike. 0. 8. 





MORE REVELATIONS. 


Or the many new War books published to-day up to the 
time of going to press there is one*which, on account of the 
inside knowledge and the vigorous style of the author, will 
_ appeal alike to those who study war and to those who pay 
for it. 

Commentaries, 1914-1918, is the work of that war- 
hardened veteran, General Le Bukkin, and, although his 
book pretends to be little more than a digest of letters and 
memoranda addressed by him to the War Office, yet its 
five hundred closely printed pages glow with sensation as 
the General wields his pen in deadly cut and thrust against 
the “ utter incompetence and imbecile frivolity of those who 
brought the Empire to the brink of disaster.” 

In a preface General Le Bukkin relates how, in August, 
1914, he was rusticating at his country seat, and thus it 
was not until he came to London on the occasion of an 
Old Comrades’ Dinner on Inkerman Day that he was aware 
that hostilities had broken out. The War Office had failed 
to notify him. With characteristic energy be went straight 
to his Club and wrote a letter not only to The Times, but 


Le Bukkin never looked back. Until the cessation of 
hostilities he acted continuously as an unofficial adviser to 
the War Office. 

The opening chapters of his Commentaries are devoted 
to criticisms of the equipment of our troops in 1914. Most | 
of this is in a highly technical vein, but even the average | 

| 
] 
| 





man will appreciate the seriousness of the author's con- 
demnation of our service rifle, which “ not only fired a smaller 
ball, but was also several inches shorter, than the Brown 
Bess.” 

General Le Bukkin contends that the War Office never | 
had a fixed policy. When in difficulties they disregarded | 
expert advice and embraced any idea so long as it was 
newfangled. He instances how in 1915, when the wili- | 
tary situation was far from satisfactory, “the War Office | 
chose this moment to swap horses in mid-stream. They | 
hurriedly decided to change the colour of the riband of the 
Long Service Medal on the ground that it was the same | 
colour as that of the V.C.” 

Receiving little encouragement and less thanks, General | 
Le Bukkin still lavished upon the War Office all manner of | 
mature advice, from details of precantions to be taken when 
firing red-hot shell to a nicely reasoned treatise on the 
advantages of carrying the feed-bag on the off-side, In 
his lengthy chapters on the tank the General displays his 
indomitable courage. In a country where there is scarcely 
a family which does not number a tank-inventor among its 
members he has the hardihood to state, coldly and em- 
phatically, that the tank was a costly failure. He claims 
| that trained elephants, of which we had an inexhaustible 
supply in India, capable of living on the country in France, | 
would have served our purpose better. In the chapter 
‘Elephant Mastership and Stable Vices’’ he elaborates | 
his assertion and concludes with a breathless description | 
of the moral effect of elephants in action during the Second | 
Sikh War. ‘As the rising sun gilded the minarets of the | 
doomed city, ’s elephants, extended to two elephants’ | 
length, the outer flanks dressing on the centre guide, the 
centre guide covering the troop leader at a distance of two | 
elephants’ lengths, trunk to croup, and the led elephant | 
with the mess stores in the serre-file rank, went forward | 
with irresistible momentum, to the sound of the charge and | 
the beating of drums.” 

During the critical days of 1918 the task of General Le | 
Bukkin would have daunted a lesser man. He was now 10 | 
daily touch with the War Office by post, and although, | 
as our star grew brighter, it became very doubtful if we | 
should lose the War after all, yet he never slackened his 
efforts. Indeed it is in July of that year that we see him 
at his best: “The politicians, who had ever ignored or | 
ridiculed the experts, now, like mischievous boys, com- | 
menced to undermine the moral of the army .. . Flushed | 
by the capture of thousands of prisoners and an immense 
quantity of material, they thought fit to tamper with the | 
sacred traditions of the British Army. They abolished the | 
left-hand salute.” 

This book draws a picture of a very depressing state of | 
affairs, but we must of course defer judgment until the War | 
Office issues a reply. 

This, if it happens, will be a novel experience for the 
General. | 














“GRAMOPHONE, h'less cabinet, bgn., 12gns.”— Daily Payer. 
Most suitable for one of the new rich. 
A patriot fiddler-composer of Luton 
Wrote a funeral march which he played with the 
mute on, 
To record, as he said, that.a Jewish-Swiss-Teuton 











to the authorities.at Whitehall. From this moment General 


Had partially scrapped the Principia of Newton. 
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Chatty Old Gentleman, “Tuat’s A PRETTY GOOD DOG FOR KEEPING AWAY THIEVES FROM YOUR BARROW, I SHOULD THINK.” 
Coster. “On, 'E'’S A GOOD ’UN AT TIMES ALL RIGHT, BUT 'E DON'T ALWAYS CHOOSE 


THE RIGHT TIME,” 














A FRESH-AIR FIEND. 


Ir has been noted on many occasions, 

I believe, that the virtues of a first wife 
| grow in proportion to the shortcomings 
| of the second. In other words, that it 
is only human nature to make the best 
| of things as they were. 
As far as matrimony is concerned I 
| hasten to add that I can claim no first- 
| hand experience, but I am certain this 
| principle applies to our memories of the 
| great War. 

Looking back, no one can fail to 
observe that there were many things 
peculiar to those times which were 
infinitely preferable to our present state 
of—peace, shall we call it? since there 
are now only twenty-three wars out- 
standing. Reluctantly I am forced to 
the conclusion that the War, as a war, 
had many good points. Indeed, when 
one comes to think of it, bar the noise 
and the practical certainty of death, 
there was very little wrong with it. 
Flat on one’s tummy, for instance, one 
had no time for gloomy retrospection 
over a mis-spent youth, nor did the 
vista of a speculative future appal one. 
One lived furiously in the present, and 
the less likelihood there seemed to be of 





remaining alive the more intense was 
the desire to avoid extinction. Then 
there was whisky in the Mess; there 
was always the chance of going out to 
rest some day; there was the delight of 
seeing the A.M.L.O. again; but far, far 
above all these considerations was the 
joy, the unutterable joy to be found in 
the freedom to indulge, unquestioned 
and uncensured by the demon Hygiene, 
in a genuine whole-hearted “fug.” Ob, 
all ye demobilised, have I not touched a 
chord there? What would you not give 
for a batman, a brazier, a thirty-foot 
dug-out and a seething, simmering 
satisfying tobacco-laden “ fug"—just 
for once? 

Possibly you may recall having lately 
passed a man in the streets nodding and 
smiling to himself as if obsessed by the 
thought of some special good fortune, 
and possibly also you have put him 
down as one of the lucky ones who 
bought “Shells” at three-and-a-half, 
But you were wrong. It was I, fatuous 
with the anticipation of winter coming 
on and the “fug’’ I would get up just 
once, for old times’ sake. Though they 
never knew it at home, preparations had 
been going on for some time. I had 
hoarded cdal, building up sly nests of it 
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in odd places. I had saved chunks of 
wood on the plea of taking up fret-work 
on dulldays. Onechilly November day, I 
promised myself, I would invite a crony 
who would appreciate my humour and 
together we would revel once again in 
an overheated atmospbere, fill the place 
with the indescribable scents of the 
oldest pipes and the fume of “ Ruby 
Queens ” (of which I still have a store), 
and then hold forth about the dear old 
War. 

I could not hope, of course, to get my 
old batman, the taciturn Mr. Br wn, 
to come and cook me slabs of ration 
beef (carefully scraped) and serve me up 
the good old tinned apricots and demi- 
custard (to be eaten with the aid of the 
company fork and a piece of blanket- 
encrusted bread). Those days are gone 
irrevocably ; but the atmosphere—that 
at least could be re-created. Then we 
would drink whisky out of my alu- 
minium mug and praise God and the 
great War. 

But the “fug” has failed. Just as my 
preparations were nearing completion 
and the necessary invitation had been 1s- 
sued an unlooked-for calamity occurred. 
A fresh-air fiend came to stay with us. 
She came disguised as a female. Toa 
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weakness and he would understand ; at 
most he would but smile a pitying smile 


would only regard you as the kind o 
person to whom a hot bath is a luxury. 
I have succumbed. Just as many 


blast from the open window of a railway 
carriage, so do I respond to the eterna! 
remark, “Don’t you find it stuffy in 
thisroom?” I said I had succumbed 
| Nay, pressing my breast against the 
| thorn, I encourage her to further e: 

| cesses rather than face the implication, 
the stigmaof being an habitual frowste1 
Oh, my home, my home, my little grey 
home, it is not the thing I was wont to 
picture when we sang “It’s a long 
long trail awinding”’ in the Mess on 
|guest-nights. Breakfast is no longer a 
meal, it is a scramble lest the food 
should be blown off one’s fork, Chill 
| blasts sweep through the room whilst 
the fresh-air fiend sits and smiles and 
| Says, “Oh, isn’t there a 
| breeze?” We might as well soll out 
| windows for all the use they are. Gri 

| waves rush up the sides of my porridy: 
| bowl; the jam wrinkles like a sand 
| dune, and one has only to put knife t 
the egg for the top to be swept off by 
the force of the gusts. 

Blast or hurricane disturbs not thi 
fresh-air fiend ; her smile grows broade 
; and more fatuous as the breeze freshens 
jand the poached eggs flitter off the 
| plates. On the very day which I had 
| set apart for the indulgence in my 
harmless little vice I came home and 
found her trying to relight the fire. 

“I can’t think what is the matte: 
with it,” she said idiotically; “it went 
| out all of a sudden.”’ . 
| Of course I knew that it had be 
| blown out, but I hadn't the courage t 
tell her; I just mumbled, “ How extra 
ordinary! Are you sure you | 
and went to rescue my typewriter from | 








Re } 
deightiul 


+ i+ 9 
Lb 1U: 


helplessly. 


carrying out my intention had been | 
abandoned. Upstairs I found a woman, | 
blue as any woad-stained warrior of 
ancient Britain, and she turned out| 
to be my wife enjoyin 


g the fresh air. 


The nurse and I battled our way down 
the passage just in time to rescue the| 
child from being squeezed to death by |} 


the forcible closing up of the Treasure | 
Cot, In the bedroom the gas fire was 

urning, but it gave out no heat, and | 
could see that the thing was frozen 
stiff. Really, if the fresh-air fiend had 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


I don’t know if I should have survived | 





nthe 


PUNCH, 


mere man one could explain one’s little | 


| 


of tolerance; but a woman—no. She| 


sople would rather die of pneumonia | 
than admit that they mind the bitter | 





the wall, where it had been fluttering | * 
ja certain extent I 


By this time, of course, all idea of | a, 


| 
ij! 


not blown herself up with the geyser Lieutenant A 


another week of her. The explosion | Two Pops with but a single kiss. 
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FEAR. Mr. Ho Sinc Hi Himserr. 


Disausr. 


2 





~~ 


>> 


—“; MSnvh> Seon 


REVENGI 


MR. HO SING HI, THE FAMOUS CHINESE CINEMA ACTOR. 


SOME CHARACTERISTIC EXPRESSIONS. 








: tarrific 
was terrinc. 


place, but it was worth it. 


is still unsatisfied. 


ind craving 

ium therefore advertising 

‘Demobilised Officer requires week- 
end in deep dug-out with good brazier. 


Bring own fuel if required. Companion- 


ship with experience | ex-Platoon-Com- 


mander not objected to, etc., etc. : 
I am not a frowster—please believe 
| that—and I have the greatest respect 


for the p inciples of Hygiene; but for 
old memory’s sake I do love an occa- 
sional “ fug.” L. 





“FORTHCOMING MARRIAGE. 
Popkess and Miss G. L. 


Popkiss.”—African World. 








Indeed it was a dreadful 
t, geysers being so hard to re- 





“ Pretty compliments which have been paid, 
to-day, to Plymouth’s first woman Parlia 
mentary candidate include ; 

Sir Henry Jones (Professor of Moral Philo 


The fresh-air fiend has gone, but to}s phy): ‘She is a most unselfish woman, and 
her influence remains |cleverer than three men in the 
[ | Commons.” 


House of 
Daily Chromiele. 


as follows :— | Which three ? 


“DAY SHIRTS. 
8/104 each. 
3 for 36 Postage 6d. 
The Greatest Bargain ever offered.” 
Advt, in Evening Paper. 
Nevertheless we shall buy ours one at 
a time. 
“ComrortTabLe Home for respectable mar- 
ried couple.—Address, Box 69. 
“ RespecraBLe CourpLe Seek comfortable 
Home,—State particulars to Box 98."’ 
Provincial Paper. 
We understand that for a trifling com- 
mission the advertisement manager 1s 
prepared to introduce Box 69 to Box 98. 
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THE WOOL-GATHERER. 


Appleyard has returned from Arch- 
angel a changed man. He went as 
a careless adventurer, popalat, light- 
hearted and happy-go-lucky; he now 
pores over commercial papers and is 
afraid of postmen. It is not that he 
has in any way compromised himself 
with the Government or anybody else 
in North Russia. It is his popularity 
that has been his undoing. 

During the recent War in France the 





Archangel was warming up nicely 
when Appleyard landed, By the time 
he had reached the Front and his first 
mail found him, the mosquitoes were in 
song and the troops in shorts. Apple- 
yard had his mufflers unpacked and 
piled ina dump. He then summoned 
the village headman and ordered him 
sternly to parade every living soul who 
had a neck, The wondering peasants, 
moujik, barishna and malinkt (which 
in Appleyard’s Russian meant man, 
woman and child) were filed past the 





peasants only smiled and offered Apple- 
yard tea when he tried it. But mufflers 
persisted in arriving, not regularly but, 
all the more dreadfully, in intermittent 
accumulations. Crates of them ad- 
dressed to Appleyard congested the 
transport routes. Barges burdened 
with them littered the sandbanks. Hig 
name stank in the nostrils of railway 
and river transport officers. He was 
reported on as one of the difficulties of 
the campaign, like the language, the 
sand-bar at Gunner’s Bridge and the 





| manhood of England were 
knitted at impartially. The 
trenches were full of worsted 
things. No one but platoon 
commanders and men of 
| their kidney appreciated the 
| seriousness of the situation. 
| Let it suffice now to say 
that the War ended none too 
; goon, 

The moment the Armis- 
| tice was signed the women 
of England studied the news- 
| papers to discover who were 
likely to be cold next, 

Then Appleyard men- 
tioned to his people that he 
was going to Archangel in 
May. Instantly as the news 
flashed from his people to 
his people’s people, and 
their people and so on, 
countless knitting - needles 
fickered into activity again, 
refreshed by their brief qui- 
escence. Appleyard was the 
excuse—poor little Apple- 
yard, with only one neck! 
Aunts, cousins, friends, ac- 
quaintances by encounter 
and by hearsay, Mitten 
| Committees, Sock Societies, 
Cardigan Clubs baulked by 
the Armistice, Jumper Sis- 
terhoods in training—all 
devoted time and wool to 
Appleyard. The majority 
made him mufflers. Per- 











Rude Boy. *‘ Botsuey!"’ 


Bolsheviks. 

Only the withdrawal 
saved him, if he is saved. 
Coming down the Dvina to 
embark for home, he was 





met by a cheerful ass, who 
announced, as who should | 
utter good tidings, “ There's 
a Whacking big mail for you, 
old boy—several parcels,” 
A new strange look settled | 
on Appleyard’s face, his | 
hands worked spasmodi- | 
cally, but he said quite | 
calmly, “Oh, where?” 

“ In the sheds at the Sab- 
ornia Quay,” was the heart- 
less reply. 

That night Appleyard fell, 
not physically, but morally, | 
He whose every action | 
would hitherto challenge | 
the publicity of daylight | 
crept forth under cover of 
darkness, slunk past the 
sentries and wormed him- 
self through therailings into 
the warehouses. ‘There, by 
the aid of an electric torch | 
and a tin-opener, he re- | 
moved from every bale and 
erate of mufflers the label 
bearing his name and ad- | 
dress. 

He will never know peace | 
again. In the warmth and | 
security of home, amidst 
the fatuous conviviality of | 








haps they are easy, perhaps 
more of them than of any other knitted 
article can be produced in a given time. 
Appleyard couldn't or wouldn't de- 
cline to accept these gifts, nor could 
he include them all in his kit; for his 
departure coincided with the intensest 
period of the shipping shortage. His 
devoted mother diverted the torrent of 
wool to Mr. Cox’s muffler department 
(a necessary innovation of the late War) 
and Mr. box arranged to despatch 
weekly consignments to North Russia. 
Appleyard had glanced at a map of 
Kurope, and, having an eye for country, 
it seemed to him that there was more 
tape in Russia than in England for 





unpacking. 





dump, and each invested with a muffler 
by Appleyard’s Slavo-British bat-boy. 
Acting faithfully on his orders, this lad 
informed each recipient that the British 
troops had been trained from infancy 
in the belief that among Slavs none but 
the most incarnadined of the Reds ever 
appeared publicly with nude necks. 

From that day those villagers were 
inseparable from their mufflers. By 
July the weather was tropical, but 
whatever they might discard these 
miserable people kept the clinging, 
tickling, stifling products of the infam- 
ous Appleyard’s popularity. 

At other and more sophisticated vil- 
lages this ramp was no good. The 











his clubmates, Appleyard is | 
haunted. What will happen, he won- 
ders, when that enormous store of 
worsted goods is found with no out- 
ward sign of ownership? Will the 
packages, opened at length by the 
Russian authorities, disclose some trait- 
orous direction which will set them 
ponderously moving on his trail again? 
Or, lacking this clue, will the flood of 
raw material thus suddenly released 
dislocate and convulse the worsted 
markets of the world ? 





Commercial Candour. 
‘CONTRACTORS TO THE WAR OFFICE. 
Jobbing a Specialty.” 

Advt. in Local Paper. 
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| THE REPRISAL. & | bdsdityt aR 

| w |, I pressep the trigger and shot ~ | eH np. t ine Bi) I eee 

it through the head. A second lat AN Ta tlt }) y +4 | 

and I should have been a dead man. i 

The spea ker was Crockston, new] 

] returned alter seven years’ absence 

mostly in the wilder parts of Sout! 

America. “It” was a panther o1 

| puma, or maybe a squirrel or a meer 

for this was the tenth story of the kind 
and I had ceased to follow them 

closely. hen he added 
“ You p ople who _ in civilised 
g i countries, within eall « v poli man 


don't know what life 

It was the fourth time that he had 
imade that same remark, and it mad 
dened me. For a moment indee I 
found myself Wishing fiercely that he 
had pressed his trigger a second late 
Then an idea came to mi and | er a 
the room and opened the ca nent, 

My flat overlooks Kensington Gar 
dens, and on the cold damp air ol 
autumn evening was borne the mourt 
fulery,** All out! All out! 

“What's that?” asked Crockst 

“Tt's the keepers clearing the Gat 
at dusk,” | answered. [ never hea 
it without thinking of poor binne 

“4 Who's poor Dinney ‘4 

I closed the win low at at 
again before the fire. 

“T forgot you wouldn't know,” I 
said. “You remember that thi 
of 1917-18 was extraordinarily seve 
But no, you wouldn't remember that 
either, of course. Well, it wa | 
gales at the beginning of January wei 
terrific (Quantities of sea-birds 
reluge inland, and they swarmed beside 





| the Serpentine as never before. A poor 
enough refuge, for it soon became a 
sheet of ice. Yet the culls reinained 
too much alarmed by the gales to 1 
turn to the sea-shore \t first 

3 | people nade sporadic attempts to fe 






















I | 
th, a : ' 
them. But this soon ceased; food THE SPIRIT OF THE TIMES. 
‘ > as : 
00 Scarce and the birds too pl ful j { “Wy DEAR, AND WHAT SORT OF SWEETIES WOULD YOU LIKI 
, : 
and every day the gulls became wilde r ly), “OR, PLEASE, THE sont THAT MUMMY DOESN'T LIKE, | 
oy There was & man named Binney = =————— = ——= = 
Who had the flat over this, a « 1 | , { , and his herring into the] was found bu keleton,. a buneh 
little creature of eccentric appearance | 1 lok all , } f starving sea-| keys, a pair of boots and a collar with 
and tmuserly habits. Food ra ning |b i but if is easy to be wise aiter; dicky attached 
did hin badly, because for yea 3 he hadi the event. | Crockston left soon after, no did he 
made it a practice never te go tothel “Ey thie lH migh ve been well| tell me any more stories of adventure 
; Same shop twice, thinking in mel with Ini vad he abandoned his herring | During the War I was strongly against 
| Vague way that this tended to economy. |at once and fled But the instinet of | rep sales. but 1 doubt now 14-1 was 
| “One day Binney had been out in} pa nv was too and heclung|right. It is certain that they act as a 
| Search of food. Not very success! lly. | to it like grim th—an ominous sin | powerful deter: nt. 
| for he was returning a s Kensing-|ile! Yes, they had him down just at | — 
fon Gardens towards elo en ig tin with |the top of the rise. A dozen of those) « Detoctive-Inspect poke, He had a 
bean Hing more appetising than a rat er | cruel beaks penectrat dope ns por tg = which carried a considerable distance 
| high herring in a piece of newspaper. | Ile cried out once and once only, for|t 1 cultivated the habit of speakiog 
a | -. j ' é «= ) me lips i vet with astounding 
H took the path which leads by|help. But the keepers were )ust clos- | wit! t M and ye ud 
haw , - ; - ; , 
Peter Pan's statue. Looking back, it|ing the Gardens, ana it was mistaken 
: , J ; lenge lie mol ? 
t| for “ All out!” Next morning nothing Does s eaiee 1 Yard know of this tric 


seems a mad thing to have done, fo 


sores ree ete tne one ny | em nr ane od 
AT lt A AON TE an NNT A nb APRON SNe tn!” Pao evra NaN = 
eruneal M4 wpe tants 8b 
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BENCH-WARFARE. 


A rracment of forensic frightfulness, 
illustrating some effects of the War on 
the relations between Bench and Bar, 
and demonstrating bow counsel, the 
suspicious rivals of other days, have 
in the approved style learnt to com- 
bine in alliance against the common 
judicial foe. 

Bar Councm, Inrenuicence Sum- 
MARY, 1.2.21. 
Map reference: Strand, 1/ £1 3s. 6d. 


Situation. 

The enemy was very active this morn- 
ing in the DivistoNaLcourt sector, their 
Leavy Authoritiescarrying out a search- 
ing shoot from 11.29 to 11.43. During 
the day also several bombshells fell 
into our front bench with violent re- 
ports. Three of our arguments were 
exploded in rapid succession. 


About 15.21 a barrage of cachinna- 
tory joke-shells was put down from the 


'centre of the enemy's position, our 
| troops complaining that their eyes 


were full of tears and their sides ached 


| for some hours afterwards. 


Harassing fire of High Explosive 
interruptions went on intermittently 


| throughout the day. 


The actual damage done was slight, 


| but the moral of counsel occupying this 
| sector is stated to have been severely 





shaken, 

The enemy's moral has correspond- 
ingly increased, and for the rest of the 
day any mouth that opened from our 
benches was promptly silenced by a 
concentration of ire. 


Casualties, 
Our casualties were as follows :— 

One leader blown out of court. 

One leader lost his clients. 

One leader evacuated to the A.B.C. 
to be treated. 

Two juniors severely wounded in 
the feelings. 

Four juniors reported as having lost 
their cases and eight their heads. 

One usher rendered speechless 
(N.Y.D. gas). 


(It is worthy of note that an Associate, 
who was lying out in No Man’s Land 
throughout the day, under cover of 
the enemy's parapet, sustained no- 
thing worse than slight yell-shock,) 


Patrols. 

A patrol, consisting of one junior and 
four clerks with a Lewis and Lewis 
gun, left our benches at 16.20 yester- 
day and carefully reconnoitred the 
enemy front line. 


The position was found to be unoccu- 


pied. A plaid rug was brought away, 
but has afforded no clue for the pur- 
poses of identification. 
Artillery. 
Our Artillery carried out pre-arranged 
shoots as follows :— 

One Heavy Law Officer shelled the 
village of DivistonaLcourT with 
F.E. from 10.30 to 10,304. 

Four High Loquacity K.C.’s were 
detailed specially to direct fire 
upon the enemy's support - line, 
book-dumps, ete. 

Sixteen counsel of all calibres fired 
short bursts of application fire 
twice during the day, apparently 
in order to obtain more practice. 

The Luncureon Counter - Battery 
group was unable to function 
throughout the afternoon. 


Enemy Movement. 

An enemy was seen to be struck by 
a fragment of an Idea at about 13.25 and 
fell instantaneously. He was plainly 
visible at 13.27, being helped by two 
others down Jupaes’ C.T., proceeding 
in the direction of LUNCHEON. 

All three had abandoned their equip- 
ment, 

An F.O.0O., observing from Pusric 
Gatuery O.P., reports that a head was 
visible on the extreme right of the 
enemy's sector from about 14.15 to 
14.27, vanishing suddenly at the latter 
hour. Shortly afterwards snores were 
heard. 

A mine of information on the left of 
the enemy's position exploded at 11.37 
and blazed for several minutes, The 
heat was terrific. 

A shorthanc- vriter is reported miss- 
ing (believed grilled). 


News from other Fronts. 

It is officially announced that Srix 
was yesterday taken by an advanced 
detachment of the Chancery Division. 
The booty is likely to be very great. 
Over five hundred conveyances of all 
kinds have already been counted, The 
Soniciror-GENERAL has telegraphed 
congratulations to the successful troops, 
remarking that there is no Division the 
members of which understand more 
clearly that Deeds are more protitable 
than Words. 


In the Lincoln's Inn Field. 1.2.21. 








The Problem of Mesopotamia. 
“The Kurds alone are an almost insoluble 
problem.”—-Times. 
But have they ever been treated in the 
proper whey ? 





* FREEDOM OF BATH FOR PRIME 
MINISTER.” —Times. 








Won't the Lorp Cuance.rorbe jealous? 





AN 


a 


THE NILGIRIS. 
(Respectfully dedicated to Mr. Punch’s 
Simla Bard.) 
Tue winds that blow from Simla 
No summons southward bring, 
Nor envy we the melody 
Your Simla minstrels sing ; 
Each to his own as fancy please— 
But we would not exchange 
Our own Blue Hills, our Nilgiris, 
For all your Simla range. 
Back in the early ages, 
When life was new and gay, 
A laughing god with magic rod 





Sported an idle day ; 
He took the heartening Channel breeze, | 
The Scillies’ vault of blue, 
And on our hills, our Nilgiris, 

He stablishéd the two. 


Smiling, he cast about him 
And bent to his decree 

Moons that beguile the wandering Nile 
And suns of Sicily ; 

And then, that homesick hearts in pain 
Might comfort find and cheer, 

He bade the North Sea mist and rain 
Keep certain season here. 


He chose the crags of Snowdon, 
The rolling Lothian laws, 

And planted these with English trees, 
With Scottish whins and haws; 

He tricked them out with beck and 

burn 

That happy holiday, 

Then kissed each new-:ade toy in turn 
And, winging, went his way. 


Ab! hills of happy hunting, 
In frolic wrought and love, 
How oft since then have suffering men 
Sought comfort from above; 
In sadness, solitude and ill 
These healing ways are trod, 
Where in the spirit lingers still 
That gay and kindly god. 


Across the dreaming hilltops 

The dallying seasons creep, 
And day with day they herd away 

As shepherds herd their sheep ; 
A lotus-land of afternoon, 

Of solace and release, 








Where day to day and moon to moon | 
And year to year is peace. 
The whin and fir of Ooty, . 
The rose of Kadanad, 
The Druid branch of Avalanche 
Are Heaven's own accolade; 
He that. hath eyes and with them sees, 
Who knoweth his desire, 
His own Blue Hills, the Nilgiris, 
Shall hold his heart entire. 
The Housing Problem. 
“SIDE-caR, coach-built ; roomy ; new Palmer 
tyre; back entrance. Ground rent £4 4s. In 
good Southampton.”—Local Paper. 
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The Seven Pound Tenner 
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Unele George (the mulli-millionaire, excited, like the rest of u 
winds). *‘Hm's a coop ‘un! H's a cir o' THe OLD BLOCK! 
It ‘LL BR READY FOR HIM WHEN 1k 'S TWENTY-ONE, EVEN IF I'VE 


THE IRRELEVANT AD. 
(With acknowledgments to a well-known 
jirm of Tarlors,) 


OrriMIsM AND BANANAS, 


Tus diversions of democratic dis- 
turbances have dimmed our perspective. 
Though Armageddon is relegated to the 
past, pessimism is prevalent. Our men 
tality has become unhinged, 

Let us turn our minds to better and 
brighter things. Let us discuss the new 
dances, the campaigns of Pussyfoot, 
the costumes of Cocwran's choruses, 
We must not abandon hope, 

Piccadilly is permanently priceless ; 
Bond Street is full of beans, and the 
Strand is not wholly devoid of bananas. 

We still bave our leaders, both par- 
liamentary and journalistic; the per- 
spicacity of parliamentarians and the 
power of the Press have not yot failed 
us, despite the demands of Labour. 

Imbour must not forget ita place. 
Unless we wish to breed Bolshevism 

| we must all recognise and respect our 
leaders, That will teach o‘hers to obey 
us. Those who resyr ' ~ommand com- 
| mand respect. 

by the way, | rr 


—- 


heard of 


* Malted Meringues,” the new breakfast 





, about the new baby, lu 
L'Lt, BUY AN OPTION ON 


appetiser? Try it in your bath. 


Houses AND Husstes. 

Mrs. Grundy was killed in the War. 
Her obituary notices appear on every 
dance programme, Joy and jazz 
omnipresent, The relations of modern 
man and maid are unfettered, This is 
the age of Youth. 

The engagements of war have been 
superseded by the engagements of peace. 
The Springtime of Reconstruction has 
turned the young man’s fancy into 
amorous channels, 

Chercher la femme is exhilarating, 
but post-martial and pre-marital re 
flections are disturbing. The cost of 
living has to be considered. The hous- 
ing problem has to be solved. 

And what of the old man? 

Certain pessimistic patriarchs still 
claim to with Mra, 
Grundy, whilst other optimistic octo- 
genarians find wisdom in wine and 
acidity in the aftermath, 

Chacun a son gout, 

If your house is overrun by mice or 
the catch of your spare bedroom win 
dow is broken, take bome a bottle of 


are 


communicate 


s grand-nephew, and throwing prudence to 
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live 

A BIX-CYLINDER TWO-SEATER TO-DAY BO TILAT 

IN BRAZIL AND ALL MY OIL BITAT 
Wispom in A Nursnenn. 

There are three kinds of writers 
those who write for a hobby, those who 
write to earn a living and those who 
earn a living by writing. 

Obstinacy has many definitions, In 
youth it is called refractoriness; in 
middle-age, resolution; and in old age, 
cussedness, 

Those who are impervious 
deserve it, 

The omptiest vessel makes tho most 
sound, but the full fountain-pen makes 
the biggest blots, 

Incidentally the easiest and quickest 
method of removing pimples from the 
face is by means of the “Sickle” Safety 
Razor. 


to praise 


Our Modest Clergy. 
vom a echureh notice: 


“ Noy, 28. ‘The Man England Needs,’ Tit 
VIcan, 

Nov. 80. ‘The Man of the Moment,’ Tur 
Vican.”—DParish Magazine. 

“The entire population of Kamloop B.C, 


in the ah vlow of an apple trea on & rneey 

bank of the clear water of tho ‘Thompson 

River, heartily cheerod the Prince of Wales.” 
Provincial Paper. 





our “ Elixir of Elysium,” 


“Some” apple tree! 
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THE SERVANT PROBLEM. 


ARK CHANGED, AND MY SERVANTS EXPECT 





G Mornen OF Panuiaments, “OF COURSE TIMES 
GREATER FREEDOM: BUT I MUST REALLY ASK YOU, DAVID, TO BE HERE TO ANSWER 
HE BELL ONE DAY A WERK.” 


Davin. i VERY WELLE, MADAM. IF YO! IN sIST [ WILT ARRANGE TO MAKE THI RSDAY 


| MY ‘AT HOME*' DAY.” 


Aen, 
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answer Questions. This handsome c 


| cession failed to satisfy Sir F. Banpury, 
| who wanted to know whether he would 
lever “take his place as an ordinary 


|Prime Minister.” As if Mr. Lioyp 


Groner could be an ordinary IP 


Minister! That notable stylist, M1 
Hoaar, grunted out that the Primi 
\Muister’s excuses were “all hum 
bug,” and was sharply rebuked by the 


| Speaker, who still entertains old-fa 
ioned ideas about the decencie 
debate. 

| A rather cryptic sentence in t 


Prime lan s ” Guildhall speech 


expressing the hope that the Pow: 
would soon be able to organise pe 
‘among the warring sections in Ru 


was translated by Mr. BorromMiry in 


an intention to open negotiations w 


the Bolshevist leaders. Mr. THoma 


thereupon jumped to the conclu 
that the Government had decided 


adopt the policy of the Juabour Party 


jand asked why they had not said 
during last week's debate. M 

Law was evi panty in some doubt 

to what his right hon. friend did me 
| but was confident that it was not wh 
jthe Labour Party meant. Mem}! 


L , ‘ } | ; 
took such comfort as they could fi 


his assurance that the olive- brane 


| would not be tendered to LeNIN ar 
| Trorsky without the House being 1 
consulted 


Desiring to chee the growing tend 


jency of Ministers to promise that such 


}andsuchathine shall bedone “short! 
Capt. Terrent, who is happily st 
young enough to remember his chil 
| &xperiences, inquired whether 
| meant ‘This year, next year, me 
|time, or never.” But Sir A. G. Bo 


| CAWEN is too old a Parliamentary hat 
| to be ¢ aught with such juvenile chia 


“Shortly, he said, “means ‘ within 


reasonable period, 


Good progress was made with t! 
Industri al Courts Bill. An attempt by 


Sir F. Bannury to limit the cost 
| admi unistratic n to ten thousar a poun 
| Was defeated by Sir Roperr Hor 
who pointed out the impossibilit 
framing a definite estimate until 
knew the extent to which the Co 
Would be resorted to. Mr. CLYN! 
suggestion that, in order to remove t 
controversy regarding the measure 
Trade Union ¢ ¥j 


alter Lord R. C ECIL (recollecting a ca 


fore Sor OMON, J.) had declared tliat | 
such an operation would give the Bill | 


its death-b low. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. ration,in thecourse| terms of the proposed Fre nch Lottery 


Monday, November 10th,—In future 
ithe Prime Minister will attend the 
| House of Commons on Thur sday 5 to 


Mr. Bonar 





he 


ircles, it should be di 
vided into two parts, was also rejected 


‘ 


had no leader, is} Loan, I should infer that the attitude 


. 


given great satis-|of the British iixchequer was accu- 
Donanp MacLean, who] ri ately depicted in last week's cartoon. 
iderable burden of| There was a distinet tly challenging note 


n lifted from his}in his remark that no Great Power had 
issued a State lottery loan in recent 





rit This being | years, though he believed that proposals 


° 13 \ “< . 
» of Commons | tor one had been “ made in Germany.” 


DY a small at- After a chequered debate the Agri- 
tting. It is} cultural Councils Bill secured a second 

it the absent|/reading. Inter alia, it is to di pel the 
lvancing the good monotony ol rural districts by pro- 


( 
of Nations else-|moting recreation, thus endot sing the 
late Lord Satispury's opinion, circa 


‘OMMITTEES seized | 1894, that what the country-folk re 


through some|quired was not Parish Councils but 
of the Standing | circuses. 

Several Members advocats d the es- 
tablishment of a separate department 
to deal with Fisheries, and Lieut. 
Commander Kenwortny expressed the 
h ype that before long there would be a 
system of aerial transport for the 
carriage of fish—on the principle, I sup 
pose, that the higher it goes the fresher 
1¢ will arrive. 

Despite the ree t vote of the House 
of Commons, the ~ahes sses are still to 
be kept outside Paradise. Their lord- 
| ships considered that the Commons had 





been poaching upon thei preserves, 
and they have notoriously little sym- 
vaathy with poachers, Desides, as the 
ORD CHANCELLCR pointed out, the 
louse as at present constituted is 
under sentence of death, and it would 
be an ill con pl ment to the ladies to 
jinvite them to share in its impending 
lissolution. So the Commons’ Amend 
l ment to the Sex { Removal of LD squalifi- 
}eations) Bill was unanim usly turned 


HICH HAS LATELY | down, 


1} 700 18 NOT We Ine sd aYy \ ember / th. \ Earl 


mm ONE OF THE) T{aia, escorted by Lords Derny and 


oe a BEING | SCARBOROUGH, mi rched up the floor to 
rR tA it ake the oath and his seat, the Peers, 


the passage of| stirred out-of their usual impassivity, 


ment Acts ofl 1888 | broke into loud cheers: and it was 


gress encour-| with manifest difficulty that the 
to hope that in} Lorp CHANCELLOR, remembering stren- 


House may find time|uous days with the Oxfordshire Yeo 


ished paragraph | manry in 1914, refrained from giving 
shment for dis-|him a military salute Lord Horns 
since 1902 has| another wearer of laurels won “in 
pestis | Flanders Fields, ’ was also welcom« ad. 


iced an unusual | Then their lordships settled down to 
informat n, e.g.,| di cuss the importation of live cattle 
| 


at war with|from Canada, Ra ely have they dis 
gy ured played suc! ees eee From 
wal : a MS- Lord C HAVLIN, the veteran Pro bion 


; no such thing}ist, to Lord Crewr, the ardent Free 
uw Offi * (Mr. Trader, all were agreed that these excel 
the rumour that|lent beasts should not be allowed to 


heen invited to | enter our markets save in the form of 


Hungary has not | beef : 
“ign Office. Like the gentleman in The Wearing 


ne in which the} of the Green, Capt. Weoawoop Brnn 


Treasury gave the | inquired, “ How's poor old Ireland, and 
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| how does she stand?” The position, 
| as elucidated by Mr. Bonar Law and 
| Mr. Harmsworrn, is that the Home 

Rule Act comes into force (unless previ- 
ously amended) when the Peace Treaty 

with Turkey is ratified, and that the 

Peace Treaty cannot even be presented 

to the Turk until America has decided 

whether she will take her share of the 
| white man’s burden in Armenia. As 
| America’s hesitation is believed to be 
largely due to the Hibernian element 
in her population it follows that the 
postponement of Ireland's hopes is 
chietly due to Irishmen. Will “ Presi- 
dent” De Vautera please make this 
clear as he stumps the States ? 

Barely had Mr. Bonar Law re- 
affirmed the Government’s determina- 
tion “to maintain the unity of the 
Air-Service”” than General Seeiy was 
explaining (from the Opposition Front 
Bench) that his retirement from the 
Under-Seeretaryship for Air was en- 
tirely due to the existence of “dual 
control.” Varying Sir Borie Rocue’s 
famous bull, he remarked that “a man 
cannot be in two places at once, even 

| if he is the Air-Minister.” To treat the 
Air Ministry as if it were a learner’s 
machine with two sets of “ joy-sticks ” 
| seemed to him to be both absurd and 
dangerous. Accordingly he had reached 
' for the parachute and made a voluntary 
landing in the wilderness. 

Thursday, November 13th.—An ar- 
gument freely used by those who have 
been clamouring for the attendance of 
the Prime Minister in the House of 
Commons was that it would restore the 
waning prestige of Parliament in the 
_ minds of the masses. From that point 

of view the first of Mr. Luoyp Grorar’s 
Thursday At Homes was hardly an 
unqualified success. 

Electricity was in the air from the 
start. In a less excited atmosphere 
the Curer Secretary for Ireland would 

_ probably have refrained from describing 
Mr. Jeremian MacveaGu as a Sinn 
Feiner; Mr. MacVeacu would not have 
retorted that Mr. Macrpuerson was 
“impertinent,” and the Speaker might 

| perhaps have taken the merciful view 
| that the word was used in its literary 
| and not in its vulgar (and unparlia- 
| mentary) significance. As things were, 

Mr. MacVraau, refusing to withdraw 

the expression, had to withdraw himself. 

Two-thirds of Question time had 
elapsed before we reached No, 45 ad- 

dressed to the Prime Minister. That, 
an vin, spon question about pre- 
mium bonds, was answered in the usual 
way. But the next dealt with Russia, 
and with this Mr. Lioyp Gerorcr 
answered the others—some fifteen in 
all—on the same subject. This was 
not at all to the taste of the inquisitors. 























OLD 


Winston Cuvurcuity. “So Lona, 
ReMEMBER ME TO No Man's Lanp.” 


Mr. 
THING! 


They wanted to put their victim on the 
rack of cross-examination after each 
individual Question. 

But their protests were in vain. The 
Prime Minister gaily proceeded to 
deliver what was in effect a long speech, 
telling everybody what they knew be 
fore, and practically nothing that was 
fresh. There was no reference to the 
Guildhall speech and its Prinkipoten- 


tialities; the nearest approach to it} 
being an announcement that the Peace | 


Conference would shortly discuss out- 
standing problems, including Russia. 
Some resentment was expressed by 
Members, who considered that their 
questions had been burked; but Major 
MALONE removed the tension by his 
plaintive appeal to the Prime Minister 
to answer an innocent question about 
housing, seeing that he was not “ the 


Russian MALone.”’ 
| 
| 
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The Volunteer Parachutist (General Serry) 
“ANYWAY, THERE’LL BE MORE ROOM DOWN 
THERE THAN IN THAT SINGLE-SEATER PUP.” 





an 


“MY LADY GREENSLEEVES.” 

“Sne.is good for two guineas at 
least,’ I said. “She may fetch three, 
She has beauty, therefore is a treasure, 
\and wit, and therefore is a power. In 
one word she is a certain winner,” 

“ Who?” said my liege lady from her 
bureau, turning her head somewhat 
sharply at the mention of my beauty, 

“ Who but ‘ My Lady Greensleeves,’” 
said I, who had been reading over my 
latest manuscript. “ ‘Greensleeves,’ my 
heart of gold.” 

“T thought I was that,” came the 
voice from the bureau. 


poor neither. She has her dower of 
golden guineas,” 

“If she sells for two guineas I may 
forgive your infatuation. If she sells 
| for three she will pay the coal bill.” 

(To understand the importance of 
such a manuscript the reader should 
know what poor folk we are, and how 
we live in the country on our wits— 
on my wits, I might say.) 

Please pasyme an envelope,’ I said. 
«Greensleeves ’ shall go to market this 
very night.” 

“One envelope ?”’ 

“Only one. No need to 
another in case of rejection. 
goes from us, all in her gown of grassy 
green, she will never come back. I 
dare say she will fetch five guineas.” 

“They may not have room for her, | 
or they may have someone else like 
her in stock.” 

“You have only to read her,” | cried, 
“to see how absurd you are.” | 

“T should not like her, I’m sure, | 
after the way you have praised her wit 
and beauty to my face.” 

“Only to your back.” 

“ T distrust this ‘Greensleeves. Take 
my advice and buy her a return ticket.” 

“Tt would be a pure waste of paper 
and a penny-halfpenny.”’ 

“Fe 8 de het a much as you say,” 
went on the voice from the bureau—it 
struck me as rather cold and calculating 
— surely you would spend three half- 
|pence to ensure her from ending her 
days in a waste-paper basket.’ 

And now I began to feel maddened 
by this lack of faith. 

“TI will bet you,” I cried, “a gown 
of green to a pound of tobacco that she 
never comes back.”’ 

“Now you are being absurd,” said 
my liege lady. “For how can she 
come back if you won't pay her return 
\fare?” 

“T will,” I shrieked, taunted beyond 
endurance. “Pass me two envelopes. 
Now will you take my bet?” 


9? 








“ But this is a lady of dreams, a poor } 
enough thing beside you; yet not so | 


enclose 
Once she | 
| 

} 





se ’ 20 
A gown of green: 
—— 
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AW... <ENING, 
THE SOCIETY FOR THE DISCOURAGEMENT OF STREET LOITERING APPOINTS LECTURERS TO GIVE 
EXHAUSTIVE DISCOURSES ON THE ORIGIN AND HISTORY OF ROAD-MAKING, 














| “Of a grassy green, complete with} On the morning of the third day, ; ' 

|sleeves, And [ will throw in a petti-|as I came into our breakfast-room, I RIVERS AND HORSES. 
| coat f ie { arbers ince ting ww hy saataa _ aS me ° . J 
of the best and garters fringed | noticed two things at a glance. First,| A river, mid the landseape’s glories, 


j } a” 1 ° . 
Fi pound tile a4 at ye ne. gos bay nite strangely Is held by some to be supreme ; 
“Ihave spoken Pass the envel pes.” in tl a g, c me t} ne Reg tl synese ae? xt wpb hoe os “a a7: 

| The bet was taken and I addressed | plate an envelope addressed to me ed Yy gpd eve wera tow acne 

| the envelopes—one to the editor, the! my own |} andwriting "Ri . 4 - Be ; wa ie 6 rig 

| other to myself, and I rammed “Green “8Qh ‘Gr aial eves!’ Leried. “Alas!| A 2 premade enable. oe sey 

| sleeves” into pstede Ps Seggesionen teepree og “" ieee fr a cried, “Alas + And raucous trippers in their launches 
pe pes along | my poor heart of gold, Pollute the silver water-way. 

with the other. | “A gown of the grassy green, com- : 

| “To market she goes,” I said, making | plete with sleeves,” said a voice which The horse of all the brute creation | 
| for the door. |came to me from over the coffee-cups Is welcomed as the noblest breed— 
“The post has gone,” said the prac- |—eold and calculating—*“a petticoat |The admirable incarnation 

tical voice from the bureau. lof the best. Also garters fringed with} Ofstrength and beauty, fire and speed; 


‘ “TI don’t care,” I retorted hotly. gold.” Yet, when at some renowned race- 
Murk as the night is, late the hour, I “ Wait,” I said. meeting 

shall never rest till:I have sent her| One ray of hope shot athwart the] His votaries en masse are seen, 

forth on the first stage of her journey to gloom which encompassed me. There} The scents of Araby plus Keating 

fetch me tobacco and to fetch me gold.” | is always the chance that the editor] Will scarce avail to keep him clean. 

And I walked half-a-mile through dark! makes use of the envelope for sending] __ 

rural Ways to our nearest pillar-box,| an acceptance and a cheque. I seized These facts may solve the strange 

singing ‘‘ Greensleeves” all the way. | a fish-knife and slashed at the envelope. , . 

“A certain winner,” I said, as I found| But there lay “Greensleeves” within. _ That, when this noble pair converge, | 

the pillar-box in the blackness of the| Hope dead, I dragged her forth and Each seems to bring his special stigma, | 

night. It was a Saturday night, the | threw her on to the fire. is And hippopota.al emerge ; 

post had gone and there was no collee- And as the flames leapt up to destroy To whom I gladly would deliver 

tion on Sunday; but I forgot that. | all her beauty and all her wit there feil Without the very least remorse 

Into the jaws of the box I flung “ Green- | from between the sheets of the manu- The crowds who desecrate the river, 

sleeves.” ? | script, as it were from my pretty one’s The mobs who vulgarise the horse. 
“*Greensleeves,’ now farewell,” I | green sleeves, another envelope. It 

cried; “and may you never come back lwas addressed “To the Editor,” and Marriage & la Mode. | 

me!” | bore a virgin stamp. I had posted “Two bridegrooms attended the bride.” 

* : ‘ “ i Greensleeves” to myself. Welsh Paper. 
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THE DOUBLE, 


Turner must be few minor agonies 
more disturbing than the presence of a 
constant suspicion, which no amount 
of investigation can ever confirm or 
disperse. 

And when a matter of eighty Brad- 
burys—or, I should ooy, eighty Fishers 
—is concerned, why, then... 

On the assumption that everyone 
now bets on horses, I have latterly 
opened all casual conversations in 
street and tram, office and bus, lift and 
cloak-room, with the remark, “I hope 
you backed Brigand?” and in ninety- 
nine cases out of a hundred the answer 
indicated that, although that most de- 
sirable proceeding was not indulged in, 
money had been invested on one or 
more of the Cambridgeshire runners. 

The honour of being the hundredth 
man fell to the old waiter at a certain 
chop- house. 

No, he said, he hadn't backed Brigand 
or anyone else. Because he didn’t hold 
with betting. A mug'’s game. He'd 
never had but one bet in his puff, and 
that was enough for him. Too much, 
in fact, for it had poisoned his life. 

“ Poisoned?” I repeated. 

“ Yes,” he said, “ poisoned. It was 
like this: I never took any interest in 
racing, except now and then to be 
barged into and very nearly knocked 
down by newspaper boys rushing about 
with the winner of the three-thirty, till 


| one day a customer here—a nice affable 


gent too—when the time came to pay 
hadn't a brown left for me, so he said, 


| ‘I can't give you any money, Robert, 


but L'll give you a tip of a better kind. 
To-morrow there's a double that’s a 
cert— Pneumonia and Knightsbridge.’ 
You know what a double is? Both 
horses have to win or you don’t get any- 
thing; but if both win you get a packet. 

“As I knew nothing about racing I 
went to a pal who was going to the 


| races and handed him a sovereign, for, 


‘If 1’m going to gamble,’ I said, ‘I'll 
do it proper, Put that on Pneumonia 
and Knightsbridge for the double,’ I 
said. ‘ hight-o,’ he said. ‘Don’t for- 
get,’ I said. ‘Right-o,’ he said, and 
then I went home to bed. 

“ But I couldn't sleep for thinking 
about those two horses. And all next 
day I was like a maniac. Every time 
I heard a paper-boy my heart turned 
right over. Atlunch I got all the orders 
wrong. I served mulligatawny instead 
of custard, and if I broke one plate I 
broke twenty. My hand was like a 
shuttle. And then at last I got a paper 
with the first of my races in it, and 
found that Pneumonia had won at 10 
tol. I could hardly stand up. 

“Half the double had come home, 





and all I had to do now was to win the 
other half and then I'd be a millionaire 
—a Sorny Joe, and Harry Lauper 
rolled into one, for that's what all that 
money would mean to me. 

“ Well, my second race wasn’t till 
late, and how I got through that after- 
noon I don't know. And then when I 
had bought a paper I didn’t dare to 
look at it. It cost me eighteenpence 
for brandy before I could bring my eyes 
to the print, and there, sure enough, 
Knightsbridge had won too, at 8 to 1. 
Just think of it, 10 to 1 and 8 to 1 
that was eighty pounds to me and my 
own quid back. No one knows what 
I felt like. I was just like a baby 
I laughed and cried both together. I 
thought of all the things I'd buy. I 
was mad with joy.” 

He stopped and gulped. 

“ And then in walks my pal and hands 
measovereign. ‘I’m really very sorry,’ 
says he, ‘ but I quite forgot to put it on 
for you.’ 

“ Well, I hope I'll never have another 
shock like that. In fact I couldn't 
stand another. Another would do me 
in. 

“*You forgot it?’ I said, when I 
came to. ‘Yes,’ he said, ‘I’m very 
sorry. I forgot it.’ 

“And to this day I don’t know 
whether he did or not. That's what 
I meant by poisoning life. Whenever 
I meet him 1 look him in the eye and 
wonder and wonder. ‘ Did you have 
eighty of the best off me, or didn’t you?’ 
I says to myself, staring at him X-ray 
like. But I shall never know. Is he 
my friend, or is he a wrong ’un? I 
shall never know. Isn't that poison- 


9, 


ing life?” 


DELECTABLE DISCOVERIES. 

RECENTLY returned from a “ hurried 
glimpse" of Cornwall, “C. K. 8.” has 
generously communicated to the readers 
of The Sphere his impressions of, and 
discoveries in, the Delectable Duchy. 
Many people, he tells us, have been 
disappointed in Land’s End, but he 
was “greatly impressed by it.” And 
no wonder, for while clambering down 
the rocks he saw “a perched block 
identified with the tour of Dr. Syntar, 
whose head, a very replica of one of 
Rawlinson’s caricatures, was marvel 
lously presented.’ It is good to know 
that these voyages of discovery are to 
be continued. ‘‘Some day,” he con- 
tinues, “when flying is as common as 
motoring is to-day I shall fly from 
Zennor to the Isles of Seilly, which I 
am told are even more enchanting, over 
that stretch of buried land, the ever- 
romantic Lyonnesse.”’ 

It needs but a slight effort of clair- 
voyance to forecast some of the finds 





-|condition and largely overgrown with 
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that are awaiting the advent of our 
modern Icarus on the shores of these 
wild and picturesque islands, famous 
for their luxuriant vegetation, early as- 
paragus and white rabbits. : 
The artistic gifts of Lord Rawson 
(no doubt the Rawninson referred to 
by “C.IX.S.") were already known to 
his friends, though his indulgence in the 
dangerous art of caricature had been 
hitherto kept a secret. There is, how- 
ever, good ground for believing that the 
studio in which some of his finest fres- 
coes—or Trescoes, as they are called in 
the Scilly dialect—were produced is still 
in existence, though in a dilapidated 


fuchsias, geraniums and gigantic wild 
gooseberries. 

Of even greater interest, however, is 
the ruin of the small marine pavilion 
on the Isle of Samson, where Dovaunas | 
Hata, the Ettrick shepherd, composed | 
his famous cycle of lyrics on the diseases | 
of sheep, and entertained, amongst other 
visitors, Sir Lewis Maurice, the soldier- | 
poet, the illustrious admirals Sir Nel- | 
son Keyes and Sir Roger Bacon, and | 
Archbishop French of Dublin, who 
was specially attracted to the Scilly | 
Islands by the opportunities which | 
they afforded him for the ornithological 
researches subsequently embodied in 
his classical work, French on Birds, 
Another welcome participant in these 
revels was Dr, Byng, alterwards re- 
nowned as the headmaster of U pping- 
ham, who was in the habit of accom- 
panying his tuneful host on a Birdwood 
cottage grand pianoforte, Other guests 
were David Beatty, the Scottish poet 
and philosopher, the subject of one of the 
most telling of Rawson's carica- 
tures, and Lord Plumerston, whose 
“ spirited foreign policy "’ is believed to 
have originated during a sojourn under 
Hara's hospitable roof. 

There are many other possibilities, 
but enough has been said to show what 
illuminating results may be confidently 
expected from the flight of so admir- 
ably equipped and scholarly an explorer 
as *C. K. 8," to the land of old Romance. 
He has shown us “ the real Cornwall"; 
it remains for him to complete our 
enlightenment by the revelation of the 
real Scilly Islands, 











The Evergreen Flapper. 

“No one does them better than Mr. J. J. 
Shannon, the president. His two portraits of 
young ladies, 62 and G64, are charmingly 
generic.”— Times. 


* An eminent writer upon scientific subjects 
has said that in a few thousand years no one 
will have any teeth. 

Babies will, we are told, be born without 
them.”— World's Pictorial News. 


This is nothing new. We ourselves 
were born like that. 
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| to pin our faith to statistics. 





Novemper 19, 1919.) 


—_— 


PUNCH, OR THE 





Indignant Maid (whose. 


ifure has he 


HERE! 


en disapproved of) 
NOT SINCE I'VE BEEN ; 





OUR HELPFUL HEALERS. 
(With grateful acknowledgments to “The Times" Medical 
Corresp mdent,) 
A Country Court Judge did well recently to call attention 
|to the new disease of “landlord's neurasthenia.” The 
| *¥mptoms are distressing, but fortunately there is no im- 
mediate danger of the malady assuming an epidemic form 
lt is far otherwise with the strange and perplexing com- 
plaint to which Sir Parry Gorwick has aptly given the 
nae of parciflumonia, the first “wave” of which, though 
subsiding, affords no guarantee against its recrudescence in 
an acuter form. Many persons who imagine that they 
| have only had a “chill” find afterwards that they cannot 
| Tecover their normal capacity for exconchation, and remain 
In a state bordering on phe lolia. There is more thana 
probability that they bave been really suffering from a 
slight attack of parciflumonia. 
| Che point is important, because unless it is grasped people 
| —- imagine that their nerves are giving way and that 
ney are Within a measurable distance of decano-ingitis. 
Patients who take a needlessly gloomy view of life would 
” well advised to recognise cause and ‘effect and go away 
or a long period to recuperate, preferably to Monte Carlo 
| or the Canary Islands. , 
iar tree that the indications to day seem to show that 
er Of cases is not increasing. But it is never safe 
coal a And the undulation of the 
as been distinctly more undulatory than mere 
figures would indicate. Unless this po 
We may commit the error of confo inding a 
cachexia with a healthy metabolism, the results of which 
it is better not to contem pl ite. 
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int is also grasped 


distressing 


In the circumstances the 
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! Anp I’ve NOY TRIED ON ONE OF YOUR HATs— NO, 


are necessary. We should steer equally clear of panic and 
blind confidence. So far as possible—this point again must 
be firmly grasped, since we are always conditioned by pos- 
sibility—cases which have been recognised should be 
isolated until the risk of infection is past, and people who 
feel “seedy” should consult a doctor— mabe et re a good 
doctor, but not necessarily an expensive doctor—without 
loss of time. As AperNnerny used to say,a pill in time 
saves nine. 


THE FAIRY LOVER. 
You walk in your orchard, you sit in your bower 
Mid plentiful treasure of fruit and of tlower ; 
But you shall have pleasaunces brighter than these, 
With magical blossoms and magical trees. 


Your train is of damask, rich fold upon fold, 
Your gown is of crimson, your shoes are of gold; 
Sut a mantle of rainbows shall wrap you about, 
Besprinkled with star-dust within and without. 


Your ladies-in- waiting are gracious and fair 

And a little page stands by the side of your chair; 
But an army of goblins shall do your behest 

And fly at your bidding to Kast and to West. 


You shall sit on a cushion of velvety moss, 
Embroidered with sunbeams across and across, 

And a grasshopper chorus shall make you good cheer 
Or charm you with delicate lullabies, dear. 


I will tap at your window some moon-silvered night, 

And when you lean down through the jessamine white 
My fairy swift wings | shall softly unfurl 
And bear you away to my palace of pearl. 


R. F. 
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AT THE PLAY, 
“Sacrep anp Prorane Love.” 
Ir may have been my fault for not 
having read the novel on which his 
' play is founded, but I could never quite 
get at Mr. Annotp Bennett's intentions 
in regard to the application of his title. 
| The “sacred” part was easy enough ; 
even I could guess that it was illus- 
trated by the love of the heroine, Car- 
lotta Peel (of the Five Towns), for the 
musician, Emilio Diaz (of the world 
generally); though I could find nothing 
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These monologues, all very lifelike, 
were received by the audience, both in 
the stalls and on the stage (Carlotta 
had to do the listening every time, 
except when she had to do the talking) 
with a very decorous and absorbed 
attention. As for the action that filled 
in the gaps between the revelations, I 
could never quite believe in the sudden 
seduction of Carlotta, and still less in 
those seven ensuing years, during which 
she had built up a great reputation as 
a novelist on the knowledge of sex ac- 





quired in this rapid apprenticeship, but 





made a brief inquiry as to the course 
which the bullet had taken, Diaz at 
once withdrew from the stage for a dose 
of morphine and remained absent for 
about a quarter of an hour, the sole 
reason for this inhumanly apathetic 
conduct being that Rosalie had to come 
in from next door at that point to ask 
for an explanation of the noise and to 
throw off her autobiography, during 
which the presence of the drug-maniac 
would have been undesirable. 

By his carefully observed study of 
the rather thankless character of Diaz 





very “sacred” (or even prob- 
able) in this young girl’s sur- 
render of her body at sight 
'on the strength of a Itttle 
| chamber music. It was the 
“profane” love that worried 
me. Was it the love of the 
light woman, Rosalie (of Paris), 
for the same man? If sol 
could trace little profanity in 
the devotion and camaraderie 
with which (in the intervals 
permitted by the exigencies of 
her ancient profession) she 
cared for the maestro when he 
had become a helpless victim 
of the drug habit. Or was it 
the hercine’s temporary affec- 
tion (which came to nothing) 
for her married publisher, 
Ispenlove ? If so, I could not 
see that it was so much more 
| profane than her very uncon- 
| ventional relations with Diaz. 
And, anyhow, the Second Act, 
which dealt with this subsi- 
diary affair, seemed purely in- 
| cidental, 

_ In support of the former ex- 
| planation we have the fact that, 
| at their first meeting, Carlotta 





was ‘* Magdalen.” I don’t pre- 
tend to divine the author's 
purpose, but, if there was any 
significance in this alias, it 








had told Diaz that her name y j , 
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ECONOMY IN THE NAVY, 


SHORTER TROUSERS AND EVERY MAN HIS OWN MOP. 


—for though he inspired so 
much “sacred” love he had 
very little more attraction for 
us in his right mind than out of 
it—Mr. Frankuin Dyatiadded 
greatly to his reputation. 

Mr. Roperts as Ispenlove 
was a little colourless, J?osa- 
lie, with her touches of Maison 
Tellier sentiment and her as- 
surancesthat she was a“ good" 
and “ serious” girl, was played 
excellently by Miss Juannerie 
SHERWIN; and in the part of 
Carlotta Miss Iris Hoey’s 
gentle voice and natural man- 
ner exercised their old charm, 
especially in the First Act. 
But there was nothing better 
in the play than Mr, Gorge 
Evron’s slight sketch of a 
lovable old cynic. 

Mr. Arnotp Bennett can 
easily afford to dispense with 
flattery. His detached revela- 
tions of character were good, 
but if his ambition was to 
scandalise the prejudices of a 
British audience by his aud- 
acity I am afraid he must have 

been disappointed. We are all 
/ pachyderms to-day. 0.8, 








“The new Lord Mayor means to 
waste no time in getting through 
the business of the City Council. 
Twice or thrice members rose ‘ too 








invited a. comparison with Rosalie, 
| who was by profession a real “ Magda- 
len;” and I take leave to suggest that a 
better title for the play would have been, 
“ Amateur and Professional Love.” 

It is a patchy piece of work, made up 
of some admirable passages of self- 
revelation (largely in expansive mono- 
logue), stitched together with some 
rather improbable action, mostly “ off.” 
| First we had Carlotta’s account of her 
| narrow home-life and her spiritual 
yearnings; then we had a chapter of 
married life from the lips of Mrs. 
Ispenlove; then there was Rosalie’s 
sketch of her professional career; and 
| finally another outburst in the same 

quarter on the theme of her later ex- 
periences. 





had never taken the trouble to renew 
her acquaintance with the author of 
her enlightenment, merely contenting 
herself with a large photograph of him 
on the piano, 

The dramatic possibilities offered by 
her subsequent redemption of the hero 
from the deplorable habit of taking 
morphine were shirked by Mr. Benner, 
who had it done between the Third and 
Fourth Act. The one diflicult action 
which he handled before our eyes oc- 
eurred when Diaz, under the influence 
of the drug, threatened to shoot Car- 
lotta, He recalled her identity just in 
time; but the pistol didn’t know of this, 
and went off, fortunately missing the 
lady. Here followed a curiously child- 
ish exhibition of stagecraft. Having 
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late’ to make speeches on various subjects. 
The speeches were felt unsaid.” 
Prov incial Paper. 
As Keats remarks :— 
“Heard melodies are sweet, but those unheard 
Are sweeter.” 





“Wovuxp the Party who took the Su0gs 
from -—— Town Hall on Thursday Evening, 
please return same to the Caretaker, Town 
Hall, before further steps are taken.” 

Scotch Paper. 
It seems a desirable preliminary to what 
might otherwise be a bootless quest. 

From a parish appeal :— a? 

“The winter is coming on, Cis dat, qui citi 
dat, which might on this occasion be trans- 
lated ‘ Do it now.’ "—Local Paper. 

It might, of course, but we don’t think 
it ought to be. 
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the tales is here the richest period of Max, when the 
dandies still wore curled hats and wit went to a muffled 
Music of hansom-cab bells ; in short, when the we rld 
| Young and ginger yet hot in its lt 

| that we hear the amazing fable of poor Mr. L 
and the Devil, grimly ironical, yet filled with tl 
| delicate impertinence ; of the literary and social rivalry of 
| Maltby and Braxton, and how it result 
4 descendant of the Emperor Haprian; « 
‘he super-gambler (perhaps just a suggestion out of key), 
and of 4, V. Laider, who was either the first liar of the 
Universe or who flung away the most superb short-story 
Situation ever revealed to man, You see alre udy what feast 
| Of reason is here prepared ; and at the end a flow of soul 
| Owns the banquet, with the tragedy (in two 
(a Brown, whose name was changed from Ladbroke to 
Savonarola after the composition of surely the most turgid 
| *storical drama in which even Mr. Max Beersoum ever 
took a sly and devastating hand. Believe me, the rarest 
| *ntertainment, 
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THE RECENT RAG EPIDEMIC. 
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1 ARE You on?” 
OFFICE, AND THEY SAY I’ve ONLY ONE LIFE LEFT.” 


I think that very seldom have I encountered a volume 
more blandly, more unblushingly out of date (and, I hasten 
to add, less affected in value by that consideration) than the 


' collection of travel notes and reflections that Mr. Maurice 


Max | Barrna has now for the first time published in England (it 


| appeared in shorter form long ago in America) under the 


/anp WINDbDUSs). 
the | spect has been bis inconsequence. 


title of ound the World in any Number of Days (Cuarro 
The salvation of Mr. Barina in this re- 
The Indian Ocean, for 


| example, naturally provokes him to such reflections upon 


i 
j 
| 
} 
‘ 
| 
} 
| 
; 
“WE'RE GOING TO RAID THE DOG-KENNEL TO-NIGH 
“NOTHING DOING. JUST BEEN TO THE INSURANCE 
| 
OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 
(By Mr. Punch's Stagf of Learned Clerks.) 
For a variety of reasons few recent books have given me 
such pure joy as the slender volume in which M 
Beervoum has recorded his impre ns of Seven M 
| (Hzinemany). Perhaps even better might it have been | 
j called “Six men—and another,” since you will VE 
| turned a couple of pages without d covel ng whose 1s 
| Seventh personality, all pervading, a figure suc! maybe 
jyou remember, unsmiling, watching with eyes ever so 
| @avely malicious the self-revelation of his c en victims. 
| Moreover, by special good fortune the time of most of 


| of contemporary letters. 


| 
| 
| 
| 
j 
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} 
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climate as will but too readily suggest themselves to the sen- 
sitive traveller; but for some reason it is here found equally 
apt to supply the cue for an engaging parody upon the lights 
Writing thus, not for an age but 


for any old time, Mr. Barina can afford to snap his fingers 


lat the circumstance that his facts, when he condescends 


| 





| Great Change. 


to them, have for the most part been entirely falsified by the 
There is, e¢.g., a certain shock in finding our 
author quoting with approval Dr. Jounson’s dictum that 
‘every man thinks meanly of himself for not having been a 
sx ldier.” This d propos ot NAaPOoLRoN—about whom the vol 
lective verdict of “every man” has probably changed more 
in the last five years than upon almost any subject that could 
be started. Butifthe voice of Mr. Barina sounds thus rather 
from out of the past the burden of its reflections is for 
the most part shrewd and entertaining enough to make 
him an altogether excellent travelling companion. Also he 
has in his portfolio a few (not nearly enough) pen-and-ink 
drawings signed “ B. T. B.,” which, both for themselves and 
for what they recall elsewhere, are altogether beyond price. 
Thus, if the world that Mr. Barina went round is av 
longer the same, there remains plenty of fun in watching 
his circumnavigation of it. 
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do with material things, and 
| Anthony, alone but made one 





| uncomprehending in a new 
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It pleases me very much now to recall that when I lent 
Miss Payt1is Borromn’s first novel to someone who, of 
course, didn’t return it, a coolness ensued apparently out 
of all proportion to the crime. It was not quite « great 
book, and, though “ not quite" has become “ very nearly, 
neither is A Servant of Reality (HoppEr anv StouaHTon) ; 
but in both there is an attitude to life that promises much 
for the future, and, for the present, touches Miss Borrome’s 
work with a rare nobility and human tenderness. A Servant 
of Reality is an after-the-war story of a man who came 
back from a German prison camp broken in mind and body 
and met and loved a woman whom life had made hopelessly 
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Mr, Anruur J. Runs is his choice of a title for The Shrieking 
Pit (Lane). Inspiration, no less! Who, catching sight of 
this casually on a bookstall, would not find himself in. 
creasingly curious to know how a pit could shriek (admirable 
word! ), and why, and what ? the best praise that | can 
give the book is to say that no one, having been tempted 
by this clamorous appeal to hand over his seven net 
shillings, need consider himself defrauded. Of course hon- 
our forbids that I should reveal any of the tale, beyond a 
genoral suggestion of it as a thing of murder and marshes 
and mystery. Who, in short, killed the old gentleman 
whose corpse was found in the pit, and why couldn't it by 





the wrong woman for him. His struggles, against his own 


any possibility have been the nice young man who (after 





convictions,to believe in Kitty's 
harmlessness, and his gradual 
awakening to the fact that we 
have no right to ask more of 
our fellow men and women 
than their need of us, are the 
main theme ofthe story. Miss 
Borrome is of those whose 
conception of “living happy 
ever after” has very little to 


nd | Ke 


with his kind through pain, 
is, | fancy, by her reckoning, 
really a happier man than 
many a bridegroom shut up 


happiness for two. 


A very modest and witty 
account of good work done by 
an all-comers’ rest-house, with 
chapel in an upper chamber, is 
given by Padre P. B, Cray- 
von, in Tales of Talbot House 
(Cuarro AnD Winpus). I take 
it that it is primarily designed 
as a souvenir for those who 
had the good fortune to enjo 
its hospitality. But I will tell 
the others: first (in the way 
of warning) those who have a 
down on padres, that they will 
lose it if they read this; next, 
those who believe that the War 
brought its own real revel- 
ation to many, that they will 
find abundant proof of that 
in these gaily serious pages. 


Jones. “No, not Go away. 
I'm onxu or tHe New Poor.” 

Persistent Mendicant. “Tun 
ONE OF THE OLD ORIGINALS, } 
A-DOLLAR,” 








the fashion of the juvenile 
leads in these matters) hag 
been at such pains to plaster 
himself with every kind of 
suspicion? The story follows 
what might be called the 
Baker Street method, in which 
an official policeman is em- 
ployed to discover false clues, 
arrest the wrong person, and 
generally bring into glowing 
rehef the superior acumen of 
the hero-investigator. (Some- 
times 1 wonder whether Scot- 
land Yard, in its leisure mo- 
ments, can ever read detective 
fiction with any real enjoy- 
ment.) One or two points 
there were about the shneking 
pit that even in the midst of 
my thrills roused a slight feel- 
ing of uncertainty. It is, for 
example, surely improbable 
that when a body has been 
found in a pit the police, 
even story-police, would not 
thoroughly investigate the 
spot. But if we get talking 
like this I shall end by giving 
away the whole matter and 
depriving you of a capital en- 
tertainment. One final word 
of praise: in no detective tale 
that ever I read does the end 
altogether equal the rapture 
of the pursuit; but the last- 
chapter ingenuities of The 
Shrieking Pit bring it con- 
siderably nearer than most 
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I REALLY CAN’ APYORD It. 


New Poor! Trex, Sim, as 
‘ERMIT ME TO LEND YOU ‘ARF- 








There was a Talbot House in Poperinghe from 1916 to 
1918, and it had an annexe in Little Talbot House of Ypres 
from the November of 1917 to the dark days before the 
final counterstroke of 1918, Both were in the danger 
zone; both brought a corner of heaven into the hell of 
men's and officers’ lives. It is proposed to found a 
Talbot House in London to ieep alive this Christian fellow- 
ship born of the War in the still fateful days of peace. 
If it have a tithe of the humour and charity which this 
little book breathes, Talbot House, 'lrafalgar Square, will 
be well worth founding, There is an unworldly reticence 
as to the address of its Treasurer, but internal evidence 
justifies me in assuring the many whose hearts must be 
touched by this book that the energetic Vicar of St. Martin’s- 
in-the-Fields will gladly acknowledge their gifts. 


to this perhaps impossible ideal. 


Mr. Bennet Corriesronn, whatever the theme of his 
book may be, has the gift of establishing an intimate rela 
tion with his readers, A current of good-naturo runs 
through The Last of the Grenvilles (Murray), and although 
Dicky Grenville, the hero, was almost too perfect a knight 
I was never bored with his perfections. Indeed he can be 
warmly recommended as an antidote to the exotic youths 
who crowd the pages of modern fiction. The War saved 
Dicky from internment in a London office and sent him 
flying seawards ; but he performed no miracles, except, per 








haps, that of reappearing after nearly everyone had given | 


him up as lost in the Battle of Jutland. , 
quality of a tonic in Mr, Corprnesroxr’s work, and this 
may excuse the touch of bedside manner with which he 





The first point upon which I have to congratulate 


administers it, 
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Tur Foop Conrrouter has removed }1 


| 
| 


|gllrestrictions on the supply of whisky, | ¢ 


| and the War-time custém of ask ny a 


| Seottish friend to have a drink is no 
longer without its risks. 


The Governin nt Ifousing Scheme 
mays a Parliamentary COTTES pone nt, 
is to undergo important modification 
The report that the Government intend | 
to strike out boldly and include the} a 
erection of houses in the scheme must, |) 
however, be received with caution. 


«The next war will be fought with 
i bacteriologists,"” says Captain Wroa- || 
| woop Benn. 
i Council has already ordered the Ro 
i Engineers to construct a couple for 
experimental purposes is declared 
premature 


Miners in the lisbbw 
Vale district are 


be making one thou 


aid to 


sand pounds a year. 
| They are seriously ‘con 
sidering the problem of 
hiring someone to do 
their striking: for therm 
“Are dear old ladies 
dying out?" ; 
contemporary \ cor 
respondent who sign 
himself “* Jumbo anid | 
from the Ke 
gont’s Park district de 
clares that, ab any 4 ile, 
it's years sinco one of 
them knitted him a wiulstcont 


writes 





' 

Messrs Vir KERS, We Vr ud, have pul 
chased St. Mrmins Hotel, It ; onl 
lair to Sir ALYrep Monp to say that he 


wasn't looking at the time. 


‘ 
} 
| 


It appears that a certain Fleet Street 
j Journalist 1s 80 mnuch like the Premier |i 


Lhe report that the Army me 
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oliceman wa injured, 
omporary goes 
lers to the 


Still, our con 
rather far when it 


tt 


aggressors as “a hostile 


cClel 


Wi ‘ }} i Lf SSIP, will bo 
nnch } I 
nuch larger again next year. Naturally, 
Vhen the new O.B.E. List i published, 


lot of fre people will be Who, 
iene for railway 
) }, LH. 'T'nomas, “ must 
lmit that the travelling public have 
stood up 

me I ; 

mi lo 0 ghoin most trams, 

+ 

\ fashion journal thinks that 


the trouser crease will be 


P , : 
Certainly we have 


b foro 
worn 


) he », Instead of at the back 
nad nt \ll that 1s necessary is to 
lip to t ! of the old style and 
en j ( 





Dr. Gurnrtm, of Dundee, is of the 

most people drint much | 

(j It os evident that the 

Liny clo is hol lentieal with the 
had his g | wked over, 


ul empl iyiment dona 
| liscontinued to civilians 16 


t quite a lot ol porsons 


expect 
|Yhat it causes him considerable em- | be | 1 nto work 
| harrassment. Tut, tut: this has got | ‘ 
jt stop; Mr. Lioyy Groraz must| High spirits are noticeable in thea 
| Grow & beard, Itrical cirele ind a good Christmas 
" ison is expected. It sors that a 
“The Ministry of Tran sport,” gays ajnew pantomime } ke has been seen 


| notor expert, “has decided to investi 
Rate the question of left-hand steerin 
the greater frequency of accidents | 
sulting from this method, it is alleged, 
§ more than compensated for, from the 


th - 
at death is generally instantaneous. | 4 


The Evening News 
evitmish in Belfast when people were | d 
red at, stones and bottles were thrown 
One man had 
ee 


j 
| 
his ear shot off and a| 
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pedestrian’s point of view, by the fact | gr 


ide the owner 8 hou 


refers to a little | hi 


naon, 


king its way to lL, 


\ San Domingo multi millionaire has 
++ ordered the most expensive motor 
trin the world. Itis to have L4-curat 
id fittings. Already, it 1s said, & 
ueue of pedestrians has lined up out- 
so, all cage for the 


nour of being the first to be knocked 


own by this luxurious car. 
7  * 
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of wages to agricultural labourers is 
said to be illegal. No surprise is felt 
amongst people who have tasted the 
stuff, 

* 4 
LENIN, says a message, declares that 
Great Britain must recognise Russia. 
Meanwhile the Bolshevists are doing 
their best to make it unrecognisable, 


It is rumoured that Lord Fisurr is 
proposing to alter his famous exhorta 
“Sack the lot,” to “Sack the 
damn lot.” In view of possible further 
alteration we hope ou will 
accept this as our final reference to the 
subject, 


tion, 


readers 


* 





economy in view of shortage of 


| the 


i metal jugs, the manager of a well-known 
‘hotel in London has issued a 
that the hot 


brought to visitors’ bed 


water 


will in future be 


roo mnS 

poured uder the door 
It is most unfor- 

tunate that the won- 


lerfulthief- proof motor 
car Which was to have 
been 
Moto how should 
have been stolen on its 


way Lo 4 ymipia, 


A gentleman living 
in the north of London 
left his home last week 
and has not been heard 
Any reuder 


who notices meals being 


of since 





taken into a Telephone Call Office 


hould at once communicate with the 


poli « 
+ 


We understand that the Viear who 
recently said to a member of the local 
Couneil, “ You might bea Cabinet Min 
ister yourself one day,” has consented 


to ap logise, ee 
b 
London Clubs, complain in Old 


Clubman,” are becoming unbearably 
noisy. Even the old gentlemen who 
work in the Club libraries can hardly 
hear them valves snore, 

+ 

“America,” says Mr, Prepvenick 

WinwiaAm WILe, “ wants a 
President.” We have always felt that 
a fatal flaw in the League of Nations 
was that it gave the U.S.A. no oppor- 
tunity of making anything out of it. 
“Taxe a Tix Homm vor tae Wren Exp.” 

Advt. in Daily Paper. 


The house problem seems to be getting 





+ 
The giving of beer as part payment 


rather corrugated, 


J 
business | 
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We learn that, in order to promote 


notice | 


exhibited at the | 
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CONFESSIONS OF A DRAMATIC CRITIC. 


[In a supplementary review of Mr. ARNOLD Bennett's Sac red and 
Profane Love Mr. Watxiry, of The Times, revises the estimate 
he formed of it on the first night and makes the following painful 
admissions: “It may be well,” he says, “to explain that one ‘ notices 
a play and then thinks it over. True, one’s ‘notice’—the virtually 


| instantaneous record of one’s first impressions—-sometimes wears & 


| specious appearance of thought. 


But that is one of the wicked 


; deceptions of journalism.”} 


Wuen for a paper published once a week, | 
That gives a writer scope for due reflection, 
I have contrived a leisurely critique 
Upon some fairly recent stage-confection, 
And to my judgment brought 
A slow and solemn gravity of thought; 


Much, Mr. Waukuey, have I marvelled how 
The lore that out of ancient scribes you suck up, 
Exuding from your broad and Attic brow 
(The urgent printer's devil erying, “ Buck up!”’), 
Pours off your non-stop pen 
Between 11.0 and 11.10;— 


How on a play whose price was blood and tears, 
Costing its maker months of toil and anguish, 
Your final word, that lifts him to the spheres 
Or leaves him under your reproof to languish, 
You fix with instant hand, 
Stamping the thing with “Stet!” (or “ Let it stand!”’). 


And now you own that second thoughts are best ; 
Indeed (unless you meant to be facetious) 
No previous thought had been thrown off your chest 
Only an outward semblance, very specious ; 
So from a god you sink 
To common men who take their time to think. 


Oh, Mr. WaLkKLey, my illusion’s gone! 
Shattered my faith in those allusive nocturnes 
Composed imprompty from 11.0 on, 
Fast as the moving finger of the clock turns! 
How can I know but what 
Next week you'll tell us you were talking rot? 
ES ES A Sa O. 8. 





THE EINSTEIN UPHEAVAL. 
Furtaer DevELorments. 

THe wide-reaching results of Dr. Einstein's great dis 
covery are by some unthinking observers regarded as only 
affecting mathematicians and philosophers. There could 
not be a greater mistake, as may be readily shown from 
the following considerations. The acceptance of the theory 
carries with it, as an indispensable corollary, the acceptance 
of the proposition, Time =the Fourth Dimension. Once we 
grant this, as we must, the literary implications of the dis- 


| covery are revealed in their true significance and the re- 


construction of a large number of standard sayings becomes 
: 
necessary. When prose has been adopted as the vehicle 


for expression, the carrying out of the change is not so 
| difficult; but some little skill will be required to adjust the 


metre in those poetical allusions which are in constant 
use. 

For example: “I know a bank where the wild fourth 
dimension grows,” is at the first blush somewhat dis- 
concerting. But on repetition it will be found that the new 
form of the phrase is a great improvement. It is more 
impressive and sonorous, and it can be defended as a legi- 
timate application of the principle of vers libre. 
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The famous and often quoted couplet from Hamlet ad- 
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mits of a very simple adjustment, the metre being retained 
if we drop only one word and read :— 


‘The fourth dimension's out of joint. Oh 
That ever I was born to set it right!’’ 


pite, 


Here it will be conceded that the omission of the harsh 


and unseemly epithet * curséd”’ is a distinct gain, 
More difficult to reconcile with popular predilections is 


| 
| 
| 


the new version of the line in Warrs’s famous hymn: “The | 


fourth dimension, like an ever-rolling stream,” but the 
task of adaptation ought not to be beyond the powers of a 
great prosodist such as the present Porr Laurnarr. 

We may add in conclusion that for the present there is 
no intention on the part of Lord Norrnciirre to change 
the title of his chief paper to The Fourth Dimensions. 





REGIMENTAL HOCKEY. 

My company team has played its first match. The 
score was—but what of a few goals, more or less? The 
play’s thething. And I’m quite sure that the seventeenth 
was “ kicks,” and would have been given so by the umpire, 
only in his eagerness he nearly swailowed his whistle and 
then didn’t like to confess his clumsiness. 

A few candid comments on the team, after the manner of 
a school magazine, may be helpful at this early stage. Will 
you print them for me, Mr. Punch? I asked the Adjutant 


to do so, but he says that his space in Battalion Orders is | 
so limited that he is obliged to decline advertisements. 


Here they are: 

Corporal Jenkins (goal). Maintained most admirable 
sangfroid in trying circumstances. Showed punctuality 
and precision in retrieving the ball from the net. Should 
not smoke cigarettes while play is in progress ; hockey is 
more serious than warfare and allows less licence. 

Private Bulpitt (right back), A natural golfer. 
top of his swing is reminiscent of Varpon. 
replace turf. 

Lance-Corporal Farthing (left back). A striking contrast 
to his partner. Longest drive, three yards; hits, six; mis- 
hits, all the rest. Should practise in his barrack-room, 

Private Blagg (right half), Lacks pace but is a very 
useful tripper. A thoroughly unscrupulous bhalf-back. 

Sergeant Pinkerton, D.C.M., M.M, (centre half), A mag- 
nificent fighter at close quarters. 
passable substitute for dirty work with the bayonet. 


Private Samways (left half). Not a great player, but a 


clever debater on points of hockey-law. Should avoid per- 
sonalities. The umpire’s character and personal record 
may be all that this half-back alleges, but such a matter 1s 
surely better discussed in the canteen after the match. 

Corporal Kibney (outside right). A very agile forward 
with an entertaining trick of balancing his stick on his 
nose during slack moments. 

Private Fribbance (inside right). Uses his stick with a 
scythe-like action, but rarely reaps the ball. Sometimes 
cuts down the opposing left half, but more often his own 
wing-partner. Is earmarked for agricultural furloug! next 
haymaking, 

U.-S.-M. Wagstaffe (centre forward). A keen and deter- 
mined attaeker. Selects the enemy's goalkeeper as his 
special objective, and more than once put him into the net, 
the ball having been diverted elsewhere. ; 

Private Smith (inside left). An adaptable forward, using 
either side of his stick with equal facility. Leaves no rule 
unbroken. 

Staff-Seryeant Lovejoy (outside left), Apt to confuse hockey 
with the club-swinging of which he is so fine an exponent 
in the gymnasium. Could always be located in action by 
the cries of human beings in pain. A dangerous forward. 


\t the | 
Must learn to | 


Finds hockey a very 
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Reverend Gentleman (who has, after many qual 





YOUNG Lapy?” 
Land-Girl, “Me Name 18s Epiru, Sir 


IN FULL CRY. 

(Being specimens of what might happen 
if the Great Proprietor took a dislike 
to you.) 

A Leaving Arriche, 


“Iv is, We suppose, useless to call 
attention to yet another scandal of 
waste and mismanagement for which 
Mr. Luoyp Groran, as head of the so- 
culled Government, is responsible. Mr. 
L, Grorcr, whose genius for stepping 
into a financial morass is only exceeded 
by his skill in climbing out on some 
body else’s shoulders, is evidently de- 
termined to bring his country to bank- 
ruptey before he has finished. When 
it is w question of being faithful to the 
pledges which he has made to our tried 
and trusted friends, General Denrkin 
and Admiral Kontcnak, no one can be 
so stern an economist as Mr, Grorar. 
But if there is an opportunity of throw- 
ing money away on the most fantastic 
and impossible ‘stunt’ in this country, 
then Mr, Gro, (that prince of wastrels) 
is in his element. ‘Take this new Go- 
vernment garage at West Putney. . .” 





BU Wt Ys ALI 


Socrery Gossip. 


“Miss Ilermione Thistledown. Foulks | 
Thistledown, who has just become ame! 
gaged, belongs to one of the oldest} 
families in England. The founder of 
the family was Sir Francis Foulkes, 
whose descendant, Roger, assumed the 
additional name of ‘Thistledown on 
marrying Lady Alicia Thistledown in 
1642 In 1750 John Thistledown- 
Foulkes, on succeeding to the property 
of his aunt, took up his residence at 
Thistledown Towers and adopted the] 
style of John Thistledown - Foulked- 
Thistledown. The case of Mr. D. LL. 
GEORGE, our wastrel Prime Minister, is 
of course quite different. He has no hy 
phen in his name,“ Lloyd” being merely 
the second of his two Christian names. 


*The Duchess of Bilberry s At Home 
last night was undoubtedly one of the! 
most successful functions of the season. 
Practically everybody who is anybody 
in the social, political and artistic 
world was there. In one corner of 
the great reception-room Lord Swaffem 





and a few friends were listening eagerly 
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to the famous financier, Mr. Samuel 
MecSamuel, and from the energy with 
Which the latter was speaking it wa 


obvious that he was giving out a 
home-truths about the bankrupt polies 
of Mr. Grorce and the present Govern 
ment. Lady Peggy Porringer was loo! 
ing pretty in pink ninon, but a little 
sad, I thought, at Mr. Grorar’s be 
trayal of our Russian friends. 


“The marriage arranged bet ween Lord 
Ballybun and the Hon. Kathleen O' Raf- 
ferty has been postponed until Mr 
GEORGE has upon an Irish 
policy.” 


settled 


Av tHe THearre. 


** A second visit to the great Russian 
play, Reparation, only serves to confirm 
one's opinion as to ToLsror's genius. 
In the light of recent events it is ob- 
that the Russian 
writing prophetically. /edya's deser- 
tion of his wife is intended to be a 
parable ; Torstot foresaw Mr. Georak 5 
desertion of Dentkin and wished to 
warn his countrymen, J'edya's subse 
quent suicide, however, must not be 


vious 


novelist was | 
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taken too literally. Mr, Gronrar will 
never resign ol his own free will. 
rd 4 

“The most popular scene in the new 
| Palladrome revue is undoubtedly that 
lin which Mr. Gronag’s spendthrilt 
| Ministry is burlesqued and held up to 
| ridicule. The laughter was continuous, 
| but underneath the laughter one recog 
| nised the stern resentment of an elec 
| torate which has been tricked and is de 
| termined to pay back its account in full, 
|The management of the Palladrome is 
| heartily to be congratulated. Indeed, 
| with the exception of one rather taste 
less scene, in which the Proprietor of 
| The Times (apparently) is held up to 
| ridicule—a scene entirely without hu 
|mour—the whole revue was received 


| with the greatest enthusiasm.” 





“Ttis always a mysterious thing why 
| golfer’s form should vary from or 
| day to another, with the curious res: 
| that on a Monday he should be una 
| to do anything wrong, and on the fol 
lowing Tuesday be equally unable to 
|} do anything right. Perhaps the form 
of the Great ‘Triumvirate is not quite 
80 variable as this, but certainly they 
| have their years and their bad 
| years, and this lapse of form is as in 
| explicable to the player himself 
| the looker-on. 
| instance, the famous Walton Heat! 
| professional. He has had one of h 
| very worst seasons, and yet he will tel 


GOLF CHATTER, 
| 


sood 
goo 


as to 


you that he is feeling as fit as ever, and | 


that as far as he knows there i 
| to account for this strange decline from 
his usual irre proachable form 

| But it is not always a question 
| of physical fitness. A “man 
| Something on his mind will never be 


who has 


| able to put his best into the game, and 
this may well have been the troubl 
with Jimmy Brarp in this last se 

As is well known, Mr. Georae (the 


Welsh Wastrel, as I heard a well-known 
performer at Sunningdale call him the 
other day) has a house in the imme 
diate neighbourhood, and it is quite 
| Possible that sub-consciously Jimmy 
has been allowing this to worry hi: 

80 that he has been throwing away 
strokes with almost the same freedom 
a6 Mr. Grorar throws away millions 
of the taxpayers’ money. “The im 
portance at golf of the sub-conscious 
mind, indeed, has hardly been recog 
nised properly by doctors. | well 
remember when I was playing at Sand 


Wich many years ago . . 





Arr Exurerrions 
a Mr. Peter Bash’s new collection of 
Pictures at the Younger Gallery will 
d considerably to his reputation. 





R We say that not a single picture 
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} we bur mm (receiving congratulations on a ver} gallant rescue). “It BM ALL VERY 
| WELL TO Cal La BRO, I I po penieve I ‘AVE SINGED ME MOUSTACH 
| in the how is recognisable from its | has eve been shown up more pitilessly 
title, it will be apparent how much Mr.| than in this picture. I'he half-finished | 
Bash has 1 :proved since his last exhi-| and abandoned Loch Woon site is also | 
| ion, when at least half-a dozen of | exposed fearle sly by M: Bas : in his 
; paintings hore a vague resemblance monochrome, The Wedding I resent ; | 
to their subjects. Probably Portratt while Tom tits in a Willow-T'ree gives | 
» Lady will cause as much sensation | us 4 hint of what Russia will look like 
| anv. Wirether it is like her we can-}| now that Mr. Grorer bras aband med 
F ot say, but its re emblance to the | it to the savagery of the Bolshevik , 
lough De pot on a foggy night 18 most ind so om. The wiwle pa i, » be 
triking Indeed it is doubtful if Mr. you. And yet I dare say you mig rt 
|Grorar’s monstrous white elephant! survive f) A. A, M. 
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| which he called the Café 
| de la Victoire, where he 
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TOUTING FOR WAR TOURISTS. 
“T suppose,” said Laver, “I’m not 
the only one who solemnly vowed on 
the hilt of his entrenching tool that, 
once he had shaken or scraped the mud 
of Flanders from his boots, he’d never 
tread it again, and has afterwards 
buzzed over on the first available oppor- 
tunity. But I told myself in extenua- 
tion that I'd only visit places of happy 
| memories—there were a few, old son, 
| weren't there? However I tumbled 
across a pleasant little party of Ameri- 
cans.at Amiens, and, as they were medi- 
tating a trip to the devastated regions, 
I thought I'd go with them to see 
if the ‘doings’ looked any different 
through civilian eyes. 





Madame Guillot ran a little estaminet.|marched bravely away; but’—there 


But tourists want war atmosphere| was a sob in Georges’ voice— he never 
at first hand, and Georges, in the in-| returned. 


terests of business, laid it on like a 


| 


“ The ladies looked at the photo sym- 


German delegation pleading for tle| pathetically and were palpably moved | 


fatted kine. 


His description of the | by Georges’ story. 


It was, as Georges | 


five-nine that blew off the chimney | bad said, a beautiful face, and it seemed 


whilst the family were peacefully sleep- | strangely familiar to me. 


I puzzled | 


ing nearly made me duck under the|over it until, by another transition, | 
table for cover, and his account of the | Georges diverted the attention of the | 
demolition of the barn almost convinced | party to his stock of engraved shell. | 
me that it was he, and not I, who was} cases, German helmets and cartridge | 


there at the time. 


paper-knives. Then, while he was busy 


“Of course I didn't give him away. | effecting big sales, 1 slipped the photo 
It would have looked a bit like swank | from the frame, hoping to find a clue 


to the ladies of the party, and, after all, | from the writing on the back. 
a poor devil who has had his home! found it. 


And I 
Checky, the photo was ad- 


smashed to smithereens is entitled to| dressed to you!” 


make a bit out of the wreckage. 


{ 


“Oh, hang it!’ expostulated Checky. 





“Well, after a good 
morning’s rubberneck- 
ing we halted at Rum- 
| micourt forlunch. You 
remember it, Checky— 
we hada Company Mess 
in a commodious semi- 
roofed cellar with all 
Service improvements. 
The place looked exact- 
ly as we and Jerry had 
left it; not much as a 
village, but a huge suc- 
cess as a picturesque 
ruin. Some of the in- 
habitants had drifted 
back, and over our old 
subterranean villa the 
former proprietor, one 
Georges Guillot, had 
run up @ green-and- 
yellow wooden shanty 





retailed refreshments, 


The Candidate. “ONLY THE 
*AVIN’ A FLOATIN' DEBT AND A SINKIN’ FUND, 
SINKIN’ DEBT AND A FLOATIN’ FUND.” 


OTHER DAY IN THE ‘OUSE 


OuR 





POLICY 
(Loud and prolonged applause.) 


— te “On my honour,” [ 
said. had 
evidently been grubbiug | 
round in the old cellar 
and found it. The loy- 
ing message, the words 
over which you used to | 
pore and which were 
engraven on your heart, 
were :— 

“* Dear Onv Curcky, 
—Having the time of 
my life now. Better 
game than pottering 
round the barbed-wire | 
or escorting the good 
old rum -jar. Sorry I 
packed your pyjamas 
in my kit by mistake, 
but you can keep my | 
posh leggings and call 
it quits. 

‘Yours to the 
glass in the bottle, 


F. F.’ 


4 
‘* Georges 


THEY ADMITTED 


otf | 
18 TO AVE A last 








picture postcards, Brummagem souve- 
nirs and war notions generally. He had 
an attractive menu posted up to lure the 
wandering tourist, but the only place 
the dishes appeared was on the menu. 
Whether you ordered huitres and Veuve 


| Clicquot or poulet réti and Pommard 





the result was the same—omelette and 
vin blanc, unless it happened to be 
omelette and vin rouge. However, old 
Georges contrived to entertain his vis- 
itors so well with war anecdotes that 
they didn’t notice it, and the bill helped 
to keep up the illusion that they had 
lunched lavishly. 

“Without doubt Georges possessed 
a double helping of imagination and 
dramatic power, even for a Frenchman. 
I happen to know that at the com- 
mencement of the War his family were, 
as our Sergeant-Major used to say, 
‘evaporated from the divested area’ to 
Rouen, where Georges, being a Terri- 
torial and too old for the line, did guard 


duties over prisoners and stores, and; “‘Then he kissed it again and 








“As IL said, Georges had dramatic 
power, and he was also a true artist. 
He didn’t pile on the horrors too much 
or too long, but, for the benefit of the 
ladies, switched on the sentimental 
stop at just the right moment. Picking 
up a photograph in a tinsel frame from 
the mantel-piece he regarded it tenderly. 

“«A beautiful lady,’ he murmured ; 
‘and her lover, he was un beau garcon. 
An English Tommee, un simple soldat, 
but with the face of an Apollo and the 
heart of alion. Le pauvre petit ! I re- 
member him as he used to sit by my 
fire gazing at this photograph. There 
is writing on the back—words of love 
and longing, sans doute, but I under- 
stand not the English language. One 
morning the orders came for the assault, 
and he placed the photograph into my 
hand. 

“* Guard this for me, mon vieur,”’ he 
said, “until I return; it is my greatest 
treasure.” 





“And the lady, my noble Apollo, 
whose likeness you tenderly kissed 
before going out into the battle, never 
to return, was Freddy Fryer, the lady 
impersonator of the Ninety - ninth | 
Divisional Concert Party.” 








Another Impending Apology. 
From a cinema advertisement :— 
“THE GREAT GAME, 
Featuring BomBarpier WELLS. 


THE IRRESISTIBLE FLAPPER.” 
Provincial Paper. 


From a pro-Italian pamphlet :— 

* All the tribes of Jugoslavia are thumping 
their tum-tums and talking of war with Italy.” 
Well, it can’t be said that they have no 
stomach for the fight. 


“Bia INcREASE IN BiGAmMous MARRIAGE 

Is latest industrial ambition of country.— 
Trade worth millions.”—Canadian Paper 
Despite a few regrettable incidents we 
feel sure this is a libel on the Dominion. 





ee 























| Novenner 26,1919} =PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARL 147 





Char. “Sorry TO INFORM you, Muy I SHAN 'T BE ABLE TO COME NO MORI 
Lady. “AND wWHy Not, Mrs. Bous! ’ | 
Char, “Can’? AFFORD IT, Mum M USBAN’ SAYS IF I EARNS ANY MORE MONEY ‘E’'LL ‘AVE TO PAY INCOMF-TAX.” 
| Dusk ive, the light be behind } 
adie : roa / uskK May arrive ne went may be Henin ier, 
DANGER IN NUMBERS. iad Recee alls ah ok 0 
jut hope will come not at the close of day, 
, . > Qj ° ; } » 
(Lest haply any here approve the recent Ru ait proj wit since every time the numeral as: igned her 


abolish Christian names and give each child a nunbe Will give the game away. 


SALES. 








Nor for the present babes the tear-drop glistened 
Upon my eyelash when I read of this 





One might as well be “ Four” or “ Five”’ as christened A workhouse has been offered for sale in the North of England.} 
“Wipers” or “ Foch” or *“* Louvain Armistice.” For Immepiatre Sate.—That desirable and well-situated 
I looked ahead and thought how time would flow on Hreu Court known as Lot 99 in the list. Fine opportunity 
Until (and it was then the tear-drop came) for enterprising man. ‘Turnover exceeds £500 weekly in 
. I e : E ) . ; 
Double three four one double six and so on fines, but keen man could double this. Hundreds of good 
Was some poor infant’s name. customers on the list, this being an old-established business 


a a No reasonable offer refused for premises and goodwill. 
hen will no treble voice pipe * Jack” or “Jenny - a —- - — — 
When asked “ And what ’s your name?” Instead of that For Saue.—Fine well-built Potick Station. Will be 


The child will « lisp in numbers,” pluck its pinny found to be a comfortable and convenient house for visitors. 
And reel a dozen digits straight olf pat - Cheerful outlook. Large roomy cellars and electric light. 

And kind old gentlemen (if there be any), Every attention given. Write for terms. Prisoners col 
Having for figures very little head, lected in our own vans 


Will answer nervously, ‘“ Well, here’s a penny, 


i T I y ~ i t IOSSCS S10 That 3 elle t KF >a ( ) 
r oO ET. acan ossession, iat EXce nt REEHOLI 
Little—er —What you said 4 | t 


Dwevuinc known as the Crystal Palace, situate at Syden- 


Paterfamilias too will hardly venture ham. Large room. Very light. One pane of glass broken. 
(Knowing how great the vocal strain wo ild be) Decorated tosuit tenant. Bath fitted. Nice large greenhouse. 


| To summon to him and severely censure 
y ; . 
Seven four two five six naught eight one three; 


For Inmepiate Disrosan.—Commodious green island, 
| Unless parental larynges grow tougher, occupied by Sir Epwarp Carson and others, What offers 
That other noted scribe | love ti “quote, for this little bit of heaven? Small army provided, but 
“ Mother of Six,” will permans ntlv suffer better bring own as well. Great sporting district. Excel 
From clergyman’s sore throat lent shooting. Strong head of landlords. 
For Sate.—Guitiotwg, Only been used a few times. 
Our number shows what year we saw the sun, Absolutely reliable and in good working order. Just the 
What maiden verging on an old-age pension thing for retired executioner desirous of setting up business 
Can ever seek tio pass for thirty-one ? in private practice. Complete with extra blades and strop. 


And last of all, when by its mere dimension 
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A LETTER TO THE BACK BLOCKS. 


Dear GINGER,— 

As you will note by this here letter heading 

I am at present in the town of Reading. 

How's that for a nifty little bit of 
impromptu verse? How do I do it? 
Oh, I dunno. A gift, I suppose. And 
why am I in Reading? Taking a course 
Visiting its Karl? Nay, 


| nay, old companion, neither. I am here 
| because—oh, well, I'll tell you all about 


it, since you insist. 
I wrote to you that our old Bagshawe 
was in deep waters, didn’t 1? Well, 


itis all over; he has joined the great 





majority, and I, as his Best Man, was 
with him to the bitter end. Of course 
I'm pretty hardened to that sort of thing 
now—after my varied experience—but 
for all that it never fails to move me 
deeply. The poor chaps cling to me so 
pathetically; call up memories of the 
past; choke Baggy was par- 
ticularly temperamental; without ex- 
ception the most ticklish bridegroom I 
have ever handled. 

A case of mine in Saskatchewan gave 
me the slip just as the bride weighed 
in. I discovered him some time later 
in the town corral, engaged in a horse 
deal. Nor could I move the fellow 
until the whole auction—horse included 
—-had been transferred to the church- 
yard, where he could watch proceedings 
through the window and punctuate his 
responses with occasional bids. 

Another case of mine—in Bechuana- 
land this time—reclined on the sharp 
end of a scorpion two minutes before 
the saddling-bell rang for the nuptials. 
He arrived at the post on time, but in 
my arms, and went through the cere- 
mony bent double, and doing a sort of 
Maori war-dance. Only my firm grip 
on his braces kept him in court at all. 

I have had them feign loss of memory 
and catalepsy at the last moment, con- 
fess to arson, bigamy and murder ; but 
by the exercise of tact and firmness I 
have nursed them all through. I pride 
myself on it. But Baggy!... Igo 
all goosey when I think of it, even 
now, even here—-in Reading. 

It wasn't that he was reluctant; it 
was his nerves. You know how con- 
foundedly jumpy he was in the old 
days up at Shangani—well, the late 
Kuropean friction has done nothing 
towards mending matters. He was 
never actually punctured, but he was 
the champion shock-absorber of the 
home front. Did a bomb drop any- 
where between Yarmouth and Brixton, 
Baggy was sure to be standing with 
his ear to the bang. The result was 
pitiable. Six months after the Armis- 
tice the drone of a cockchafer overhead 
would set him burrowing like a badger, 








and did an infant pop its paper-bag 
within ten yards of him he would fling 
himself in the gutter and moan for an 
ambulance. 

I knew all about this and was pre- 
pared for some slight flutterings at the 
chancel steps, but I had no suspicion 
of the twist proceedings would take. 
Else you would never have caught me 
within a thousand miles of—oh, well, 
we will come to that. 

I descended on Cheltenham the day 
before, and found Baggy installed in 
a hotel there, looking pale but deter- 
mined. I took him for a scramble up 
Leckhampton Hill in the evening (1 
am a firm believer in exercise, it keeps 
‘em from going off their feed and brood- 
ing), and he got the usual last will and 
testament off his chest. “He is be- 
queathing you his collection of Somali 
nose-rings, and Knox what he is pleased 
to call his library, but which, as far as 
I can ascertain, consists of a single 
bound volume of La Vie Pa&risienne, 
He spoke affectionately of the old up- 
country days. Of course he was making 
a change for the better and was the 
happiest man on earth, but still they 
had been rather jolly, hadn't they? He 
sighed several times to show how happy 
he was. I kept him locked in his room 
next morning while I went to the church 
to see if all was in order and the drop 
working properly. At eleven o'clock 
I dressed and fed him. He partook of 
a hearty breakfast and walked to the 
scaffold with a firm step, refusing all 
spirituous consolation. 

It has been my experience that most 
brides are deliberately late. Prompti- 
tude, they imagine, would give the 
public the idea that they are mad keen 
to get at the man; they therefore hang 
back twenty minutes or so to show 
that they don’t really care a whoop 
either way, and are only being dragged 
into the affair against their better judg 
ment. If they only knew what this 
delay sometimes costs the conscientious 
best man! Why, once in the Cape 
Province [ was riding a bucking bride- 
groom's chest for thirty-eight minutes, 
pounding him on the head with a 
hassock to keep him quiet. 

Some amateurs trot their men into 
the arena right away, and keep them 
hanging miserably about until the bride 
chooses to materialise-—— old women 
commenting audibly on their paleness, 
the pluck leaking out of the toes of 
their patent leathers. NotI; | entertain 
the condemned in the vestry with light, 
bright blither until a verger tips me 
off that the lady is rounding the bend. 
Then I administer a stiff bracer of 
jumping powder from my flask, whip 
off his rugs (so to speak) and he pig- 
jumps up to the starting gate with all 





the bloom on. This creates a fayour-. 
able impression. 

Baggy responded creditably to treat. 
ment. He toed the scratch line ten 
seconds ahead of the bride with hig 
ears cocked and his crest high. 

Everything went swimmingly until 
we approached the “ Wilt thous,” when 
some silly ass let thedoor slam. Baggy, 
true to form, dived for the mat like a 
retiring White Hope. I grabbed him 
by the scruff just in time and jerked 
him to his feet. The padre (an archaic 
half deaf and blind relative of the bride) 
came to the end of his mumble and 
paused for Baggy’s response. Baggy 





ot 








was incapable of utterance. I shookhim | 


heartily, but only produced a castanet | 


solo of teeth. There was nothing else 


for it, so | rendered the “I will” my- | 


self. I had not got Baggy round by 
the time the “To have and to hold” 
repetition was due, so I repeated that 
for him as well. I handed him the 
ring. He dropped it. I caught it in 
mid-air and handed it back to him. 
He proceeded to screw it nut-wise on the 
wretched girl's left thumb. I stepped 


between the pair, frustrated Baggy and | 


steered it on her fourth finger myself. 

The clerical dotard suddenly leaned 
forward and, capturing both our hands, 
instructed me—me—to repeat, ‘‘ With 
this ring, ete.,” after him. 

“No, no, no; I’m the best man,” I 
whispered feverishly, “the nes? MAN, 
don’t you understand? That's the 
chap you want, over there,” nodding at 
Baggy, who was wobbling slowly to a 
flank, gone dithery altogether. 

The old fool blinked stupidly and 
plungedstraight ahead with the blessing. 

My goodness, Ginger, do you per- 
ceive what was happening to me? In 
half a jiffy he would have finished the 
blessing and I should be married. L! 
Me! itch! Je! What a situation for 
an innocent young follow to find him- 
self in all of a sudden. What a situa- 
tion, Ginger, Task you! [ama brave 
man, Ginger, but I confess there have 
been moments when even I have turned 
my back on extreme peril. ‘This was 
one of them. I turned my back on it, 
clave through the bevy of swooning 
bridesmaids like a wild pig through a 
cane brake, bowled over « couple of 
vergers who were loitering up the aisle 
bidding the small boys be quiet, took 
the font in my stride and was out of 
the door and déwn the street, running 
like a dog with a can tied to its tail. 
The gates of the railway station yawned 
before me. I dashed through them 
into a moving train and burrowed under 
the seat. The train brought me to 
Reading, and here I am_ still—still 
panting slightly. 

Fiver thy 


PATLANDER. 
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Enthusiastic Lady. **Do comu 


Daniel. “Don’t You WORRY YOURSE! 


| MUSIC IN THE MELTING-POT 
IxterestincG New DeveLorMents 
NOTHING Is more reassuring in t! 

| present condition of the musical world 
| than the sudden reaction against that 
| exotic Orientalism from which some of 
| our leading com posers suffered more 
| or less acutely before the War. Pe 
| baps the most notorious instance was 
j that of Mr. Banville 
| Who, it was alleged, when under tli 
influence of the divine afflatus, used to 
array himself in a Malayan sarong 
Afghan sandals and a Chinese Man 
darin’s jacket. 


de (Juantock 


But this is now ancient history. To 
day there is no stauncher hierophant 
of the Gaelic revival than Mr. Quan 
tock. He tosses the eaber daily. His 
Highland costume is a miracle of co1 
rectness, and his last work, the massiv« 
symphonic poem, entitled “ Inchna 

ph,” is marked by the true Ossianic 
flavour. : 





Work: “At the culminating moment 
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As The Times’ musical critic | 
remarks in his inspired comment on |‘ 
the concluding pages of this momentous | Zimes 


CHARIVARL. 
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A} DANIEL, AND LOOK AT THE ECLIPSE OF THE SUN THROUGH THIS GLAS 
"AM; IT'LL COME ALL RIGHT AGAIN PRESENTLY.” 
| rked ‘Glenliv: in the margin of | are turned down throughout the per 
the ore) the principal or ‘ Drumna- | formance, and the effect is wonderfully 
droc} theme has so burnt itself into} restful. Indeed, striking testimony has 
the compe s imagination that hecan-| been paid to the salubrious, sedative 
not bear to be parted from it long, but | and even eupeptic influence of these re 
tightens the rhythm with a new figure!citals by such high authorities as Dr. 
f drooping paired quavers; the melodic | Serutton Block and Sir Castor Doyle. 
contours, which so 8 rangely suggest | 
the quartzite summit of Suilven, become | In this context it would not be right 
mit re precipitous, and the Great Idea | to overlook the success achieved at the 
last evaporates in an iridescent| Praetorian by the Sisters Dinwiddie, 


from the Isle of Arran, in their Old Red 


y arpeggios.’ 
comprising a rich 


ecstasy ot Whirlibg 


handstone dongs, 
But this, happily, is no isolated ex- | selection from vhe Middle Oolite series, | 
of protest and fruitful reaction. | together with many fine specimens of 
We have also to welcome the ‘Celtic | Jurassic folk-tunes still current in the 
Twilight Recitals,” which Miss Deirdre | neighbourhood of Loch Ranza. At 
giving at the Dale-| Hendon, Iolo Morgan and his sister 
[t is impossible in cold} Blodwen have been drawing crowded 


iple 


OShanachie is 


| 
‘ earlian Hall. 


| print to convey the hypnotic charm of| audiences to their “ cantillations”’ of 

'Miss O’Shanachie’s crooning of the|Panceltic ballads to the accompaniment | 

| maste rpieces of palwolithic Milesion |e the motor harp ; and lastly we may 
is immensely | mention the visit of Madame Trelawny 


The effect 
the assistance of her|Chuff with her famous Cornish Riviera | 


1 ¢ nhanced by =e 
brother, Mr. Dermot O’Shanachie, who | Band. Our native musicians are now 


accompanies her on the Connacht | sustained by a single emotional impulse, 
‘bosthoon,” an instrument which The multiform in its expression but constant 
’ critic has happily described as|in its aim. Altogether the national 
The lights! musical outlook is extremely hopeful. 


| minstrelsy. 


a sort of prehistoric oboe. 
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Betty. “Tony, WILL YOU PLEASE NOT SING WHILE I'm GARGLING? I? PUTS ME OFF." | 
a i! 
a SS Nee eee i} 
Having seen, just off the pretty “ Now for something really classy,” | 
JAMES MAKES GOOD. On his left, a disused pit, he Simpered James, and took my brassey, i} 
James is broad and lithe of limb; Naturally sent it there ; Boomeranged his drive, poor soul, i 
All the girls run after him. But I tracked it to its lair And alighted in the hole-— } 
Figure straight and energetic, And at last by might and main In the hole just left behind. 
Arm and eye that look athletic. Coaxed it into line again. But at last the Fates were kind, 
When he nears a cricket ground James, delighted, rushed at it And the stroke (although it could 
You can hear the people round And returned it to the pit. Hardly be described as good) 
Asking : “ Can you tell me which Twenty-three—and change of scene;} Brought the contest to a close 
That is, 'Obbs or "Ayes or ‘Itch ? We have struggled to the green By demolishing our foes ; q 
As he walks towards a tee (We have still a chance; you see, For the heavy head of brass : 
Every player joyfully They are also twenty-three) ; Laid out A. upon the grass, 
Leaves his game to follow hard on They are nearer to the pin And the pointed handle part 
What he thinks the heels of VaRvon,| But I think that we shall win. Punctured B. above the heart. 
ane they only move away Their ball’s full of jags and tears, Filled with fear and sorrow, I 
When the poor man starts to play, Ours is much more round than theirs,|_ Rushed towards them with a cry, 
For unfortunately James Luckily I keep my head, Loudly calling both their names. 
Is no earthly good at games. Strongly put, and lay it dead “ What 'sthe matter?” queried James, 
You will scarce believe it, but “ They ve not won, so why repine ¥ 
YT oy avar a ’ 7 90 
Two bad players, A. and B., James contrives to slice his put They were only dormy nine |! 
Lahnnduned Seek Saye fe: ued, And the ball witl tr Uabi schon . | ; 
And they challenged u ; “a Ageyrm : isper 
Bigt 7 ged om play Sadly trickles off the green. Ho Wonder they Whispered. _ 
uighteen holes that very day. ; 2 ; 2 “Two business men frdm adjoining offices 
I admired his manly air og i - 7 ° whispered to the clerk that they wished to 
And consented then and there, Nine holes down and nine to play! | o’clockaeoot htte ideo tykrsr ,dam necmfwy.” 
With « trifle on the mateh We 've been losing all the way. Provincial Paper. 
‘ z wae ; bray ee 
Thinking he was surely scratch. riirsty — a “en eight or nine “While Lepage was out hunting he came 
Clubs, but now he's using mine! across an extraordinary monster which charged 
A. drove first, and sent his ball At the second hole the freak athim., Lepage fired, but was forced to flee 
Half-a-dozen yards in all. Borrowed, bent and broke my cleek, ane the a - chase. o> ater be ae 
i d with r he y ong gave up the chase, and Lepage was & 
Next our James, with graceful ease er * oy . ne —, h ere d to examine it through its binoculars.” 
Teed up his and smote. The breeze ished my driver at the third. Daily Paper. 
Which he made in swinging round Dazed and barely half alive Which the brute appears to have 
Almost blew it off the mound, At the tenth I missed my drive. dropped in its hurry. 
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|to be no more “ vacillation.” It is not 
ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. |surprising that the Prowe Minister 
Monday, November 17th.—Tho Tariff-| did not find much light and leading in 


t 

Reformers were in full cry after the| the debate, and that his own speech 
| PResipeNt OF THE Boarv ovr 

i Trapn, but, as usual, failed to pu | : 
lhim down. He showed equal 
i familiarity with 
| soles, which, in his opinion, are 
not a “‘ key-industry "’ (what will 


iy 


wooden clog 





tained.” So that’s that, 
Lancashire say ?), and with litho Tuesday, November 18th.—Loud 
me, which is. A Member who ZL i cheers greeted Mr. G. Roperrs's 
incautiously inquired what this an announcement, in reply to a 
llast substance might be very _ requost for the release ‘of more 
nearly let in the House for a = spirits “for medicinal and other 
lecture on its chemical composi purposes,” that all restrictions on 
tion; but Sir AucKLAND, though clearance are to be removed forth 
sorely tempted, mercifully re- with. It should, of course, be 
frained. ‘ clearly understood that the Com- ) 
Brother Eric is so anxious to = mons are only interested in the 
igeb on with transport that, ac- ews matter from a purely medical 
cording to Viscount Curzon, he AY point of view, and that the recon 
has been summoned for oxcoed- ditioning of the famous VALENTIA 
ing the speed-limit on three Sun a 2 Vat is to them a matter of in 
days running. (uestioned upon dilference, 
| this point, Sir Ruys WitniaMs, In New York the pound ster 
}¢oncerned to let his chief down Y ling is now worth only four dollars 
| lightly, replic d, ‘*No, Sir, not on 2 Vy soven cents. The news that the 
| three Sundays running, ”’ Aw ME Mite a British sovereign, once the big gun 
The sad case of a man who, of the financial world, has runk 
| being unable to obtain other ac Young } , “1s Berrain A VIXTURK Hee?" intoa mere 4:07 had sent the Cuan- 
commodation, is compelled to , mn WER, YOUNG-PELLAH-ME-LAD, 18 IN) OyLLor or THE MxcHrQuen to his 
i sleep in a vostry, was brought to _ : bed, and it was left to Mr. Bano 
the notice of the Heaurna Mrinisrer. | t be mmed up in the sardonic | WIN to convey the melancholy tidings, 
| Dr, Appison, though sympathetic, re l coster’s phra “ Wot's the use of] A final attack on the Aliens Restric 
| gretted that he had no power to inter | canny k? Why, nothink!” I tion Bill was made by Captain Wipe 
ivene. But for this announcement, 1] \ft these hesitancies 16 was re 
| hear, several clergymen would | ive | | ne to hear from Mr. Banrour 
| called his attention to the distre hel, 
ling fact that quite well - to-do fae aN 
people have been found les ping ‘4 5 
In churches ~~, ° % 
Mr. McGurpy rightly declined wo, . : 


to accept Lieutenant-Commander 
Kenwortuy's suggestion that the 
Food Department should send its 
surplus bacon to the aistress dl 
districts of Kurope. He sees no 
reason for adding to their miseries 

After the Industrial Courts Bill 
| had passed its Third Reading the 
House plunged, for the third time 
jin a fortnight, into the Russian 
bog. With the exception of Colonel 
| Warp, who again maintained that 


We were bound in honour to carry 
out our undertakings to Admiral 
Kourenax, one had a el 
| policy to put forward. All « 


WSs 


ho 


x 


f 
demned the Bolshevist atrocities # j 
in tones varying from the V4 ij Yi ff 
robusto of Lord Ronert Creer, to Yff | 


the mild falsetto of 


Mr. Anruur // 
Henn: RSON : ti, 


but hardly al ybody 


thought it Britain's business to ti} 

Spend more blood and treasure in *”* SS ae L== 

putting them down; and the only MR. ROBERTS DECLARES THE FOUNTAIN 
point on which there was general OPEN. 





Sgreement was that there ought (Avern Tum Strenvs at NAPLES.) 
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! 
: Soe 
: ih) 
clear-cut statement of policy im regard Pie Hi 
to Egypt. While desiring in every ey i 
possible way to associate the Kigyp- MT | 
: ? ] 


tian native population with the Gov- 
ernment, neither in Egypt nor in 
the Soudan is England going 
to give up her responsibilities, 
Brit- 
ish supremacy is going to be main- 


“ British supremacy exists; 


woop Benn, who ransacked history for 
from 
St. AuGusTINe to Signor Marconi 
who have made Knyland what she 
is, Descending from the subline to 
the domestic he a d that the 


trade in modern bedroom furniture 


swwerte 
was ont roly created by one ol Liese 
immigrants, So it that it 
wea due not to Lord Fisurr, but 
to an alien, that we were able ‘to 


secOormnsS 


sleep quietly in ou beds,” 
Wednes November 
Tho Lonp CHANCELLOR was 
apologetic in his recomme ndation 
of a Bill to enable County Court 
Judges to ret ire on a pension at the 


l Yl h : 


aly 0 


lay, 


age of seventy-two, and admitted 
that ono of his predecessors on the 
Wool sack bad administered sound 
justice when well over ninety. But 
Hansnurys are not to be found on 
every Bench, and, though Lord 
HaLpANe was of that 
judges, like port wine, took a long 


opinton 





time to mature, and often reached 
their prime after they had passed 
tho Psalmist’s span, the House 
generally agreed that it was bolter 
to run the risk of parting with ono | 

of these fine old crusted veterans j 
than to allow others to lag super- 
fluous the Bench long after 
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they had mislaid their strength and 
bouquet. 

A noble Member of the Government 
recently stated his opinion that answers 
to Parliamentary Questions were not 
to be taken seriously. Too much 
attention must not be paid, therefore, 
to Mr. Cavreasti.’s assertion that he 
had heard of no discontent among the 
temporary officers of the R.A.M.C. in 
India. If that be the fact it shows 
either that the War Minister must be 
conveniently deaf, or that these gentle- 
men, who were torn from their a 
tions and sent abroad during the War, 


| and are now, a year after the Armistice, 


| asa fortress is to remain in the 


| Member after Member rose to 


compelled to serve in a trying climate, 
must be curiously inaudible. 

A year ago the Admiralty had a 
thousand vessels on order for the Fleet. 
Six hundred of them have been 
countermanded, which is just as 
well perhaps, seeing that the one 
battleship since completed, the 
Hood, is to cost the country a 
cool six millions. 

Who says that the Govern- 
ment has no regard for self-deter- 
mination? Constitutions for In- 
dia, Egypt and Ireland are on the 
way, ps now the Maltese are to 
be given control of their own ad- 
ministration. As, however, the 
control of the naval and military 
services and of all matters con- 
nected with the position of Malta 


hands of the Imperial authorities 
it does not look as if the local 
legislature would be overworked. 

Three weeks ago the House 
was urging the Government to 
take the most drastic steps to- 
wards economy. This afternoon 
con- 
demn the proposal to limit the unem 


_ ployment dole to ex-members of the 


Services. Mr. Ciynes moved to reduce 
the vote by one hundred pounds, 
the accepted Parliamentary method of 


| demanding an increase, and was sup 





ae 


ported by Sir Epwarp Carson, who 
declared that “hard cases made bad 
blood,” and described the dole as “an 
insurance against revolution.” Mr. 
MacQutsten deplored its demoralizing 
effect upon domestic servants, who 
would as soon go into a house with 
leopards (varia lectio “ lepers’) as with 
children; and Lord Hugu Crem and 
Mr, Renwick courageously defended 
the Government. But the chorus of 
opposition from all quarters was so 
powerful that Mr. Bonar Law, smelling 
a possible defeat, took the Whips off. 
As it turned out, however, the House 
bad more courage than its Leader, and 
by a majority of ninety-four defeated 
the Amendment. 


Thursday, November 20th. ~The 
second of Mr. Luroyp Groror’s pleasant 
Thursday afternoons did not quite come 
up to anticipations. Members had pre 
pared fifty-seven conundrums for him, 
and it was confidently expected that 
after “ No. 25” was called the rest of 
Question-time would resolve itself into 
a repetition of ATHANASIUS contra mun 
dum. But, as usual in the House of 
Commons, the unexpected happened. 
The proceedings were about as lively 
as a Quaker meeting. Athanasius 
delegated half his questions to oblig- 
ing colleagues, and delivered such slick 
answers to the others that the “ Supple 
mentary "’ merchants were left with 
most of their goods on hand. To Major 
O’Neit1, who inquired how long the 





THE 


MEET WITH THE 
WEDGWOOD BENN. 


Prime Minister proposed to continue 








PRODUCTS OF THE 
INDUSTRY, ORLGINATED BY AN ALLEN IMMIGRANT, 


WARM APPROVAL OF 


his Thursday attendances, he graci- 
ously replied, “ As long as it meets the 
general convenience of the House," and 
Members cheered dutifully but not en 
thusiastically. For, to tell the truth, he 
had so successfully curbed his natural vi 
vacity as to be almost dull, which shows 
once more what a clever man he is. 
On the Electricity (Supply) Bill the 
Homer Secrerary moved a new clause, 
transferring to the Ministry of Trans- 
port all the powers of the Board of Trade 
in regard to electricity, on the ground 
that the new Department possessed 
“driving force and energy.’ Far from 
resenting the implied imputation Sir 
AUCKLAND GrppEs warmly supported 
the transfer. He had the utmost con- 
fidence in the MintsTer or TRANSPORT. 
But this exhibition of brotherly affec- 
tion did not remove the apprehen- 
sions of some Members, who thought 
that, in roads, railways and canals, the 
new Minister had already a sufficient 





field for his energies. 
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A CHAMPION BACK-NUMBER, 


Anyone with a keen ear, leaning 
against the silversmith’s window in the 
small hours, might have heard the dis. 
cussion, for now and then it became 
quite shrill. 

And no wonder, for silver ornaments 
want very little sleep and the nights 
are long—from six or seven till nine or 
ten, with nothing to do and, which is 
worse, nothing to see. During the day- 
time there is always something hap 
pening, something to look at: the 
people passing in the street ; the people 
who stop and examine the things in 
the window and little think how they 
are being examined in their turn, and 
what a serutinising glance a snuff-box 
or @ Vinaigrette can give; the people 
who come into the shop. And 
then there is the fun of speculat 
ing as to what they will buy and 
whether they will buy at all; and 
the terrible excitement of 
picked up and appraised, not 
knowing whether one is to be 
bought and carried away to a 
new home or put back in the win 
dow to be humiliated before the 
other articles there, 

All this makes the day interest 
ing; but nights are dull, and it is 
not surprising then that a good 
deal of time goes in disputation. 

On this particular night of the 
shrill debate the argument con 
cerned the rival claims to distine 
tion of a number of the speakers. 
Kach wished to prove that he o1 
she was the most remarkable or 
had led the most necessary exist- 
ence. One hears something of the 
same kind in human conversation 
now and then, but the conceit of silver 
articles can beat anything, and on | 
this occasion it had been vociferous. | 
Everyone demanded to be heard and | 
everyone shouted down the others. | 
The snuff-boxes, the patch-boxes, the | 
pounce - boxes, the baby's coral with | 
silver-bells, the spoons, the salt-cellars | 

all urged their claims, There was only 
one silent individual on the whole shelf. | 

* Well,” finally said a Queen Anne 
skewer with a ducal crest engraved on 
it, who had acted as a kind of M.C. 
ever since he had joined the silver- 
smith's stock, “ we seem to have heard 
everyone now, except our little modern 
friend in the corner.”’ 

“ Yos, why doesn’t our little friend 
speak up?” said a George the Third 
snuff-box. “Has he no pride what- 
ever? Is there no quality on which 
he can plume himself?” 

“Most certainly there is,” said the 
article in question—-a plump little crea- 
ture rather like a chubby watch. 
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“That ' 
mt you're the youngest thing 


| here, I suppose ?"’ said the skewer with THE PLA 












THE LONDON CHARIVARL 455 








> 





= 


SES 


<7 
/ 
had % a iy ia Pi d 


e we, l'¥Ve JUST BOUGHT THAT MUFT 


CARELESS O} MI TO PICK UP AN IMITATION FUR 


And when this world is left behind, 


INT OF THE LAST HOUSE-FLY. What shall come after? There's the 


be contemptuous laugh, “ Mdwardian O man tl! test by the fire rub, 

er best, I believe.’ And itest wildly when I come My own hope is that I shall find 
if No, not that,” said the silver dump- | To settle on my heart's desire, Nirvana in Beelzebub. 

| ling ; “quite the reverse. | was not The ba dness ol thy cranium <= — 


going to boast at all, but, as I hate to 
appear eccentric, here goes. I claim 
© be the most obsolete thing in t 

place. Snuff isn't what it was, of 
course, but a few people still take it 


there, though for scent rather than salt 


4 coral may be needed. But my own 
fase is beyond any hope. Inutility is} ) 


speaking so bitterly?” asked a short-| Th 





Blest member of the biped race, 


Chill Au 


l admit, because fainting is no longer) S80 1! 
‘feminine hobby, Now and then stil! And squi 


believe, wt baby is born, and therefore I find that 
So spread ny weary Wings again. 


oh onee too ¢ ften I defy 


How to Keep the Cook. 


“Wantep, young ex-Soldier for H 
Parlourmaid'’s work ; cook kept.” 
ee in what evil case Yorkshire Post 


1 slipper warmly shod, 


tumn finds the hexapod,. 


The barrister to whom I once belonged | If on the fender hiny knob ( oo r Y° 1 ; ne at hao '¢ : 
always carried a snuff -box and took I fain ld find a gentle heat, Bilony and Wat Wek 24 to Wer i weg 3 to 
& pinch to clear his brain at night.! Too n feel a scorching throb 1 on Dromie and 50 to 1 on MeLean.” 
Vinaigrettes are still in use bere and Porvade my tender vacuous feet. Bagdad Time 


Our “Turf commissioner” says there 
» the smart I turn jean be no further doubt that Mesopo 





it me on the window-pan@ [tamia is identical with the Garden of 
cold no less can burn, | Eden 


| “The words put by Shakespeare into the 


in t} ) pa nted door mouth of the dé mented Hamlet, who think 


imy doom. I am the very monarch of ‘ and all t phne$, osiaaal wall he has seen and conversed with a ghost 
back numbers Notl ing T | : enals =e LOO | 5 ad | ° }* There are more things in heaven and earth 
be more bs , ' ' cr. a And if I light upon the floor | Floratio, than are dream in heaven and earth 
“W obsolete than I. | The « arpet ti kles worse than all, ly watio, than are dreamt of in your phil 
ho is the little gentleman that's | lsophy,’ are gravely quoted as though they 


| were applic tble to the Horatios of to-day 


Sighted William and Mary spoon | ‘Thy lifted hand and meet my fate, | Te tal Paper. 
“ ” . . . . vw ‘v 
Only & Sovereign purse ‘was the! I know no fairer pl ice to die Somebody ought to tell Mr. Borromiry 
reply. [han on thy comfortable pate | about if, 
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A TRANSPORT CRISIS. 


“Turre's a great deal in this old 
Entente after all,” began James, “ even 
though the Waris over. It got me out 
of a very awkward contretemps the other 
day.” 

“Figure to yourself that I attend,” 
said I. 

“ Well, I promised my sister at the 
beginning of last week that I'd go to 
Victoria and meet her nursemaid and 
her two kids, aged six and three re- 
spectively ——” 

Respectively to what?” I asked. 

“J don’t know,” said James. “ But 





“ However, it seemed that Pinecarey 
wanted both stations cleared. Accord- 
ingly I hastened to read out to my men 
the schedule of contents so that they 
would know what to expect. 

“ After about forty minutes a solid 
cake of sulphur came rolling in under 
the station roof, with the South Coast 
train camouflaged behind it. I spotted 
our consignment in just about the mid- 
dle of it, heaved them out, took a kid 
by each hand, and told the nurse to 
park limbers and check stores while 
the luggage artists got to work. In 
about a quarter of an hour we had the 
units in column of route, and passed 
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had finished festooning the top with 
furniture and machinery, and had 
packed the Brighton Expeditionary 
Force inside, I noticed a couple of por- 
ters with a precisely similar concern 
on the other side of the road, loaded and 
complete with nursemaid, kids (two) 
and the rest of the carnival as per in- 
voice. At the same moment a distracted- 
looking lady in furs seized me by the 
arm. ‘Look here,’ she said; ‘you've 
got our bus and we've got yours, and I 
want to go to Hampstead and the 
driver won't change.’ 

“] went round and had a talk to the 
fellow on the front end of our menagerie, 





it’s what one always 
says in the books. 
Anyhow they were a 
boy and a girl, and I 
was to pop them in- 
to a horse "bus with 
any little trifles they 
might have with 
them, and give them 
the word to glide for 


South Kensington. 
They would have 


rather a lot of little 
trifles, Mary said. 
About twelve hun- 
dredweight of lug- 
gage, including a cot, 
Peter's scooter, Aga- 
tha’s scooter, Peter’s 
tricycle, Agatha’s 
perambulator, Aga- 
tha’s doll’s peram- 
bulator, and a dog. 
“| told her to draw 
up a specification of 
the live and rolling 
stock on half a sheet 
of notepaper and I 
would do my best. 
“When I got to 
the arrival platform 
just after lunch I 
found a lot of weary- 
faced desperadoes 





in aid of the Middlesex Hospital. 











The Prince of Wales has promised to preside at a dinner on December 9th 
An appeal will be made for donations to wipe 
out a debt of £20,000; to carry out repairs postponed during the War ; to meet 
the increased cost of every commodity, and to provide fresh accommodation for 
the Out-Patient Department, designed for less than half the present attendance 
(50,000 a year). The Hospital comprises General Wards with a capacity of 361 beds; 
a Cancer Charity (92 beds); a Convalescent Home at Clacton-on-Sea; Research 
Laboratories and a Children’s Welcome Centre. 
need of the generous help of the public, and Mr. Punch begs his readers of their 
charity to assure its continuance. Contributions to the Prince of Wales’s list should 
be addressed to The Earl of Athlone, The Middlesex Hospital, W. 


This noble work stands in instant 


but he was just as 
stubborn as the 
other. His orders 
were to go to Hamp- 
stead and he would- 
n't go to South Ken- 
sington—not if he 
was paid for it. This 





seemed rather a 
complication. 
“T did a bit of 


thinking, and told 
the lady that there 
seemed to be only 
one easy way out of 
it. That was to let 
the drivers carry on 
in their own time ac- 
cording to plan. The 
articles seemed to be 
a duplicate set, and 
so far as I could see 
both lots wereinthor- 
oughly good repair, 


and there wasn’t 
much in if. Bless 
you, she wouldn't 


hear of it, and got 
quite angry with me. 
She even went so far 
as to suggest that 
Mary would pro- 
bably be annoyed 
about it too. Women 








leaning on two-wheeled trucks, and 
| looking as if the last straw in a moth- 

eaten life was the lateness of the 

Brighton train. I chose the two that 

seemed best stuck together, fell them 
| in, called them to attention and began 
to address them. 

‘““* My men,’ I told them, ‘a very im- 
portant event is going to happen at 
this station this afternoon.’ 

“*T know, guy’nor,’ said the right 
marker, ‘It’s this ere Pine¢arey com- 
ing from France, and, what's more, the 
whole place has got to be cleared before 
three o'clock,’ 

“*T wasn't referring to occurrences 
| on the South-Eastern,’ I said rather 
| haughtily, ‘but on the London, Brigh- 
ton and so forth,’ 


i 


‘ 





the ticket-collector in the following 
order :— 

(1) Porter, pushing Eiffel Tower on 
wheels. 

(2) Ditto, pushing ditto on ditto. 

(3) Peter, on tricycle with small 
Union Jack. 

(4) Nurse, pushing Agatha’s peram- 
bulator. 

(5) Agatha, pushing 
bulator. 

(6) Myself, pushing two scooters 
and carrying Agatha’s green balloon. 

(7) Dog, wearing tricolor. 
Agatha also carried the unexpended 
portion of the day’s chocolate on the 
outside of her left cheek. 

“We found a ’bus standing in the 
road by the bay platform, and when we 


doll’s peram- 





are so absurdly particular about these 
little affairs. So we decided to make 
the porters swap loads. 

“Well, you know what porters are 
like now, They said they wouldn't do 
it for the Primg Minister or the Kina 
himself; that they’d done their job, 
and a hard job too, and they wanted 
the money for it. Just as I was trying 
to persuade the lady to reconsider my 
first idea a sort of out-size in constables 
came on the scene and addressed the 
gathering. 

“* Look here,’ he said, ‘ you'd best 
be clearing out of this in double-quick 
time or the gates’ll be shut on you. 
Don’t you know as the French Prest- 
DENT 's coming this afternoon ?’ 
“That did the trick. With a lot of 
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alter their objectives ; a double chocolate 
ration was served out to the Kinder- 
garten, and I paid off my two brigands 
and the lady hers. If it hadn’t been 
for that I might have been camping 
out at Victoria with a mixed lot of 
velocipedes and a travelling nursery 
now.” 

“Or been issued with a new niece 
and nephew,” I suggested. 

“ Or that,” agreed James. “ Anyhow, 
good old Pinecarey, say I.” Evor. 





THE STRONG MAN REVEALED. 

Tue Actor-Manager leaned back and 
closed his eyes. 

“ All right,” he said wearily; “ give 
me the plot in as few words as possible. 
But I warn you that, unless it breaks 
absolutely new ground, it's a wash-out 
so far as I am concerned.” 

“It does break new ground,” said 
the Author eagerly. “Or it breaks old 
ground in a new way, which is the 
same thing.” 

, “Not a bit,” murmured the Actor- 
_ Manager, still with his eyes shut. 
| ‘You shall judge,” said the Author. 
“ John Granite is a strong man .. .” 
The Actor-Manager groaned. 





“. ., but his wife, Nina, fails to realise 


this. She is frivolous—no real harm, 
you understand, but frivolous — and 
John’s patience and gentleness she} 
merely mistakes for weakness.” 

The Actor-Manager opened his eyes. 

“ Have you ever been to a theatre at 
all?” he asked. “Or read any play? 
Did you see me in The Lion and the 
Butterfly 2? Did you see me in As T'em- 
pered Steel? Or in Give Her Her 
Head? Or in a score of others ?’’ 

The Author held up a deprecating 
hand, 

“ You were a miracle of patience in 
all those plays,” he said. “ Please be 
patient now and hear me out. By the 
Third Act Nina has quite decided that 
John is too weak to be worth bothering 
about, and that he cares for nothing but 
his work. On the other hand, Nigel...” 

“ He would be Nigel.” 

“. . « Nigel loves her passionately. 
He is young, handsome, debonair. And 
she thinks that he is strong. She is 
quite wrong, of course; he is weak as 
water. But Nina in the matter of 
strength and weakness is singularly un- 
observant, Then comes the big scene.” 

The Actor-Manager appeared to be 
fast asleep, and the Author repeated 
himself. “Then comes the big scene. 





Nigel is clasping Nina in his arms when 
John enters. With his invariable good 





taste John pretends not to see them, | 
but turns to the mirror ostensibly to | 


put his tie straight. But the look on 


his face is so extraordinarily strong that | 


it breaks the glass.” 

“Tt what ?” 

“It breaks the glass. 
John. 
ling,’ she says. 
really strong.’ 


Nina runs to 


‘Never mind the expense, dar- | 
‘Now I know you are | 


“ Nigel, who meanwhile has made 


his exit, is already forgotten. And the 
Curtain falls.” 

“H’m,” said the Actor-Manager ; 
“something might perhaps be done 
with it. Leave it with me, will you?’ 








A Sinister Apology. 

“The notice of the death of Mr. —— was 
given to The Herald locally and was published 
in good faith, and The Herald regrets exceed 
ingly that its informant was mistaken.” 

Canadian Paper. 





* Lost, between Glasgow and Manchester, 
10 50-ft. Steel Girders. 


Finder will be re- | 


warded on returning.”— Manchester Guardian. | 


It is conjectured that the loser had a 
hole in his waistcoat pocket. 


“WanTep, Groom-GARDENER; able milk 
and manage oil engine.”— Daily Paper. 


If our milk must be treated we prefer | 


that the “allaying” liquid should be 


drawn from the common pump. 








































































NovEMBER 26, 1919.) : PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIV IVARL aso 


a 

















~~ > 
SS A Wallts Mills. tg 


} ‘“‘T SAY, YOU DON’? MIND OUR LETTING MY AUNT AND UNCLE THROUGH ? THEY'RE RATHER GOOD AT CHOCOLATES ND THAT | 
} SORT OF THING,’’ 





[3 Mr. LK. CHESTERTON would not live in Dublin. for all 
Sou money in the world, Still less would he live in Kerry 





OUR BOOKING-OFFICE, 


(By Mr, Punch’s Siag of Learned Clerks.) Connaught or Belfast or Londonderry. He does not 


“Why, oh why will you not always be wholly serious? | say so, of course, in Jrish Impressions (COLLINS); It is one 
This plea, once put by Mr. Max Burrsoum into the lips of|of those obvious things that are not susceptible of proof, 
Mrs. Humpury Warp, has an odd sound to-day, when she|That being the case it is only right that his impressions 
herself threatens to become one of the most vivacious (and | should represent an agreeable tribute to Irish hospitality 


popular) of our story-tellers. Of the novels in her new manner} rather than a det iched survey of Irish affairs. Not that 
Eieiteinly think none has been more attractive than the | deti ichment is very easy where Ireland is concerned, for it 
latest, Cousin Philip (Cotsins), The initial situation is|is a land where only the jester can either speak his mind or 
admirable. A middle-aging gentleman of quiet late- View 14 hange it without being assaulted (figuratively, of course) | 
torian habits finds himself forced to play guardian and | by many adversaries. There is no more convincing jester | 
| than Mr. Cuesterton when he chooses, but in Jrish Im 


host to a lovely , exquisite, and wildly high spirited 1 girl of 
He has tried hard to see eye 


nineteen, about whom he has promise d her dead mother to pressions he has not chosen. 


“see that she has her chance.” ‘The first half of the book, [to eye with his Dublin friends—the twin solar systems of | 
Which deals with the resulting ferments and more especially | Irish literature-cum-politics that revolve about aes 
the inevitable clash between pre- and post-wat ideals of | W. B. Yeats and Georce Russet respectively—and t 
conduct, is capiti ully handled. From my saying “ post-wat "explain that in each case they have come to the right con- 
you will gather that the tale is sufti itly modern indeed, | clusion for the wrong reason or have advanced the right 


lreasons but drawn the wrong conclusions. That is the 


it even embraces the pyrotechnics of "p eace-Day. And as} ng Col 
| CHESTERTON stock-in-trade. The CHESTERTON imagination, 


the embodiment of this modernity, cool, brilliant, wh oy | 
self-suflicient, the girl Helena is among the most striki: 'that wonderful creator of Father Brown and The Napoleon 
u¢ ng t 


portraits in all Mrs. Wakrp’s alin ction of whatever per ‘ode | f Notting Hill, is here allowed no scope. Jrish Impressions, 
lin @ word, is not even CHESTERTON at his second-best as | 


1am not going to say that the second half of the story, | f 
with its hint of Jane Eyre melodrama, is equal to the grace literature. That it coul d have been a serious contribution 
of the opening; but taken all round the tale marks a con- ito the literature of the Irish Question was not, in the cir- 
siderable advance upon anything that the r uther facile art|cumstances in which the impressions were gathered, to 
of Mrs. Warp THE SEconp has yet given us, It encourages | be expect we ral bie 
me to hope that in time she may come full circle and meet 
© predecessor in a niaguangions of Victorian dignity blent 
With Georgian verve 


——.. - 


Despite several chapters devoted to various campaigns | 
which must be left to the military critics, General LuprEn- 
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| ponvr’s My War Memories (Hutcutnson) is « political book 
| by an exceptionally able man, who has about as much sense 
ol the complex interplay of politics as a bright schoolboy. 
if it were designed as an apologia addressed to the outsider, 
it could be set down unhesitatingly as a profoundly stupid 
book. But it is, of course, rather a defence of the German 
Army Command against the timid blockheads at Berlin, 
who never understood what war was and betrayed their 
country by abandoning a military simplicity of outlook and 
refusing to shoot out of hand anybody who introduced 
irrelevant conceptions, such as human justice or freedom. 
| He can never forgive Betumann-Hontwee for giving the 
game away. With a persistence that cannot but win 
admiration for its superb effrontery, he represents Germany 
as the peaceful lamb faced by a world of cruel shearers 
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taken one at a time, and administered in that fashion | 
should like to prescribe them for the people who regard such 
books as a publisher's attempt to deceive. 





(and as part of that lamb he 
incidentally does a good deal 
of bleating). Of the deport- 
ations he says, in answer to 
the protest of certain duly- 
despised fellow -countrymen: 
« The military authorities were 
acting from patriotic duty, and 
not arbitrarily.” One could 
feel some sympathy with a 
beaten man who so ably and 
indeed so heroically bore his 
dreadful burden of responsi- 
bility if there were ever any- 
| where in this book any tribute 
to the valour of the opposing 
troops or leaders, with the 
perfunctory exception of the 
| Grand Duke Nicnonas, He 
| has, indeed, something to say 
of the unbroken spirit of the 
| Dictators, LLoyp Grorar and 
| CLemenceav, but this is only 
by way of demonstrating the 
poor spirit of all the Germany 
that was not the army. The 
| one thing that the elaborate 
artifice of this uneandid and 
| unconsciously humorous book 











Disgusted Artist of advanced school (who has had his picture 











One small drawback to Mr. Rauru Nevinn's Life and 
Letters of Lady Dorothy Nevill (Mernuen) is the impres- 
sion it conveys of having been gleaned in a well-reaped 
field. But what a treasure-field it is! Though, thrice 
unfortunately, Lady Dororiy herself held only the pen of 
a not specially ready writer, all the great epistolaries of her 
years were her close friends, and delighted to pour out 
before her their best, Of herself, quite one of the most 
popular and conspicuous personalities of an age that is 
partly present, partly past, who knows not the main facts 
to-day? Shrewd, sympathetic, rather more than tolerant, 
ree pao |she watched, with eyes grow- 
‘tng \ing only a little older, that 

! ot neighbourhood of Charles 

Ve “ | Street and Berkeley Square 

ithat in its time had shown 

Mt her so much. Thus her world 

went past: and because she 

smiled at it this book is, as 

you might expect, filled with 

vs good stories.” ‘T'o select one 

will, of course, be to choose 

the oldest and best-known; 

yet I cannot resist this. A 

great light of the Bar, meeting 

the late Poet Laureate for the 

first time, said, “ Mr. Austin, 

may 1 ask, do you find poetry 

pays?” “Thank you, | do 

pretty well,” was the reply ; 

“T always manage to keep 

the wolffrom the door.” “And 

pray do you read your poems 

tothe wolf?" Alter this, one 

is perhaps the more glad of 

the testimony of an old friend, 

abundantly contirmed, that “1 

don't think I ever heard Lady 

Donorny say a single unkind 

word.” A book that will rest 


|is unable to conceal is that] yejected by the Twenty-first Century Society), “1 can’y rusk |little upon the shelves for 


Lupenporrr's inability to see| way Tux Commrrrnn nerusEeD 


the situation except through ATROCIOUS AND THE COLOUR 18 ABSOLUTELY——— 
UNDERSTAND ALL kiaut. Tur 
PICTURK 18 8O PAINFULLY ACADEMIC, WHY, YOU'VE PUT FIVE 


Prussian - blue spectacles His Friend, “On, I can 
launched him upon his final “ 
TORS ON THAT rooT! 


gamble with his countrymen'’s LE 





TO HANG Iv. THe DRAWING Is | some time to come. 


” 

The death of Mr. J. EK. 
ParTERSON, in the Spring of 
this year, has deprived the 





lives and destiny in the campaign of 1918. One wonders| world of letters of a writer whose real knowledge of a 


of what stuff he must be to survive the débicle, 
| Lam not at all sure that All Sorts (Minus anv Boon) is a 
very apt title for the volume containing nine short stories 
| by Miss [. A. R. Wyte, Superficially they are at least 
| of several sorts. There are two Russian peasant tragedies 
as & beginning, then six English stories, ranging from grave 
| to gay (one of them, “The Episcopal Scherzo,” a capital 
comedy), and, lastly, a frtetion tale set in a French town 
| during the German occupation, But in quality these stories 
| are more alike than they are, in setting or subject, diverse 
‘There is the same good workmanship in all, not an inch of 
| scamped imagination, not a moment when Miss Wyte is 
not in touch with the man or woman through whose eyes 
she is looking. She knows to a nicety where to begin and 
where to end, and one or two of her stories deserve even more 
praise than this. Probably, as is the case with most 
collections of short stories, they will make their best effect 





certain kind of life and disdain of any literary artifice 
drew and held the attention. As Mr. OC, BK. Lawrence, 
who passed the proofs of The Passage of the Harqu 
Sappho (Dent) for the press, says in a foreword, “ It is 
good that this, the latest, if not the last of his tale of 
novels should be a sea-story, penned with the joy of the 
telling that was part of the man.” Fully to enjoy this 
chronicle of a voyage from San Francisco to London you 


must have in you the love of ships and of all that pertains | 


to them. It was a long voyage and Mr, Parrerson has 
described it at considerable length, but he has escaped 
monotony by weaving a web of mystery about his story. 


Yet at the same time the characters drawn by him are | 
patently true to life. I have frequently read the statement | 


that Mr, Parrerson was a disciple of Mr. Conran; but | 
doubt very much if he was the disciple of anyone. Rather 
[ like to think of him as drawing inspiration only from 
life itself. And he found it an inexhaustible draught. 
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Ebbw Vale Second Seam have an open 


CHARIVARIA. date in May for a medium strike. 


THE bustle is coming into fashion | 


have mentioned that all four sides of 
the house were leaned against simul 
taneously, 











again, gays « ladies’ journal. But not] A news item tells us that the Kina 
in Government offices. | an 1 QUEEN or THE BeLaIans were in- The report that the new battle 
1 tl i { IT | ‘A ito Mr, Cuantie Cartan at | cruiser, HM S, Hood, has been returned 
srsti { gto *s Oo nerel { ] mT" ! 
We understand that, owing pres- | Li Ang It is said that Their|to the builders to be fitted with a Sinn 
sure of other work, the Premier has} Majesti were not a bit nervous in his | Fein-proof blister is being treated | the | 
yl] vd to postpone his N \ resel | - weary" ” . 
been compel } | IS NOW | presenc )Henior Service with silent contempt 
World for another couple of week | | 
* I | ! ; \ y* ‘ 
= ' a \ ling to Dr. Cn KLES GORI a | Much sympathy is felt for the mem 
British-made cigars, says a trade} criminals are not invariably addicted to | ber of a well-known club who the other 
‘ i , bl al Ta 
| paper, have ua bright outlook Ye 5D col We have always felt that }evening inadvertently took his own um 
| what about the other end which you | better n be done if one 1s/ brella in mistake for another member's. 
| put in your mouth ? i} { 
: * 
| | F } * }very precaution should be taken 
. " i } 4 4 4 © 
| During a conflagration which brok e Un 1 ota Government has|to protect wooden huts from the de 
lout at South Hill Barracks, Chatham,!once again irned Mexico against! structive wood-louse,” states a writer 
| it appears thaf one of the jin a weekly journal The 
| soldiers with great pres . lbest method is to inform 
| ence of mind immediately p ye ss your neighbour, in a loud 
| sounded the ** Cease Fire.’ ; ov ~-enaomnsed —” } voice, that your hut has 





| . 
heen taken over by the Goy 
The young man who re- 


jernment, on hearing which 
cently caused yraye con lthe wood-lice finding thei 
cern among his friends by Ps 


jasking, “What are Ged 


york unnees ry, Willleave 





| Lhe hut to rot in the usual 





| deses?” is now undergoing Wat . 
| treatment for jazz-shock. * 

| A burgla has been 
The United States, Says | charged witl sealing an 


1O. BLE, He pleads t! il he 
did not know this was an 


a trade journal, now hold 
| the premier place as manu 
facturers of glass house , 
It is only fair to point out 
| that In the manufacture olf 
| paper houses they imply 
rant touch us. | 


| A full-grown wallaby 

}has been purcha sed by the 

| Zo logical Society, and a 

| plumber has been heard 
; piping in purrey 

iwith violence have been | 





| 
| 
} 
| Kighteen ca es of robbery 
| 


, 
reported from Dublin in the | | We now understand that 
| lastmonth, “ Inevery case,” | ithe man who was arrested 
}& correspondent naively iat . late one night last week in 
| adds, “eiviliuns have been | ; ie -_ , Kent, whilst carrying a bas 
| attacked wm the absence of Hcontaining a jemmy, some 
| the police.’ (tales ours.) I \merican ibjects Unle dynamite and sundry small tools, was 
| utely stopped it is | released on bis explaining that he had 
“T have never been in a Tub ida le that Amy 1 may have to| been sent down by the Government 
| Judge at the Old Bailey recentls | vin ' ito tart work in connection with the 
| title of * Strap hanging Judge niake | Channel tunnel 
| hO appeal t y him Uy time of going to press the | : 
en t l nd the} Boarp | nt Required | 
According to a wirels me Lore taxi 4 . in ointo him i still cnbieman I . Lr newt Lape 
| Karnina,the Bolshevist Womat error. | DI 1 it is feared that Lord It seems a rea ouable requiret 1ent, 
| is about to be married he name ot} 1 i ‘ be called upon Fo } il | 
| the unlucky man is not know: o one cone " - lowed & woma: 
ia she V the finance of a brother of ' 
| Akestrel has been observed hov , ; it is now thought} Provincial ] 
oo ‘) F Inn, but the ve Y bt . . : woo a an im [his is surely L lar, far bette: thing 
halo has been seen in the vicinity of | port ( ng ceremony, UNCON] +10 Leing his fiasco. 
Di AbpDISON j denied by Lord Down placed thet {, 18 probably al 
| HAM, ; five ndicap man, From a feuilleton 
‘*Tf you want me to be candid,’ she said at 
Several hew sports clubs have b We ret that several of ou readers | just I do think that the girl f ur parti 
opened In South Wales mini a \ >] led by the announcement 1D] cular < run after false gods, as you term it 
| ticts. It is said that many of them /t Qe ¢ mt that a wooden house | Money, for instance, And px Daily — 
have already drawn up t ieir strikelin B noham had been successfully | ; —_ . 
| fixture cards We understand that the | leaned against We ought perhaps, to} Not such a very particular sex, 
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useful asset is undeniable. 
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IN PRAISE OF COMMONPLACE. 


To 4 Mippie-aGep Porr From ANOTHER. 

(Mr. Jonn Barey, lecturing before the British Academy on 
“Poetry and Commonplace,” is reported to have said that poetry 
“could not have too much of the truths of universal application. 
The great poets, from Homer to Gray and WorpswortH, were *‘ at 
least as much occupied in giving new life to old things as in dis- 
covering new.” Contemporary poets, on the other hand, were apt to 
lack universality.] Y 

Wuen Youth observes with pitying smile 
Our progress toward the sere and yellow, 
Or in a less corrosive style — 
Remarks that we are turning mellow— 
For blood that lacks its former glow, 
For joints that creak and bloom that's rusted, 
Solace it is at least to know 
The worth of ancient wines and crusted. 


Tis true that we do not indulge 
In the vers-librist’s easy. latitude, 
But our Victorian bosoms bulge 
For joy of any deathless platitude ; 
We love the clichés learnt in youth, 
Which grow with years more fine and fruity, 
E.q. that Beauty = Truth, 
That Truth is tantamount to Beauty. 


Age cannot spoil their potent spells 
Nor custom stale our simple piety 
Who drink from these established wells 
And never, never know satiety ; 
Why hustle after something strange 
When we can read in old Horatius 
Such truths as these—that seasons change, 
That Life is short and Time fugacious ? 


Our Georgians seek a modern quest, 
But when they get as old as I am 
They ‘ll know the tritest truths are best 
(See Vinci, Dante, Homer, KuAyyAy) ; 
Try as he will, no man can hope, 
Save on a universal basis, 
To match the cosmic Gray, or cope 
With WorpswortH’s hoary commonplaces. 


There’s nothing new this time of day. 
No bard should blush to be a debtor 
To those who had the earlier say, 
So long as he can do it better; 
The form’s the thing; to poets dead 
And crowned in heaven we give the credit 
Not half so much for what they said 


As for the jolly way they said it. 0.5. 








FAT AND THIN MEN IN GOLF. 
By W. W. Witton. 
(Being the 5,000th article on the Royal and Ancient Game 
written by this famous expert). 

THar a certain amount of adipose tissue is an extremely 
But it must be correctly dis- 
tributed in order to conduce to efficiency at the game. It 
is not essential that a golfer should be fashioned like a 
statue by Puerpias, but he must be so fashioned that the 
development of energy is not hampered by his physical con- 
tours. To put it crudely, a man whose waist measurement 
exceeds that of his chest by more than fifteen inches is not 

| likely to be a long driver. I have only known one golfer 
| with a plus handicap who weighed more than eighteen 


a decided advantage in a high wind. Sanpy MacLurxty 
one of the best Scotch players in the eighties, was a man of 
singularly fragile physique, and attributed his success in 
one championship meeting, which was played at Prestwick 
in a heavy gale, to his having filled the pockets of his trousers 
with lead. 

Dogmatism should always be avoided, but it may be 
laid down as a general rule that a golfer who wishes to do 
himself full justice should not allow his weight to exceed 
thirteen stone. The good golfer should be well nourished, 
but a too generous diet is to be deprecated. More matches 
have been lost by heavy than by frugal lunches. But loss 
of appetite in a championship meeting is a bad sign. 
Donatp Macintyre always attributed his defeat in the 
final at St. Andrew's in 1891 to a third helping of boiled 
beef and suet dumplings at lunch before the concluding 
round, in which he started with a nine at the first hole. 
Per contra, Mr. Hector Durr, who was the favourite for the 
amateur championship in 1897, was knocked out in the 
semi-finals after a breakfast at which he only ate one 
boiled egg. 

Some amateurs of a neurotic temperament are in the 
habit of steadying their nerves with aspirin before an im- 
portant match. Others I know who prefer ammoniated 
quinine or sloe gin, I cannot help thinking that a series 
of tests, if carried out under the supervision of hygienic 
experts, might be of great importance in establishing a 
standard diet for golfers and settling once and for all the 
vexed question of the value of stimulants and sedatives. 
The question of nerves is all-important; and here the stout 
man generally scores. Stout men as a rule—though there 
are, of course, exceptions — are genial, easy-going and | 
imperturbable. They do not brood over defeat. The lean, 
slim, delicate man is seldom a good loser. He may be | 
endowed with an artistic temperament—few great artists | 
have been abnormally rotund—but that is an attribute | 
which is out of place in the golfer. 

This reflection prompts me to observe that golfers should 
be extremely careful in their choice of reading when an im- 
portant match or meeting is in prospect. A clever friend 
of mine, to whom I cannot give more than three or four 
strokes when he is on his game, broke down badly in a club 
match last week, and confessed to me afterwards that it | 
was entirely owing to his preoccupation with Dr. Ex- | 
STEIN'S theory of space. To speak frankly, I do not think | 
that serious golfers should read the newspapers at the | 
present time, always excepting the articles on golf. 

The influence of stoutness and slimness of figure on the | 
style and efliciency of golfers as writers is a most fascinat- | 
ing subject, but cannot be adequately dealt with in a con- | 
cluding paragraph. I hope to return to it in a year or two. | 
Meanwhile, in response to many requests, I propose to dis- | 
cuss next week the intensely interesting problem of pre- | 
mature baldness in amateur golfers and its bearing on their 
iron play. It may clear the ground a little if I state here, with | 
all the emphasis I can command, that no golfer can aspire | 
to championship honours who wears a wig on the green. 











Our New Masters—and Misters. 

“Last evening the nomination of a Government candidate to 
support the policy of Lloyd George and Bonar Law was dé finitely | 
settled. . » . Speaking at Mr. Myers’s meeting [Labour], Mr. Jack 
Jones said . . .”"—Westminster Gazette. 


“On Monday evening the employees and wives of Mr. C. T. | 
Parker were entertained to dinner by the ex-Mayor and Mrs. Parker 





Lincolnshire Echo. 





| stone. On the other hand, massive solidity of build is | 





| 
at the Lindum Restaurant, Lincoln, which was much appreciated.” | 
] 


We too appreciate the lady's freedom from paltry jealousy. 
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Sandy. “I'VE JUIST WRITTEN YE A LETTER, MEENISTER, ON YER TERRIBLE BEREAVEMENT.” 
Minister, “I'VE HAD NO BEREAVEMENT, Mr. MACFARLANE.” 


Sandy. “Ant, WEEL, THAT'S GUID. 
KEN FINE I'M THINKIN’ O° YE.” 


THE STAMP’S NO LICKIT, 


. Ss , 
AND IF YE SHOULD HAE ONE I'LL NO WRITE AGAIN, AS YE'LL | 








A DULL MORNING. 
(Being the experience of a Member of 
the British Army now in France.) 

Elfred Fry paced the sands with the 


| dejected mien of a demobilised Bol- 
| shevist who has been offered work at a 
| steam laundry. ‘“‘Whata ‘ole!’ he said, 





kicking viciously at a little gre.n crab. 
* What a’owling cavity! What a blink- 
ing excavation!” 

At his best Elfred had the chastened 
gaiety of a sciatic centipede; at his 
worst he regarded the world with the 
abysmal gloom of a pavement artist 
during a thunderstorm. On the present 
occasion his mvod, embittered by tem- 
porary poverty, was further exasperated 


| by his surroundings. 


“Sand, sand,” said he; “ more sand 
an’ water. Four years ‘ave I delved 
in it, lived in it an’ packed it away in 
sandbags, an’ now I’m supposed to be 
injoying it. What a blighted crater!” 

He walked moodily along the beach, 
finding an additional grievance in its 
colour, which too much resembled khaki 
for his taste. A distant vista of red- 
roofed villas at Ambleteuse and Audres- 





selles and the grey-green headland of 
Cape Gris-Nez gave agreeable variety 
to the scene, but brought no comfort to 
Elfred. Picturesque views were not, 
to his mind, an effective substitute for 
beer. 

Few people were about, but as El- 
fred clambered round a little rocky 
headland he suddenly saw a man 
climbing rapidly down the face of the 
cliff. So precipitate and hurried was 
the man’s descent that in the last few 
yards he lost his footing altogether and 
fell headlong on to the soft sand. Before 
he could pick himself up another man, 
wearing a reefer-suit and a red kerchief, 
rushed to him, not to render assistance, 
but apparently to squeeze out what 
little breath remained in his body. El- 
fred noticed that the cliff-climber had 
a little black bag slung round his neck, 
which the red-cravated ruffian was try- 
ing to get possession of and which the 
other man was equally bent onretaining, 
They rolled over and over in a fierce 
struggle, first one and then another 
holding the advantage, and none of 
the few spectators who had assembled 








showed any disposition to interfere. At 





with his fingers on his throat, tried to 
strangle him into unconsciousness ; but | 
just as he appeared likely to succeed | 
in his dastardly endeavour a woman | 
glided from the crowd, swung a weighted | 
stick in both her hands and crashed it 
down on his unprotected head. No | 
warning cry, no murmured sob of horror | 
came from the crowd. Elfred simply 
yawned and walked on. The daily 
activities of the Société Grand Guignol 
de Cinéma had lost their interest for 
him, ; 

The hum of an aeroplane engine 
smote his ear, and he whisked his hand 
as though to still the buzzing of an 
importunate fly. It was the great 
London-Paris Aerobus doing its diurnal 
journey, but its passing evoked no 
enthusiasm in Elfred. He knew it 
was timed to pass at twelve o'clock, 
an acute reminder that the wet canteen 
opened at the same hour. 

All at once his eyes lit up with a gleam 
of interest. He had noticed a round 
iron object rocking in the waves near 
the shore—something that promised 
excitement. Hastily collecting a supply 
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of boulders he ran down to within | Wits ¥: 7. - 
twenty yards of the object of his atten | m 
tion and threw a sighting shot. Lt went | TDABITTAT 
about a yard too far, but he bracketed | = oe 
with the next and secured a direct hit} f[ scwaeas 
with the third. The stone clanked on i Mu syle 
the iron and ricochetted into the se a, Rig 
but nothing further happened. Un HI) ws fXy 
daunted, Elfred kept up rapid fire f x \/ 
making good practice and getting a fait (t mee fs. 
| percentage of hits. The “ols inking of | l| Byinytay yeu 
stone on iron sounded like war-tin e| MU fencie: 
|industry at a foundry, but it was evi eee 
| dent Eldred found semething lacking. | Ht i“ 
| At last he desisted in disgust. (ug et . 
| “It's only an old buoy, after all,”| 7 7 | | SNCSt0 
| he said dispiritedly. “T thought it was é Hl SS 
& mine floated ashore wot ‘ud ike! * | ff 
some fireworks.”’ i 
On the coast hereabouts stands an | Hi] 
old ruined fort. Probably Napoleon} {I 
built it, or demolished it, or el: a ated | Ht! if 
his scheme of invasion from it. At| =e 
low tide it stands at the extreme end| ClF AY GEE IN 
of a rocky peninsula, but high tide = 
converts it into an island. So rapidly | == 
does the tide sweep over the low-lying | 
neck that unwary visitors are constantly | 
being cut off and forced to remain on| 
the fort for about six hours , or, when | 
a boat is available, are held to ransom | 
| and piratically rescued. Elfred hims« If, 
|in the course of winkle-hunting ex-|} <= 
| peditions, had more than once been 
marooned at this spot. 
He noticed now passing that the] 
| tide was rapidly coming in, and that} 4 
an English soldier on the fort was in| — 
danger of being cut off. In his present | my 
misanthropic frame of mind he wa | ( 
inclined to gloat on the n rtune of | ; 
someone else, till it occurred to him that | Insinu » Stranger. “ MAY I pERSUADE YOU TO BECOME A MEMBER OF THE BippLE- 
; & resct ie might be prod uctive of solid Cra Un n? 
or liquid, tokens of gratit ude. Therefe e| Harassed House-II r,“DenicuTep! Were isit? AND WHEN CAN I MOVE IN?” 
he caut iously proceeded along t! —-—- - —- ———— == 
| narrow neck, h: uiling loudly the while. | seaweed, over which he would have to i A 
The soldier had dis sappearea behind pass. It was not an encouraging view. =e IDEES l IXES. : 
| acorner of the fort, and Elfred had to| “What have you got to eat?” he (With apologies to the shade of 
| pick his way right ti y the extremity of | asked suddenly. — Apam Linpsay Gorpo) 
the point. He paused there for a mo « Bully an’ biscuits Every day some bubble 's busted 
ment to rehearse a dramatic entrance,} An’ to drink?” By The Mail or Times 
and then rushed forward. ‘ Water,” said the soldier fiercely. Growing more and more disgusted 
“Urry, ‘urry!” he shouted in \ The no help for it; Elfred had With the Premier's crimes. 
simulated agitation “Tne. 1% to flounder dejectedly over the boulders, In a Press of Protean wonders 
8Weepin’ in like a mill-race! ’ ‘ ashore before wading Two things stand like stone 
“What abaht it?’ asked the beca n impossibility Fury at Liuoyp GrorGe’s blunders, 
busying himself with a basket ‘N ink never ‘appet ‘ere nohow,’ Blindness to their own. 
“ Well, we'll be cut off in a minute, iid he savagely, emptying his boots —— 
replied Klfred, trying to ke *p up excite id squeezing the water from his ‘The Duchess of was chatting with 
ment at white heat. ‘I’ve come t tr er | puttees ‘What a ‘ole! friends in the gallery for a considerable time, 
rescue ver! e) as lie as were Viscountess _ -, in her favourite 
“ Look ‘ere, mate,” said the ot | 2S ae aes oyster tone i s thee agit 
“I've come 'erefor a few hours quiet | mi apes. Kage ene Her “ native " language ? 
fishin’ , an’ if youcomes shouting abaht| To * n argument, kin gh genio me : ; ; 
an’ disturbing me it'll be you as wants | follow eS ee es ad een f + Pees Sir Gite, Sie Sevens Beene Ses ; Hee 
= ly } t lo fhaving received a la ward feeders Local Paper 
rescuing. 1} We were very much surpt sed in We have ofte ticed a regrett ble | 
Elfred was dashed. He looked back | ahvingr 1a lawyer's letter | Dor BTFUL 4 ave be we Pacers { ot. t a ; 
atthe incoming waters, now a foot deep | Canadian Paper car ah NS MSnNSTS Ih OUL’ YOUSING 
in places, and the stones, slippery with The answer is in the negative. porkers. 
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THE CHARITY THAT BECINS AT HOME. 


To-pay, nearly a whole month before 
Christmas, I overcame the Ethelred 
spirit which urged me to procrastinate, 
and, walking firmly into.a toyshop, I 
succeeded in purchasing the very thing 
[ had in mind for my little god-child 
Wilfred—a working model of a howitzer. 

They also sold me a young sculptor’s 
modelling outfit. 

When I came to untie the parcels at 
home I decided that I would give the 
modelling toy to the Christmas Mission. 
It would find its way into some deserv- 
ing home and afford an aged couple 
many hours of innocent amusement, 
whereas in the hands of my god-son: 
it might prove to be an instrument of 
misfortune by arousing in him aspira- 
tions to become a sculptor. The streets 
of London have sufferedenougb already. 

As some time must necessarily elapse 
before the Christmas presentation, I 
took the toys out of their boxes with 
| the idea of pulling the howitzer through 
| and putting it away in oil, but some 

latent gift within attracted me irresist- 

ibly to the modelling outfit. Unconsci- 

ously I fell to work and soon under my 

feverish sensitive fingers the inanimate 

clay took life and became an exquisite 
| bas-relief representing Lord Norrtu- 
cLirre refusing an option on the vacant 
| possession of No. 10, Downing Street. 


The howitzer was a businesslike 





weapon with elevating and traversing 
gear and a good supply of ammunition. 
After some preliminary registering I 
subjected the hearthrug to a searching 
fire, forcing the cat to retire in marked 
disorder. 

The piece was then brought into 
position under cover of some volumes 
of the Encyclopedia, and long range, 
high angle fire brought to bear upon 
the parrot emplacement with good 
effect. At 15.23 hours a direct hit on 
the parrot was observed, followed by a 
loud explosion. 

At this moment the door opened. 
Penelope stood on the threshold taking 
in the details of the scene. 

“Just testing the toy I have bought 
for my little god-son Wilfred,” 1 has- 
tened to explain. (It is just possible to 
get in the first word of an argument 
with Penelope.) ‘It is so disappoint- 
ing for a child when the toy does not 
live up to its high promise.” 

“ Very,” she replied; “and Wilfred is 
so hard to please considering he is only 
three months old.” 

* * * * * 

I have decided after all to present 
Wilfred with some Victory Loan, and 
as to the Mission those blankets in my 
kit will be just the thing. 

Animated by a consciousness of well- 
directed beneficence, I ought not to 
have a dull moment during the long 
winter evenings. 





r 
~ 





BROTHER HEROES. 

(‘* Trench stunts ’’ are reported to be popular 
with tourists in the battle areas. To spenda 
night in a shell hole,‘‘ just to see what it was 
like,’’ is the right thing to do. } 


I’m glad I found out what the War was 
like, 
Sat in a shell hole ‘neath a raining 
sky 
And learned how surely cold and damp- 
ness strike 
Into your very vitals; for thereby 
I feel I’m one with those who bore the 
brunt 
(Of course we'd air-raids on the Lon- 
don front). 


I set myself no dilettante task ; 


—— 








Not till a full five dreary hours had 


sped, 
And nought remained within my brandy 
flask, 
Did I go back to breakfast and to bed 
(I wonder if our gallant lads as well 
Withdrew to this same excellent hotel). 


I’m glad I had the enterprise to keep 
My vigil thus; no more need | re- 
frain 
From martial speech and hold my man- 
hood cheap 
When any speaks of ‘“ Wipers” or 
“ Loovain;” 
In tones of comradeship I can declare, 
“T know, old chap, I know it. I was 
there.” 
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( ’ ? ¢ ? . ANY LETTERS? 
PROBLEMATI¢ veather < litions ideal. and Banker in his excitement shou 
; was f nge of the canary |*Thieves.” A Russian research student 
Tuny were introduced in the \ ry But v t Dy} ed to me to be} living on the floor below is roused by the 
| earliest stages of my education. In rely oc levity in the School- | shout, and, jumping out of bed, hastily 
| stead of being told to divide 1728 by ra { Instructor | have found | puts on his eyeglasses, snatches up hi: 
| 144, I was informed that Mr. Sh ¥,; to be p ve obse n in the mind} rev lyer and rus! es upstait . Rowhard, 
& greengrocer, had just packed 1728) of a University Lecturer in Law. i thinking that the sound of footsteps sig 
oranges in a box, with 144 in eac ispirant to the degree of LL.B. | nifies the arrival of Bower, sei es a soda 
ayer, and wanted me to work out the|is cor te n the earliest stages of | water syphon and discharges its con 
| number of layers. training by Aulus, Balbus, Caius | tents into the face of the Russian on the 
I reached the stage of square-roots | and D who, owing to a series of | stairs, who, in throwing his left hand 
| only to find that I had to satisfy the | coincidences which would have puz zled | up to protect himself, forces a portion 
| symmetrical whim of a fastidious farme rleven JusTINIAN himself, have decided |of his eyeglasses into one of his eyes, 
| who wanted to plant 576 mangel-wur-|to take legal advice, and, having con seriously impairing the sight of it. At 
| 2els in rows in such a way that the] fiden n the student's well-deserved | the same moment he fires his revolver, 
| Sumber of wurzels in each row should! reputation, submit themselves to his|and the bullet strikes Cox in the big 
| equal the number of rows. udgment \toe of his right foot. Banker shouts 
“ And now,” said the Chief Instructor | But the imagination of a don is only “ Murder” and rushes into the rooms 


}0n a Sniping Course, ten years later,| given full scope when the student has|of Fitz-James Austin opposite. The 
“let's see if you've got the idea of | begun the study of English Law. The|latter, a very nervous undergraduate, 
the thing. Just take this down lproblem is usually presented in as|who has been devoting himself that 
evening to the study of the mental 
element in guilt, jumps out of window 





‘Rifleman Longsight sees a canary in topical a form as possible. 

® tree; he adjusts his sights to 200,} Rowhard, Cox and Banker, three | 

takes a regulation aim and fires. He | undergraduate 

observes his shot to strike nine inches | suy per to Rowhard’s rooms, which are| pavement of the court below, at the 

below the centre of the lowest visible|on the second floor 

Portion of the canary. He moves his| unde ising to join them|is on bis way round to Rowhard’s 
: Considerable commo- | rooms, and fracturing one of his thighs. 


Sights to 350 and this ti a anliaiaall 
www 4 1s time smashes/|in aiew minute , 
the discovery that the| Consider the legal position of all 





a twig six inches above his point of | tion is caused by th : 
aim. His rifle and shooting were per- | only bottle of whisky has been borrowed, ! parties. 
tee > . 7 ’ . _ ia 


ites. proceed after a bump-|in terror and breaks his leg on the | 


Bower, another | same time knocking down Bower, who | 
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EXPERT ADVICE. 


I am most anxious to avoid getting 
a cold, And the newspapers are even 
more anxious about it than I am. 
Every day, just now, they warn me 
about the necessity of keeping the sys- 
tem up to tone, of the danger lurking 
in chills, and, above all, of the fact that 
the colds of the population cost the 
nation fifty million pounds a year. 

They give me expert advice, culled 
from that army of medical men who 
are so unassuming that they prefer to 
be nameless, merely using in their 
modesty such self-effacing descriptions 
as * An Eminent Physician,” “ A Well- 
Known Surgeon,” “A Harley Street 
Expert,” or just “* A Medical Man.” 

Knowing it is all done for my good, 
[ have tried to follow the newspaper 
instructions. I began with the advice 
of one expert, who declared : * To avoid 
a cold, eat as little as possible. The 
practice of clogging the system by an 
abundance of proteins and _ proteids 
puts too much work on the alimentary 
organs. The subject is thus unable to 
resist streptococci and pneumococci " 

-this was rather beyond me, but I felt 
the chap meant well—* which promptly 
invade the system,” 

Forthwith I took to frugal living. I 
allowed my butter ration to be absorbed 
by a hearty member of the family; I 
eschewed bacon; I renounced second 
helpings. Nevertheless I got a cold. 
Searcely had I recovered when further 
newspaper advice caught my eye. 

“If you would keep fit at this time 
of the year,” it stated, “ and above all 
ward off chills, eat as much and as 
often as possible. The system cannot 
have any resisting power against 
streptococci and pneumococci " — all 
the authorities seem unanimous about 
these nicknames, anyway—*“ if it is not 
adequately stoked by the fuel of ample 
diet.” 

Hurriedly I resumed my _ butter 
ration —not without some difliculty 
with the hearty member of the family 
—and went on ample diet. Neverthe- 
less I got another cold. 

A little shaken in my faith, I was 
still determined to persevere. The 
advice now took a dictatorial turn, 
which might have unnerved a less 
courageous disciple, 

“ Directly you enter a train,” it com- 
manded, “fling open both windows to 
clear off the germs. Be firm in ignor- 
ing possible protests of less enlightened 
passengers. Further, a wafer of in- 
cense, or one of any pungent odour, may 
be burned as a safeguard for all present. 
Remember too that should a person 
sneeze in a public compartment with 
cut holding a handkerchief to his face 





‘“ 





he is performing an act of pure Bol- 
shevism. It is your duty to be alert, 
and, at the sight of an approaching 
sneeze on the visage of anyone in your 
radius, bring your newspaper sharply 
over the face of the offender ; though it 
is better to carry a large sheet of pre- 
pared antiseptic blotting- paper for this 
purpose. ‘Travellers in public vehicles 
should band themselves together and 
eject anyone showing symptoms of a 
cold,” 

The very next time I had to travel 
I entered my compartment in a spirit 
of quiet determination, armed with 
incense-wafers and antiseptic blotting- 
paper. 

As the “ Eminent Physician” and I 
had anticipated, both the windows 
were closed. A man in the corner was 
coughing; a woman opposite to him 
sneezed, -So did the young man on my 
left and the maiden on my right. No 
one seemed possessed of antiseptic 
blotting-paper or, apparently, a hand- 
kerchief to hold before them. I pic- 
tured the streptococci and pneumococci 
as reeling from one to another of us, 
fairly gorging themselves, and then 
going away to tell their friends about 
us and put them on to a good thing. 

The time had come for action, I 
could not let the nation go on sacri- 
ficing fifty million pounds a year in 
this way if I could help to prevent it. 
I rose, flung open both windows, cir- 
cumvented the man in the corner, who 
was about to sneese for the third time, 
by a swift application of the blotting 
paper, and had just got a couple of 
incense-wafers alight when... 

Isn't it strange that when you want 
to help humanity, when you strive to 
enlighten your fellow - creatures, you 
are always misunderstood? I mean 
to say, don’t you think that people in 
railway -carriages have a bitter, sus- 
picious outlook on life? There wasn't 
any excuse for the people in that com- 
partment either; they had evidently 
read the ‘* Eminent Physician’s"’ in- 
structions, because they adopted that 
bit about travellers in public vehicles 
banding themselves together and eject- 
ing anyone showing symptoms of a 
cold. Only, of course, in their blunder- 
ing way they had got the wrong hang 
of the thing. I hadn't a cold that 
time, and yet they put me out on the 
platform at the very next station. 








* As a matter of fact, no farm can be run 
upon a 48 hours day in winter.” 
Morning Paper. 
This statement is correct. 
“The War Office is closed temporarily on 
account of sickness, and much sympathy is folt 
for the proprietor.”——Provincial Paper, 


Poor WiysTon ! 





QUITE, QUITE. 


I nave decided at last upon a pro- 
fession, I am going to set up as a 
quorister, 

It had been a busy morning with me 
at the oflice, and I felt annoyed at first 
on being interrupted. I had been en- 
gaged for about twenty minutes in pre 


a 


paring a draught by putting the otlice | 


copy of The Times over the fireplace, 
where two lukewarm pieces of coke had 
been laid. I had just got them to spark 


nicely when the paper suddenly went | 


up with a loud roar into Victoria Street 
by way of the chimney. The only 
thing to do was to paste the edges of a 


number of spare minute sheets together | 


in order to form a substitute, and I wag 
just accomplishing this when [Enderby 
burst in. 


* You’re wanted at once in Room 


1005,” he said. 


* What for?” Tasked nervously and 


glueing myself rather badly on the left 
sleeve. 
“The 


Committee are sitting,” he 


said; “ you've got to make a quorum.” 


“T'm awfully sorry,” I said, “but I 
never got beyond quadratic equations; 
besides ——-”” 

“It's perfectly easy,” he told me; 
“you've to take Anderson's place. 
You ‘ll only have to sit there and say 
nothing and look wise. The Secretary 
will introduce you as acting for Mr. 
Anderson.” 


spats then,” I stipulated. 

He did so, and when I had adjusted 
these | went down immediately to 
long dark room, in which several kind- 
looking and sleepy old gentlemen and 
one extremely young and alert one sat 
about a table covered with green baize 
and furnished with more pink blotting- 
paper than I had ever seen before in 
the whole of my life. 

As soon as I came _n I was intro- 
duced to the Chairman, and the alert 
young man began to read out in a quick 
clear voice a number of entirely unin- 
telligible sentences, and every time he 
stopped for breath the Chairman looked 
round rather timidly and said, “ 1 think 
we all agree with that, gentlemen.” 
Thereupon the old gentlemen frowned 
a little over their spectacles and said, 
“Quite, quite,” and I frowned a little 
over Enderby’s spectacles (it is, a3 & 
matter of fact, extraordinartly hard to 
frown under them), and kicked my 
spats with each toe in turn to make 
sure they were there and said, ‘ Quite, 
quite,” too, , 

very now and then I felt an irresist- 
ible temptation to say ‘ Quack, quack,” 
but I checked it in time, feeling some- 
how that it was better to follow the 
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Ai anal, 


Parson WHAT 
Parson, “H'm! 


NAME 
How bo YOU SPELI 
normal procedure. By degree $ some 

thing about the authoritative manner 
or the sonorous quality of my ‘ Quite 
| quite’s” made such an impression that 
one by one the old gentlemen began 
| to leave off quite quiteing g and relin 
(quish the whole business to me. And 
| When, towards the end of the meeting 
| I was able to produce a box of matche 

}and light the cigar of the old gentle 
| Maron my right and the cigarette of 


i the old gentleman on my left, it was 


clear that they regarded me as a man 
of profound administrative 
and skill in work ily affairs. 

It was after this that I n 
Momentous decision. I am about 
rent an office and engage a typist wit! 
gold hair and grey sué de ne and a 
bag with a powder-puff i a typist 
of the kind that makes Pa at eley 
O'clock in the morning and thre 2 o'clock 
in the afte noon, and spells ‘cu 
ary” with an “@”; and I am going to 
4 & brass plate outside the door w rith 

Jenkinson, Quorister’’ engraved 
Upon it, and underneath this, “ Busi- 
ness, professional and political quora 


capacity 


rade ny 


en 


stom 





teuly made or bespoke.” And people 


eect 
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LIK} 


or 


hall go out and}in which students and associates 


write letters to me asking me 
}& quorum, an i the letters will be filed 
by the quar im and | 
make quora and charge two guineas a 
time 

I am well aware that at first I shall 
have a good eal of Op posit! on to en- 


counter, P 


op 7 will 


tittees of which | 


ay that I cannot 
not 


of 


a 


the 


to 


316 on commu ain 

. member. But when one thinks 
the number of cold mornings when it 
is nice in bed, or of bright mornings 
when it is nice in the country, 
advantages of having professional 
quorun- c mnstituter always rowdy 


oblige will s 


attend a 
name ol 
underneath 


pet nt young 
the meeting 


timbre of m 


lassure any ! 


land, if 
ion, 1 shall frown ab him a little 
my spectacles, which will not be 
and rimmed 


any 
ob i 
J 


over 


Enderby's but 


with the mo 


} . 
on pecomie clear. 


it to the clever 
¥ secretary, 
has 


started, 


my own, 
st expe nsive tortoiseshell. 


I shall 
nd hand in my card with the 
the member I am representing 
and com- 
and, &$§ Soon as | 


the perfect 


y “Quite, quite" will re- 
nalcontent: there may be; 
member does lodge an} 


469 
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YOURSELF, I CAN'T SPELL IT NEITHER,” 


| And in time perhaps I shall establish 


to make quoristry as a profession avd obtain a 


icharter for it, and there will be schools 


be taught to wear spats and to say 
“Quite, quite” in a properly authori 
tative manner, and nobody will have 
to go to committees at all, except the 
chairman and the alert young secretary 


Associated Institute of Quoristers. 
the fees of members who have advanced 
in the profession will of course become 
higher and higher. Men such as these 
will attend only very important com 
mittees and will be able to say “ Quite” 
with an intonation so perfect that it 











| guineas. 





will go far towards settling the doubts 
of a deputation of bargees and lighter 
that our fees for a 


men. I reckon 


will | 


and a quorum of quite-quiters from the | 


And | 


Cabinet Meeting will be about a hundred 


Evon, 








Thanet. 

All true hearts will go out to the 
Northcliffe Press in its embarrassment 
(painful, if bravely concealed) over 
the victory of a Harmsworrn in the 
Coalition i-terest. 
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But the Road that runs by Atholl will be doing yet for me. 


| ‘he Road it runs by Atholl and climbs the midmost brae 

Where Killiecrankie crowns the pass with golden woods 
and gay; 

There straight and clean ‘twas levelled where the Garry 
runs below 

By Wave's red-coated soldiery two hundred years ago. 








| The Road it strikes Dalwhinnie where the mountain tops 

are grey 

| And the snow lies in the corries from October until May ; 

| Then down from bleak Ben Alder by Loch Ericht’s wind- 
swept shore 

It hastes by Dalnaspidal to the howes of Newtonmore. 


See eee em eee 


| 
Bi | 
| 
| 


H | The Road it runs through Badenoch, and still and on it rings 
eI | With the riding of the clansmen and a hundred echoings ; 

Hi Oh, some they rode for vengeance and some for gear and gain, 
iF But some for Bonnie Cuaruir rode and came not home 


again, 
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Pi 
Little Girl. “I'm so GuAp, Mummiz, I pur THAT TWOPENCE IN THE MISSLIONARY-BOX LAST SUNDAY. 
Mother. “Wuy, pean?” 
Little Girl. “'Cos I neanp Dappy READING OUT THAT KAFFIRS WERE GOOD ALL YESTERDAY.” 3 
—= se ne a as are ae eR A = = = ———= — —— : 7 
The Road it runs by Alvie—you nfay linger if you list — 
THE ROAD. To gaze on Ben Muich-Dhuie and the Larig’s cap of mist, 
| 'T'nene are some that love the Border-land and soine the| There are pines in Rothiemurchus like a gipsy's dusky hair, j 
Lothians wide, There are birch-trees on Craigellachie like elfin silver-ware. j 
And — oe the Neuk o’ Fife and some the an Teel tk cnn ks Bocres and tb teaves the hills behind, i 
wempagicdtirs, som . . For the roving winds from Morayshire have brought the 
And some are fain for Mull and Skye and all the Western a : 
ons sea to mind; q 
pCa, 


But still it winds to northward in the twilight of the day, | 

Where the stars shine down at evening on the bonny haughs | 
o’ Spey. 

Oh, there's some that sing of Yarrow stream, Traquair and | 
Manor-side, 

And some would pick the Neuk o’ Fife and some the banks | 
o’ Clyde; 

And some would choose the Pentlands, Cauldstaneslap to 
Woodhouselee, 

But the Road that runs by Atholl will be doing yet for me. | 


| 








‘*General Knowledge.” 

(From a paper, under this sanguine title, set to an Inter- | 

mediate School (Welsh, Girls).) 

“A Soviet is the little cloth we use on our laps at the 
dinner-table.”’ 

“ Mona Lisa was a ship sunk by the Germans.” a 

“T, L. P. is the title of a book, Illustrated Love Poems. 

“The uses of the skin are for modesty and High Jean.’ 


—_— 
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| 





| | 
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THE PRINCE FROM OVER THE WATER. | 


Brrrannia, “ WELCOME HOME.” 
Tue Price. “WHY, I GUESS IT’S BEEN LIKE HOME ALL THE TIME,” 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 


Monday, November 24th.—Judging by 
appearances Sir FREDERICK Hau is 
anything but a timorous person. He 
looks as if he might hold his own with 
Beckett or CARPENTIER. But when he 
thinks of foreign competition with our 
|manufacturers his heart is as water. 
1A recent statement of the PresipEn1 
or THE Boarp or Trapk, that he did 








rivalry, moved him sorely. “Is that 
correct?” he asked in amazement. 
“Quite right,” returned the right hon- 
ourable gentleman cheerfully; “I am 
not shivering at all.” 

Sir AUCKLAND is anxious 
to extend this happy con- 
i dition to his fellow-coun- 
trymen generally. A few 
days ago he was proving, 
with the aid of elaborate 
statistics, that it was im- 
possible to lower the price 
of coal by anything like 
the six shillings recently 
imposed. Now he an- 
nounced, to the mingled 
joy and surprise of the 
House, that the price of 
household coal was to 
come down promptly by 
a whole half-sovereign. 

The process of reason- 
ing by which the reduction 
was justified was not too 
clear, There is still a 
shortage of production, 
and inland coal is still be- 
ing sold at less than its 
cost price—a “very dan- 
gerous position,” in the 
Minister's opinion ; but ex 
port rates are very high 
so the Government have 
decided to share their in- 
flated profits with the 
home-consumer. Even the proverbial 








mouth did not prevent Members from 


sudden change of policy. 

Asked whether the British Ambassa 
dor at Washington had any particular 
mission as regards the Irish Question, 
Sir Hamar Greenwoop replied, ‘*Only 
the mission which is entrusted to all 
representatives of His Masesty abroad 
of explaining when necessary the policy 
of His Masesty’s Government.” It 
looks as if Lord Grey must have been 
kept pretty busy of late. 

In view of the large number of works 
of art which have recently left this 
country for America, Sir W. Davison 
Suggested the advisability of putting 
on an export duty. The CHANCELLOR 





ttt 


OF THE ExcHEQuer rather smiled upon 


| 
| 
| 


checked by 


not shiver at the prospect of Japanese | 


unwisdom of looking a gift-horse in the | « 


| 


speculating on the reasons for this|and laid down the policy which His 


| 
| 


- 
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the proposal, provided that it was con- 
fined to old masters. The limitation 
ig certainly desirable. An over-“con- 
trolled”’ generation would witness the 
disappearance of most of its new masters 
without a pang. 

The natural desire of 
County Council that 


be laid 


the London 
in pleasant places has been 
the First ComMIssIonER 


or Works. “ Through my heart first,” 


its lines should | 














. m x Lay * : we . 
tion. To ascertain, after full consulta- 
tion with all persons concerned, the 
best way of carrying out this policy is 
the task assigned to Lord Mutner’'s 


Mission, now, after many delays, on | 


the eve of departure. If anyone can 
persuade the Egyptians that the best 
way to fulfil their aspirations is to re- 
main under the @gis of the British 
Empire it should, as Lord Srirorne 
remarked, be the man who gained his 


was practically his reply to the pro- | first reputation as the author of England 

posal to run tram-ears through Hyde|in Egypt. 
Park, No man would dare to impugn the 
Luesday, November 25th.—If any-| valour of the SersEant-at-ArMs, who 
thing can quell the prevailing unrest!has shown his mettle many times 
both on land and sea. 





ENGLAND IN EGYPT.’ 
Lornp MILNER AND Lorp CURZON. 
in Egypt it should be the massive 


oration in which Lord Curzon traced 
the course of events there since 1914, 


Masrsty’s Government intended to pur 
sue. We might have annexed Egypt 
on the outbreak of the war with Turkey 

it would probably have saved a lot 
of trouble if we had, though Lord 
Curzon did not say so—but we deli- 
berately preferred to declare a pro- 
t : vague term which might 
mean much or little in the way of con- 
trol, and which the Egyptian National- 
ists have perhaps naturally interpreted 
in a different sense from ours. But now 
ir course is clear. We are not going 
to leave Egypt at the mercy of Turkey 
or anv other foreign Power; but we 
are going to associate the natives ‘ pro- 


ectorate, a 








with their own administra- 


gressively ’ 


Yet I fancy he blenched 
a little at Mr. Borrom- 
LEY's proposal that he 
should bring up in cus- 
tody the Sinn Fein M.P.'s 
who have hitherto refused 
to take their seats. For 
the recalcitrant Members 
include Countess Markig- 
vicz, and, if she resisted 
arrest, Sir Coums Kerren 
would have some difficulty 
in reconciling duty with 
chivalry. l think he was 
quite relieved when Mr. 
Bonar Law replied that 
he saw in the proposal 
no advantage either to the 
Nation or the Govern- 
ment. 

Not content with the 
removal of restrictions on 
the supply of whisky some 
Members are now pres- 
sing for a reduction in the 





ever, thought it would be 
imprudent at present to 
abolish the maximum, but 


price, Mr. McCurpy, how- | 


expressed a hope that in | 


course of time the revival 
of competition between traders would 
result in lower prices. Mr, McCurpy 
is always an optimist. 

Wednesday, November 26th.—Only 
yesterday Sir Donaup MacLean was 
holding up his hands in horror at the 
suggestion that some financial difficulty 
could be adjusted in “another place.” 
Yet this afternoon the Lords had the 
temerity to discuss at 


co ynsiderable | 


length a very important financial matter | 


—to wit, the origin of the present high 


prices. True, they did not arrive at an 


agreed conclusion. Lord D'Anernon 
had no doubt that high prices were 
largely attributable to currency infla- 
tion. Lord Pern was equally confi- 
dent that they were principally due to 
diminished production. Lord Buck- 
MASTER maintained that currency must 
be reduced, and put in an eloquent plea 


; 


| 
| 
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' Commons will hardly thank him, 


| high character.” 


' concerned with the constitution of 
| the Lower the Cominons returned 
| the compliment by discussing the 
| position of the Peers. 
| Tuomas, touched to the quick by 
| the sad case of Lord Astor, who 
' has lately become a Peer against 


| of rapid social evolution he himself 


_ sought leave to bring in a Bill to 
empower His Masgsty to accept 
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_ for the people earning from three hun- 
| dred to a thousand pounds a year, “ the 
_ most self-sacrificing class in the whole 


community,” who had suffered grievous 
losses in the War and gained nothing 
out of it. 

At the instance of Lord Parmoor 


"the Peers decided by a narrow majority 


that clergymen were not fit persons to 
sit in the House of Commons, or, it 
would perhaps be more accurate to say, 
that the House of Commons was not 
a fit place for clergy to sitin. Even 


on the Episcopal Bench there was much 


diversity of opinion. Thus, while the 


_Archbishop of CanTersury thought 
| that it was a great advantage for clergy- 
men in their social work to stand out- 


side the ordinary rut of political 
partisanship, the Bishop of Luan- 
parr, in a passage for which the 


dwelt upon the desirability of rais- 
ing the tone of that assembly by 
the admission of “ men of great in- 
tellectual ability, wide outlook and 


While the Upper House was thus 


Mr. J. H. 


his will, and alarmed, perchance, 
by the possibility that in these days 


may be exposed to the same fate, 


the surrender of any peerage. In- 
cidentally he seized the opportun- 
ity to dissociate himself from the 
apostles of “ direct action,” declar- 
ing that, in a constitutional coun- 
try like this, Parliament should be su- 
preme. It needed considerable self- 
abnegation for Major Woop to oppose 
the Bill, since its passage would in the 
ordinary course of nature enable him 
some day to describe himself as “ Lord 
Halifax, Gentleman,” but he did so on 
the ground that the Government were 


| pledged to the reform of the House of 


Lords, and it was no good trying to do 
the thing piecemeal. 

Thursday, November 27th. — The 
Aliens Bill ran the gauntlet of much 
severe criticism in the Lords before 
obtaining a Second Reading. Lord 


| Newron, Daigo an old vendetta, at- 
| tributed 


e harshness of some of its 
provisions to the sensational Press, and 
asked if the Government knew there 
was a Peace on. The hardships that 
might be inflicted on innocent for- 
eigners made Lords Buckmaster and 








MENT SHOULD BE, AND MUST BE, SUPREME.” 
from both sides of the House.)—Mr. J. H. Tuomas. 





ParMoor so angry that Lord Linco.y- 





sHiRE, “as a lifelong Liberal,” was 
moved to come to the rescue of the 
measure, with the remark that its op- 
ponents seemed to think that it was 
going to be administered by prize idiots. 
The Lorp Cnancecyor admitted that 
the “stunt” Press might have had a 
hand in the shaping of the Bill, but 
pleaded in extenuation that such news- 
papers had a flair for “ what the public 
were thinking to-day and what they 
were going to think to-morrow.” While 
Germany was in default on half-a-dozen 
of her principal undertakings under the 
Peace Treaty it was risky to assume 
that the War was over and that pre- 
cautions were no longer necessary. 
Lord Lamineton protested against 
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ONE FOR MR. SMILLIE., 
“IN A CONSTITUTIONAL COUNTRY LIKE THIS, Paria- 


the tone of a letter written by the War 
Office to a distinguished public servant, 
and incidentally drew from Lord Curzon 
the confession that he was not an ad- 
mirer of oflicial phraseology, and spent 
a good deal of his time in correcting 
it. On revient toujours d ses premiers 
amours. How many years is it since 
the accidental publication of some mor- 
dant marginalia scribbled on a despatch 
by the then Under-Secretary of State 
for Foreign Affairs added to the gaiety 
of nations ? 

As an ex-Food-Controller Mr. CLynges 
could not understand the refusal of the 
Treasury to sanction the purchase of 
two thousand tons of “best Dutch 
butter,” for which British palates were 
hungering. Mr. CHAmMBeRLAtn’s reply 
was simple and complete. The price 
was too high. It would appear that 
“in matters of commerce” the Dutch 
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COGGESHALL-GOTHAM. 


Tue township of Coggeshall-Gotham 
lies in a sleepy hollow, the direct ap- 
proach to which is down a steep hill 
that has made most of its visitors give 
it a wide berth. A warning that the 
hill is dangerous has been fixed at the 
bottom of the slope by the authorities, 
as experience has proved that accidents 
occur there more frequently than at the 
top. 

Two bridges, a hundred yards apart, 
have been built across the river Coggle, 
which flows through the valley. A 
by-law requires everyone crossing the 
North Bridge to pay a toll of twopence. 
When sufficient money has been raised 
by this means to defray its cost it 
will be declared free, and the South 
Bridge, hitherto free, will levy a toll | 
to pay for its erection. To cope 
with the floods of the Coggle in 
winter the authorities: have built 
a dam in the higher part of the 
parish, diverting the rising waters 
into the fields, thus keeping the 
river at a uniform level. The old 
practice of damming the stream 
with hurdles has been given up as 
unsatisfactory. Asthe river might 
run dry in very hot weather the 
= inhabitants of the township ave | 

- directed to make liberal use of the 
water supply in winter and abstain | 
from drinking in summer. 

Coggeshall-Gotham was not slow 
to turn the forces of nature to its 
wdvyantage. A pipe thirteen miles | 
long has been laid from the sea at 
Coggeshall-super Mare to a reser- 
voir built at Coggle Tor, eight hun- 
dred feet above sea level, where 
turbine machinery has been in- 
stalled, to be driven by water falling 
from the reservoir, thus generating | 
electric power and light. The steam | 
pumping plant, which forced the sea- 
water up to the reservoir, was probably 
larger than any similar machinery in 
the world. This has now been scrapped, 
as the local engineers have decided to | 
employ the current generated by the 
falling water to raise it from sea level 
to the reservoir. As a matter of pre- 
caution oil lamps are kept alight in the 
streets all day in case the electric ligt 
fails at night. 

Nor are the authorities of this com- 
munity behind-hand in dealing with 
social and industrial questions. In 
matters of sobriety, honesty and good 
conduct the inhabitants of Coggeshall- 
Gotham are united in an ideal citizen- 
ship. They nevertheless recognise a 
right to liberty of opinion and action 
in the application of the great principles 
which are the heritage of the people. 








There:ore minorities do not suffer in 
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thiscommunity. On the contrary they | 
enjoy a code of laws specially enacted | 
by and for them no less freely than do 
the majority who live under what is 
known as the Majority Law. 

For instance, regulations as to the 
lighting of vehicles after dark are not 
applicable to all and sundry, for there 
were, and still are, divers opinions on the 
matter. A man of the Majority, whose 
representatives have passed a by-law 
requiring the lighting of vehicles after 
dusk, may be and is fined for driving 
without lights. On the other hand, a 
Minority man, who has registered his 
objection to this, is absolutely free to 
| drive an unlighted vehicle. It is by 
such a system of judicious compromise 
that it is possible to meet and solve the 
debatable problems of prohibition, Sun- 
day trading, privilege of the Press, ete. 

As soon as any of the community | 
strike work to indicate dissatisfaction 
with wages or conditions of labour, the 
authorities of Coggeshall-Gotham cause 
labour in every trade, profession, class, 
vocation and employment to cease, in 
order that no section of workers may 
have a grievance greater than that of 
another. In this way equality and| 
sympathy of feeling are maintained. 

To meet the depreciation of the 
sovereign a sliding scale has been 
adopted whereby the pound sterling is 
made equivalent to thirty, forty, or 
fifty shillings, according to the regula 
tions in force at the time. The housing 
problem being as acute at Coggeshall- 
Gotham as anywhere, the lack of dwel- 
ling-houses was made good by the 
simple expedient of running up a divid- 
ing partition straight through the| 
middle of all houses of a certain size, 
thus doubling the accommodation. | 
Each part of the building became a 
house within the meaning of the Act, 
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| Exasperated Passenger (after long delay at wayside station), ‘WHY DON'T YOU KEEP 

| ON THIS WRETCHED LINE?” 

Irish Guard (confidentially). “WLU Now, THEN, Ma'am, I'LL EXPLAIN IT ALL TO 
{HE TRAIN BEFORE IS BEHIND, AND THIS TRAIN WAS BEHIND BEFORE BESIDES.” 


and was assessed for rates accordingly. 

With a view to improve the postal 
service, anyone not receiving a letter} yx, 
or telegram addressed to him is asked | == 
to let the postmaster know at once, | direct the beasts of the community to 
when measures will be taken to ascer-| water- troughs and _ bathing - places. 


BETTER TIME 








speak in shorthand, thereby consider 


tain and remedy the cause of delay. | 
The former postmaster held the posi- | 
tion for a quarter of a century and was | 
his body being recovered some miles | 
down the coast by a local constable, 
who recognised him by an impediment 
in his speech, 

A trader expecting a hundred pairs 
of boots opened a crate only to find it 
packed with rights, while another crate 
contained nothing but lefts. He re- 
turned them to the factory with a per- 
tinent demand for pairs. 

Coggeshall - Gothamites are distin- 
guished for their consideration for dumb 











animals, and sign- posts and notices 





unfortunately drowned whilst feshing, | « 


During the recent rabies scare a mad 
dog bit a wheelbarrow ; therefore, in 
addition to the prompt muzzling of all 
logs, the authorities had the wheel- 
barrow isolated. 

For the benefit of the illiterate a 
notice at the Public Library announces 
to those who cannot read that special 
educational classes are held for them 
if sufficient numbers apply (in writing) 
to the Education Secretary. 

A prominent citizen of the town has 
published a dictionary, containing, he 
claims, every word in the English 
language, together with a list of words 
he has considered it advisable to omit. 
Several enterprising members of the 





ably assisting the Press reporters and 
enabling themselves to deliver longer 
speeches in the allotted time. Inscrip- 
tions in honour of public men are in- 
variably composed in Latin in order to 
relieve their embarrassment. Also it 
was felt that Latin, being a dead lan 
guage, would survive when the English 
tongue had ceased to exist. 





Notice in a Manchester boot shop :— 
“In view of the existing conditions 
shortage of labour and other difficulties —the 
Proprietors earnestly appeal to their customers 

to carry their purchases as far as possible.” 
And come back for more when they ‘ve 
worn the present ones out. 





local Council make it a practice to | 
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THE DISABILITIES OF SEX. 


“T am going to be a Master of Foxhounds when I grow 
up,” said my friend Isabel, as I met her by chance taking 
the air with her brother Lionel and their nurse. Her 
ambition was inspired, no doubt, by the portraits of lady 
M.F.H.’s which jostle musical comedy actresses in the 
Photographic Press. : 

“ But don’t you think lady Masters of Foxhounds will 
come to an end when we are settled down to Peace?” I 
asked. 

“ That won't make any difference,” said Isabel, ‘‘ because, 
if our next baby is a girl, Mummy says I may become a 
boy. Of course, if Lionel would change with me,” she went 
on to explain, “I could be one at once, but Lionel wants 
to stay a boy, and Daddy says he must have one girl in the 
family.” 

“So you've got to wait?” I said. 

«la, 

“ But if the next baby is a girl your Daddy will be content 
with her, and you can become first a boy and later on a 
Master of Foxhounds?” 

“Yes, that’s right,” responded Isabel in such a sanguine 
tone that I had not the heart to suggest that the fact that 
her Daddy was a barrister with a practice worth a hundred- 
and-fifty pounds a year, supplemented by the slenderest of 
private means, might also be an obstacle to her plans. I 
therefore raised my hat and wished her good-bye. 

Isabel raised her hat in return, for in anticipation of her 
prospective ‘manhood it was her gentle custom to salute 
or to return the salutes of her friends by removing her hat 
from her head. As she wore her hair of a length which 
has not been fashionable amongst men since the days of 
the Cavaliers, and as her hat was attached to her head by 
an unmanly piece of elastic, the practice was viewed with 
extreme disfavour by her nurse, since it was impossible to 
perform this act of courtesy without throwing her curls 
into the most glorious disarray and flinging her hair- 
ribbon to the pavement, 

A week or two later I met Isabel again. I took off my 
hat. On this occasion she did not acknowledge my saluta- 
tion in the customary manner, She merely bowed. Look- 
ing up, I noticed a bundle of white in her nurse’s arms. 

“ Hallo,” I cried, “the next baby has arrived, and you 
will be able to become a Master of Foxhounds?” 

“ No, I shan’t,” retorted Isabel; ‘it’s only a boy.” 

“ Well, have you thought what profession you are going 
to take up instead ?"’ I asked. 

“ No,” replied Isabel glumly; “1 expect, after all, I shall 
just have to be an ordinary mummy—like Mummy.” 





THE SOLDIERS’ FRIEND. 
(This appears to have been left here in error, instead of at 
the offices of several contemporaries.) 

Justly Indignant. Since the outbreak of the War I have 
been employed (with rank of Major-General) as superin- 
tendent of “All Clear” signals after air-raids. I am now 
officially informed that this appointment will be terminated 
in five years’ time from next January. Should not more 
extended notice be given me ? 

A. A very hard case, You should ask for a Government 

inguier. 
Cuthbert. Being engaged on work of national importance 
(painting spots on rocking-horses) I secured continued 
exemption throughout the War. To what gratuity, pension, 
medals and decorations am I entitled? 





Second Loot. I was compulsorily demobbed last week for 
trumping my Colonel's ace on guest-night. What should 
I do about it ? 

A, Play dominoes in future. 

Dissatisfied. Misled by the new recruiting posters, I en- 
listed a few days ago. Finding Army life not suited to 
my temperament (artistic) 1 have given the Commanding 
Officer a week's notice. He has refused to accept it. Is 
this in order, please ? 
A, Quite in order, 
seven years’ notice. 
Inquirer. The following is my record: Enlisted 1918 (after | 
the Armistice). Went to France. Employed as cocktail- 
mixer at G.H.Q. Mess, Hotel I'rés Magnifique, Boulogne. 
Still serving. What gratuities shall I receive on demobili- 
sation ? | 

A, None. According to K.R., gratuities are forbidden in 
Officers’ Messes. 

Hopeful. I lent my second-best fountain-pen to my 
fiancé, who took it to Mesopotamia and lost it there. To 
whom should [ claim for a new one? 

A, Try War Losses Claims Department (Room 1001, 
Hotel Super-Ritz, W.1). 

Brighteyes. 1 did war work in a Government Office (Blot- | 
ting-paper Control Department) for nearly two days last 
summer. I then resigned, as the head of my room was a 
eat. Can I get even with her? 
A, We would rather keep out of this, please, 





A recruit is now required to give | 


Tans, 


“A PLEA FOR THE OWL.” 


(Mr. Joun Lex has pointed out the usefulness of the owl in devour- 
ing creatures “ whose destruction of foodstuffs in this country is not | 
sulliciently realised.” It will be recalled that when Persephone was in | 
Hades and Pluto gave her leave to return to the upper air provided she | 
had not eaten anything, Ascalaphus reported that she had eaten a slice 
of pomegranate. By way of revenge Persephone ultimately made an 
owl of him.) 

WueEn sorrow- sick Persephone, half -wild through hope 
deferred, 

Bestowed his somewhat curious shape upon fhis ancient | 

bird, 

She saddled him, I take it, with such a vile repute, | 

That ever since at sight of him one felt inclined to hoot. | 

' 


I too possessed the feeling that he who told the tale 
Which damaged this poor lady was quite beyond the pale; | 
I said, ‘* Of all informers, few are so low as he,” 
Until I saw the point of view advanced by Mr. Ler. 


Ascalaphus, I gather, is a useful little soul ; 
He holds that mice are tasty, has a penchant for the vole ; 

And woe betide the raiding rat who chances to be out, 
For owls are always hungry, and they leave no bones about. 


I find him, then, a patriot, who does his fellows good 
By swallowing four-legged profiteers who'd fatten on our 


food; . 
And sparrows, too, those reevers of our country’s fruit and 
corn, 


They curse (in barns) the rueful day Ascalaphus was born. 


Then let us be forgiving, and yield with one consent 

Our welcome to this sinner who has chosen to repent, 
Who crowns with honourable works a life long over-cast, 
And clothes with virtue here to-day his questionable past. 








“Mr. plays Othello in a careful and effective, perhaps too 
unobtrusive, a manner. Mrs. —— is a very charming and pathetic 
Ophelia.”—Evening Paper. 








A. We see no reason why es should not appear in the 








O.B.E, list (second hundred thousand). 











The critic says nothing about Rosalind. 
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THE DOOR-MAT. 


Ovr tenancy of No. 31, Aysgarth 
| Mansions, St. John’s Wood, would have 
_ expired in the ordinary course at Christ- 
/mas. Our landlord wanted us to go. 
He has a waiting list of anxious would- 
_be tenants for most of these flats, at 
_almost any rental, while from us he 
_ could only demand a ten per cent. in- 
crease if westayed after that time. We 
too were anxious to go. We don’t like 
the landlord, his administrators and 
| their designs, but so long as we could 
/ not find anywhere else to go we de- 
| termined to lie low. 

But last week Anita discovered Elm 
| Lodge, Golder’s Green, a non-basement 

house of the right*size, not more damp] 





than most—a house, in fact, which 


The landlord was evidently feeling 
uppish too (and what landlord doesn’t 
just now ?), for the mat was not re- 
stored to its fond owners, nor was any 
reply received to my letter the same or 
the next day. The only letter, in fact, 
that we received on the 26th was one 
from our prospective landlord's agent, 
informing us “ re Elm Lodge” that he 
had discovered that we were only second | 
in the field, and that if the references | 
of our rivals were satisfactory we should | 
not be able to secure that desirable | 
residence. 

So we decided that it might be as | 
well to hedge a little with our present 
landlord. Accordingly I addressed him | 
as follows :— | 

Dear Sir,—The mat has not come} 
back, nor have I heard from you. I! 








seemed to fill the bill of our 





requirements, 

The agent believed we 
were first in the field, and 
our offer was so liberal that 


























he thought the landlord 
might (he would not commit 
himself further) entertain it. 
We felt so uppish with 
this that when our outside 
door-mat was removed (dur- 
ing our week-end absence 
from the 21st to the 25th of 
November) we didn’t take 
it lying down. After an 
immediate tour of several 
staircases I returned to 
No. 31 and commenced a 
slight passage-of-ink with 
the landlord, opening with 
this, which I sent by hand:— 
| Dear Sir,—lam sorry to 
| trouble you about what may 
| seem a trifling matter. 
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THE BRAVEST ACT OF 1919. 


THE MAN WHO WENT TO HINDENBURG AND ASKED FOR AN AWARD 
FOR INVENTING THE NOTORIOUS GERMAN TANK “ HAGEN.” 


| 
| 





leads me to doubt the genuineness of 
your complaint. 

I have every confidence in my staff, 
and can only add that, if the mat is 
removed by you or at your instigation, 
I shall have no option but to at once 
place the matter in the hands of my 
solicitors. : 

[ should be only too happy if you 
found it convenient to vacate No. 31, 
either on the termination of your pre- 
sent tenancy at the end of the Christ- 
mas quarter, or earlier. 

Yours faithfully, J. Sannemay. 

I chewed this letter till the following 
day, when we received a note informing 
us that Elm Lodge was ours, with im- 
mediate possession, the references of our 
rivals having evidently proved unsatis- 
factory. We were so up in the air 
———— again that I felt that Sande- 
man, with whom I was sure 

I should never have deal- 
ings again, ought to have a 
chance of sharing our high 
spirits. I accordingly ad- 
dressed him as follows 

My pear S1r,—Your de- 
lightful letter of the 25th | 
inst. is to hand, and has | 
been much enjoyed. In fact, 
all here at No. 31 are loud | 
in their praises of your liter- 
ary style. Personally I may 
say I find it difficult to de- 
cide which I appreciate the 
more, the split infinitive or 
the kind thought in the ex- 
pression of which it forms 
so ornamental a part. 

Yours faithfully, 

Aurrep F, SumMenrs- | 
JOHNSON. 
P.S.—You can have No. 31 











NS 











Between the 21st and 
| our front door-mat was removed, and, 
_as I have since discovered, placed out- 

side the door of No. 97, and chained 
_ down in a cruel manner. 

Now you may say, “ How do you 
know it is your mat?” I am ready to 
admit that in the main the members of 
the door-mat family bear a striking re- 
semblance to one another, but the 
ravages of time have left certain marks 
on the whiskers and on the underside 
of this one that leave no doubt in my 
| mind as to its identity. 

[ find on enquiry that No. 97 was 
| vacated on Saturday the 22nd of No- 
| vember, and let on Monday the 24th, 

during which interval we were away 
from home. I say nothing about this 
coincidence, but shall be obliged if you 
will see that our dear mat occupies its 
old and honourable position outside our 
_ door on or before to-morrow morning. 
Yours faithfully, 
| Aurrep F. Summers-JoHNsoN. 


25th inst. | 





trust you did not misconstrue my for- 
mer letter. 

Although I am positive about the 
mat being ours, I do not suggest that 
anyone in your employ would have re- 
moved it, even to make No. 97 look 
more attractive to a potential tenant. 

But I shall be grateful if you will 
have it replaced outside our door. I 
am sure the poor thing frets under its 
captivity; and if you would even but 
have it unchained I am confident it 
would find its way back to 

Yours faithfully, 
Atrrep F, Summers-Jonnson. 


On Friday the 28th I received the 
following from the landlord :— 
Re Door-mat, 31, Aysqarth Mansions. 

Dear Str,—I am in receipt of two 
letters from you re above, and the 
levity with which you treat the matter, 
coupled with the fact that my three 
porters assure me that the mat in ques- 





tion has always been outside No. 97, 





this day week; and, as we say in | 
the Classics, Palmam qui meruit ferci, | 
or let him who deserves it wear the 
cokernut matting. We renounce ail 
claim to it. 





How the American takes his 

** Punch.” 

** 4 sad case is reported from Scotland. In | 

spite of Prohibition in America a Glasgow man 

has booked a passage to New York. He was 
only 28 years of age.’—Punch. 


There is nothing remarkable in the deci 
sion of the young Scotchman to come to dry | 
America . . . It need surprise no one if a lot | 
of fine young men from western Europe should | 
come to America because of Prohibition.” 

American Issue. 


After all, blood is thicker than humour. 





“A Fleet Street tobacconist says that his | 
Havanas. He may be right for all I know; | 
| am in the happy position of not knowing 4 
bad cigar from a good one.”—Evening Laper. 


The tobacconist himself seems to have | 
thought that the less said about them 
the better. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE, 
(By Mr. Punch’s Stag of Learned Clerks.) 

Mr. H. F. Prevost Barrerssy’s new novel, The Edge 
of Doom (Lane), suffers in part from the drawback of 
appearing a little after the fair. For this | understand that 
our old and well-nigh forgotten friend, the military censor, 
must accept some of the blame. It starts with a situation 
of admirable promise. Ju Abingdon, East African 
explorer, being reported missing under circumstances of 
possible discredit, Cyllene Morision, his betrothed, first 
persuades another admirer of hers, one Chaytor, to organise 
& search-party, and then decides to join it herself. This, 


ian 


asking for trouble. Nor is the request long unanswered. 
Chaytor finds Abingdon, not only alive, but happy as a 
king (dusky variety) and very similarly circumstanced. 
Being naturally unable to fire this horrid truth at Cyllene 
(by this time in the throes of fever) he has first of all to com- 
pose a pathetic lie about a lonesome grave, and subsequently, 
for facility of transport, to marry her himself, all of which 
I found good entertainment, full of the precise kind of direct 
action that I like in novels. 
enough and written with a fine vigour and a candour that 
is at times almost startling (see above), is not what I had 
been expecting. It develops, in short, into a remarkably 


the story it had seemed about to be 
power, Full of fury and indiscretion ( 





ee ~ - ———— 


of course, is what I have been told vulgar persons call 


What followed, though direct | 
| Side-Show he has written a most instructive and withal an 





| 


| 
| 


| 
| 
| 
j 
| 


times almost unreadably vivid) Mr. Barrerspy’s active- | course, was long | 





VHISKY. 


ORRK WADNA COME OoT.” 


Pur « 


service revelations held even a reviewer whose weariness 
s become such that he can never see a trench 
More I cannot say. 


of war-fiction 1 
without wanting to skip it. 


column afte: 
SELIGMAN to 
Armageddon. 
secret of the 


Generals may write and counterwrite in 
column, but it has been left to Mr. V. J. 
expound the most intrigue of 
Whether he has been wise to reveal that 


shocking 





‘hidden hand ” which has so troubled our various Expedi- | 


tionary Forces I cannot say. But in The Salonica Side 
Show (ALLEN anpD Unwin), speaking as an officer in the 
A.S.C., he attempts to exonerate himself in the matter of 


the potatoes when there is only one sack, and of the straw- | 


berry jam when there isn’t any at all, You can’t divide a 


single sack or a couple of tins amongst a score of units, he | 


tells us, and you can’t give them all to one, because that 
would make the others jealous; so what wonder if the 
poor puzzled A.S.C. keep these dainties to themselves? 
And after that lame excuse is all forgiven and forgotten, 
Old Bill? Not half, I do not think. But lest it should be 


| thought that Mr. SeniagMan has not told us also of cam- 


paigns and strategy and international policy and other such 
minor details, let me hasten to add that in The Sa/onica 


exceedingly amusing book of life behind the lines and, when 
the chance came, of fighting too. Only about his ancient 


outspoken war-novel, of which—however I might regret | history I do not feel so sure, for he tells me at the end of | 
I have to admit the | the book that Casar Germanicus, a statue of whom he dis- 


the final attack is at | covered at Amphipolis, was a Roman emperor. But that, of 


yefore the days of plum-and-apple conserve. 
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| self out of 
| ambitionsand ideals. 
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| Miss Romer Wutson is apt to hide her most beautiful 
| pearls under heaps of shell of this kind: “It was cold in 
| bed to-night, therefore he sat up and dragged his old fur 
coat off the chair beside him and struggled to spread it 
| over the bed without getting out,” etc., etc. You will meet 
with a good deal of this insignificant realism in /f All These 
Young Men (MeruusEn), but you will be well advised to 
accept it with patience, for you will be rewarded with 
thoughts and passages of really startling beauty. The 
story here is of the slightest. Josephine loves Sebastian, 
who feels himself bound to the indifferent virginal Everett. 
There are other incidental variations on the tangled attrac- 
tions and reactions of the amorous young. Miss WILson, 
in the over-elaborate detail of her material setting, is apt to 
be tedious, but I hasten to add that her perception of the 
heroic illusions, the egotisms, the hesitations and the nobler 
realities of rather too clever youth in love is positively 
astounding, though her heroes and heroines are alike a 
little pallid. To students of the intriguing phenomena of 


hold and haunt you—one certainly that will add greatly 
to her reputation as an artist. 

Mrs. Horace Tremett’s Platonic Peter (Hutcuinson) is 
just what its title suggests and also just clever enough to 
annoy you because it isn’t a shade cleverer still. It is 
quite an amusing story of the Mayoress of a country town 
and her platonic friendship and flirtation with an officer 
on the staff of the General whose headquarters are in the 
neighbourhood. Judy, the Mayoress, is a charming person, 
though almost preternaturally wily, and Mrs, Tremuerr, 
who has displayed her puppet’s mental activities with con- 
siderable skill, succeeded in leaving me quite uncertain as 
to whether she would or would not ultimately abandon the 
solid comforts of her life as Mayoress for the beaux yeur of 
the very unplatonic Peter. Perhaps to serve as contrast to 
this inherently vulgar story, Mrs. TrEMLETT has interwoven 





man crippled in the War. 





modernist youth 2 
commend it without 
reserve. 


Miss Suemna KAYE 
SMITH, whose work 
| have admired more 
than once before, has 
now succeeded in 
the difficult task of 
finding a new plot 
for a novel. ‘The 
subject of Lamarisk 
Town (CASsELL) 1s 
the love of a man 
for a place, one that 
he had created him- 
his own 


[his was the rela- 
tion of Moneypenny, 
the young-old coun- 
cillor, to Marlingate, 


the Sussex fishing 
port -— set between THE GREAT 
downs and sea— 





which he changed 
into a shining pleasaunce. 
town of gardens and parades, he built his dreams and the 
youth he was content to forgo, I found one of unusual charm. 
\fter a while love comes to join battle for Moneypenny’s 
heart in the person of a little brown-eyed governess, Morgan, 
| heiress of enchantment, symbol of all the wild freedoms of 
| his nature that Moneypenny had tamed, as he had tamed 
the sea and the tamarisks into the ordered elegance of the 
|} new Marlingute. The story moves with a queerly pic- 
turesque effect in its mid-Victorian setting. Deliber- 
ately unrealistic it fascinates almost as would a ballet or a 
poem. Once indeed the author does actually drop, not too 
successfully, into verses that may, I fancy, have formed 
the embryo of the book, 





In the end, after a brief interlude 
of passion, ambition for his town conquers human love in 
Moneypenny, and the death of Morgan, defeated, finishes 
the first half of the story. Frankly, I should have been 
better pleased had there been no second, for thence onwards 
the tale seems, in my seeing, to go to pieces. From a fan- 
tusy it becomes a grotesque. Only the fine sincerity of 
Miss Kayre-Smitn’s treatment rescues Moneypenny's crazed 
revenge upon the town from becoming a horrid absurdity. 


But, taken all in all, she has written a novel that will both 





JuLivus Caesak, DURING THE WARS IN GAUL, IMPROVISES A HELIOGRAPH. 


The tale of how, into his new|imay disappoint you, or it may not; it would have dis- 


is spoiled in the 
last paragraph by a 
sentence that must 
have strayed in from 
the other part of 
the book. 
course it is 
those readers to 
whom that part has 
not made the strong 
er appeal who will 
object to this tres 
pass. 


only 


In “A Letter toa 
Soy,” which is the 
introduction to Whe 
Book of the L hij 
Trail (LOoNGMANs), 
Sir Henry Newsrour 
writes: “The first 
thing you will no- 
tice about it is that 
INVENTORS. 1b 1s not, 
other five have been, 
That 


as the 





cain ews War. 





| appointed me when | was your age.”” Without the smallest 
lclaim to be considered a boy in years, I still ask leave to 
| express a little disappointment; and this solely because the 
book which Sir Hunry has hitherto given us at Christmas has 
been one which veterans and boys have been equally greedy to 
jread. Now he turns his attention to explorers—spleniid 
jmen all of them, men of whom boys will read with fine 
|delight. Who, for instance, can think of Captain Scort 
without feelings of affection and sincere pride? Sir Henry 
|relates the exploits of these heroes in a quiet style which 
jvets straight home. But those of us who take interest in 
| exploration are already familiar with these great adventures 
| Hence the veteran growl which accompanies my heartiest 
| compliments. 





Our Erudite Contemporaries. 


in Portsmouth. Lunch at the jolly old Creorge, where Nelson stayé 1 
the night before Trafalgar.”— Manchester Guardian. 


* Damage was done by fire to woodwork and books in the library 
of Wellington College, Waterloo relics in the room, including a hand 
kerchief dropped by a la ly at the Waterloo Victor: 
undamaged.” Daily Mail 








with it the history of a fine woman's faithful love for a | 
It is a beautiful tale and well | 
told, till the effect | 
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Some surprise was felt at the result 


conte b. | 
| From the many articles written by the | 
‘rivals it was quite expected that both 


would win. 
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It ig said in 
Mexico is about to inform America tha 
the present peace is a peace to end! 


peace. es * 


“How can we get rid of the railway 
?” asks a contemporary. 


jam : 
iving our considered opinion 


some quartet y na 


Before 


should like to know if they have tried 
having it controlled by the Ministry of 
Food. 

Forged Treasury Notes have 
made their appearance. — 


There is a general feel- 
ing that if the public 
are to be able to dis- 
tinguish readily 
tween the imitation and 


| the 


be 





notes a 


genuine 
tempt should 
be made to increase the 


latter. 


a danger of 
Germany if 
‘ful, says 


we are not care 


a Parisian writer. Out 
own Government are|  § 
rather busy just now,| ¢ 
but have made a note| “~~ 
of it. 

A traction enginesent eer 
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Jews, hangers-on, hel pless gaffers, tied 
flunkeys, spurious labourists, revolu- 
tionary loafers, plundering anarchists 
and dirty tw You get the idea ? 
The doctor is hinting that some people 
they ought to be. 


are not what 
* 


” 
isters. 


to throw in Mr. Winston CuurcHine 
and make the fine up to the level pound. 
*, 

Two thousand melodeons have ar- 
rived at Leith from Germany. And 
that is the country which professed a 
desire for peace. *, 





“In making a soft pillow for the use 
of an invalid,” states a writer in a 
weekly journal, “ only the first crop of | 


feathers from young chickens should be | 


used.” These, of course, can easily be 
obtained by breaking open any ordinary 
breakfast egg. ah 
* 
We hear that the London firm which 
recently purchased a record consign- 
ment of bananas has received a very 





Lecturing in New York, a Pro- 
fasso pre licted the end of the world 
for Decen ber 17th We h pe that by 
that date the Premier will have put 
the fir touches to his new world. 

‘Whatever else | uppens, says a 
CO} porary, “the Britisher will 
scrape through.” It is his only chance 
vith the butter ration reduced to one 

ea we * 

“ Never | to the station,” says 

1 medical te even if 16 means 





tempting offer from a firm of under- 
takers for th e empty skins. 

Our heart goes out to 
the Hampstead gentle- 
man who, on returning 
to his wooden house the 
other evening, found 
that it had been des- 
troyed by a wood-pecker 
during his absence in 
the City. , , 


ted States 


is sending 


The Uni 
Government 
an expedition to collect 
the prehistoric monster 
recently discovered in 











from Reading to a Staf- L 


ford farmer has been lost. It is said 











month,’ 


that the police already have a clue, for 


| agentleman reports having tripped over 
; Something in the road at night-time. 


* 
“ Astronomers fully expect to find | 
| #new planet about the fie senth of this | 


says a Morning Post writer 
A correspondent writes to express his 


regret at the date fixed, as he has 


another engagement that night. 
In the Court the other day the) 
Lorp Curr Justice aske ‘What is | 


} 


&sausage?” First aid had 
dered to the amused. 


to be ren 


‘ 


Two men were seen at Paddington 


< | 
| the other di Ly wearing Straw-hats, says] 


a Press reporter. It is ev they 
? 


do not read their newspapers or they 


ident 


| Would know that it is now winter time. 


* mi 
In the course of his election address 
a West Linlithgowshire doctor says: 
ad Beware of shivering shirkers, greedy | 
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the Belgian Congo. 
With the valuable ex- 
perience thus gained 
at its command 16 Is} 
ENGLAND WAKING UP. thought that the au- 
ane cectstilitiadiaimidaaa _____!thorities at Washing- 
catching the next train. \n Irishman| ton should have no difliculty in col- 
writes to say that he always catches |lecting President Carranza, 
: iy 


the next train without an ellort. 


| We deeply sympathise with the 
Stratford man who asked the magis- |} 
|trates for a separation order because | 
his wife chased him with a_ hatchet 
l every day It is too often 

+ 
; It seems that a certain telephone 
| operator ently found herself in an 
lawkward predicament. A subscriber 
rang up and all the wrong numbers 
were engaged. , 
| 
People who contemplate sending 


Christmas tings to their friends by 


telephone ¢ 


cree 
gre 


ire advised to start early. 


t the Londonderry Police Court last 


week, PaTrRIcK Donovan, a cattle- 
drover, was fined gp aya om 
he polic e, 1 local 


pence for cursing the 
| magistr ate, the Army and he: ‘ews 
Secretary. It is said that he offered 


The tradesmen of Brentwood (Essex) 
have decided to hold hy pping car- 
inival. Householders elsewhere whose 
own tradesmen have steadily refused 
|to take their money can go to Brent- 
| wood and have a really good fling. 
The Metropolitan is having its 
carriages fitted 
indicates the name of the next sta- 
tion. If it is not the station you re- 
quire you notify the conductor and the 
train will try again. 











“ Before the City Profiteering Committee 
Mr.- complained that Messrs. and Co, 
had charged two guineas for a lady’s hat. 


wcountant stated that allowing 
for advertising and over-head charges the cost 
of this particular style of hat worked out at 
an average of £2 4s. 74d."-—Evening Paper. 
We quite appreciate the argument that 
overhead charges have to be taken into 
consideration in the case of a hat. 


A chartered 





with a device which | 
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TO DORA, WHO DECLINES TO DIE. 
[At the Standing Committee on the War 
Mmergency Laws Continuation Bill various 
powers conferred on Dora were retained, in- 
cluding the power “to prohibit whistling and 
other noises. } 
Tuere was in my career a phase 
| When I required a stalwart mate 
To hold my band, to guide my ways, 
To keep my erring fancy straight ; 
But, now the need is over-blown, 
Once more I want to have my head, 
And still “She goeth not,” I moan; 
“IT would that she were dead,” 


It sounds uncivil, I admit, 
To scrap you when the danger ‘s 
gone, 
Yet only for a passing fit 
As tempy bride I took you on; 
My loyal patience you abuse ; 
| yearn for half-forgotten joys ; 
I want to whistle when I choose, 
I want to make a noise. 


Well you performed your wifely part, 
Making me do the things I loathed; 
ut now Another has my heart— 
To Liberty | am betrothed ; 
She may not boast a strength like 
yours 
To put and keep me in my place, 
But she has other gentler lures, 
And I prefer her face. 


With her I now propose to wive, 
And, if you haven't played the 
game-— 
If, Dora, you are still alive, 
Then I shall do it just the same; 
Once of my life you held the keys; 
Our lips in tragic hours have kissed ; 
For old times’ sake don’t force me, 
please, 
To be a bigamist. 


O Dora, it would never do 
To make yourself—and me—absurd; 
Let me not have to bracket you 
With CaLvertey’s immortal bird ; 
Ile knew full well, that parroquet 
With the green tuft se tae black 
eye, 
He'd make a lovely corpse, and yet 
The fowl refused to die, 


Large sacrifices I have made 

‘To execute your least decree, 
Now on your honour it is laid 

To do a little thing for me: 
Do it, and as you pass in air 

(The while I toll the “All-clear”’ bell) 
In that new world—I won't say where— 

I'll wish you joy. Farewell! 

0.5, 





The New Arithmetic. 

“The economical car of the future must be 
air-cooled, It costs money in a car to carry 
round even a pound of unnecessary weight. 
One pound of water weighs about 20 ozs.” 

: Sunday Paper, 


A LETTER TO THE BACK-BLOCKS. 


Dear Gincrer,—Don't be silly. go 

writing to demand your money bac 
because you ‘ve just fallen off a mule I 
sold you five years ago. On my soul, 
Ginger, I blush for you. 

I know I guaranteed her quiet; but 
what of it? You don’t judge people by 
their exalted moments, do you? If on 
your next visit home you dived out of 
an Alhambra box into the big drum 
with two chuckers-out in your embrace 
and consequently spent a night in the 
Vine Street caravanserai, you wouldn't 
brand yourself as an habitual criminal, 
would you? Of course not, Boys will 
be bhoys (God bless ‘em !)—especially 
those of your Titian tint—and mules 
will play the ass occasionally ; it is their 
nature to. What if she did buck you 
into a syringa-tree and then roll on 
you? That's nothing. Some donkeys 
would have made it prickly-pear and 
lunched on you afterwards. 

And anyway [ expect you annoyed 
her. If you treat that mule reasonably, 
don't interrupt her meals or drag her 
out at unseemly hours or in inclement 
weather, touch her with whip or spur, 
jerk her mouth, hustle or shout at her, 
and above all don’t try to force her 
where she doesn't want to go, you will 
find her the most obliging little crea- 
ture in Africa. If you are not man 
enough to cope with her, address her 
to Herrzoa (or anyone else you dis- 
like), stick a stamp on her and drop 
her in the pillar-box. I wish to hear 
no more of the matter. As for giving 
you your money back, it can't be done. 
I spent it on nougat ages ago, 

By the way, have you ever tried that 
pillar-box wheeze? I unburden my- 
self of quite alot of odds and ends that 
way. Simply wrap ‘em up in bits of 
yapor and post’em. Whoto? Oh, any 
vody. I got a dead mouse in a trap 
last week, couldn't think of any use I 
could put it to, didn't want it lying about 
the house getting us a bad name, so | 
dipped it in peroxide to make it more 
intriguing and posted it to a millionaire 
for his Unnatural History Museum. 

You know Miss Birdie de Maie (née 
Emily Potts), of the Frivolity Theatre, 
don’t you? My dear chap, you can’t 
peruse a single dentifrice advertisement 
without seeing her rows of ivory leap- 
ing at you like those stuffed trophies 
of the chase in the taxidermist’s in 
Piccadilly. She has the finest teeth 
in England, as I happen to know, for 
I have the acquaintance of the fellow 
that made 'em. Well, Birdie gets all 
my old tooth-brushes. If you can't 
think of anybody to enrich off-hand 
turn to the front page of the leading 





More even than a pound of lead, 


British anti-George organ. What have 


eer 





we to dispense with? A crumbling 
sponge and two old safety-razor blades? 
Right-o! Now cast an eye down the 
Agony Column. What do we find? 
Algernon X, appealing to Eleanora Z. 
“Come back, come back,” he sobs; “my 
heart cries out for you.” Splendid! 
Post him the sponge and the blades as 
a friendly hint either to dry up or cut 
his throat, 

Again, what have we on hand? An 
ancient dancing pump? Once more the 
frontpage, Under“ Births" we note with 
pleasure that the Cadwallers of “ Villa 
Bordighera,”’ Balham, have been pre 
sented * with the gilt of a son, Hubert 
Stanislaus.” Beautiful! Seribbling on 
a slip of paper—-* To ickle Hube the 
gift of a pump whereon to strop his 
first tooth, from the Manager of Ciro's,”’ 
you send the footgear along to the 
suburban Riviera. 

Glorious scheme, isn’t it? Turns the 
G.P.O, into a sort of a fairy godmother, 
injecting mingled joy and surprise into 
scores of deserving British homes. 

Yes, old Sir Pompey was married a 
week or so ago (a trifle late in the day, | 
should say— wanted somebody to‘ close 
his eyelids for him,” as the saying is) 
and the happy couple should now be 
on their way out to your red-hot clime. 
[ got a cream-and-gold invitation to 
the feast, but took it in the spirit in 
which it was sent and kept away, 
despatching a silver-mounted whisky 
decanter to represent me—that is to 
say, I Well, look here, if you 
should drop in at Government House 
for tea and tattle when he gets back | 
shouldn't mention my name if I were 
you. You see, it was like this. 1 
have become a proud god-father lately 
(Charles 's—-a filly), and, thinking it was 
up to me to do the thing properly, | 





went to the Stores and ordered a bas 
sinette to be sent to the god-daug)iter. | 
I was worried and mentally dishevelled | 
at the time (country stiff with frost, | 
horses puffing up and eating their heads | 
off with hay at a thousand pounds a | 
ton) and seemed to have mixed my | 
orders somewhat. Anyhow, a couple | 
of days later I got a note from Charles 
saying his daughter (aged one month) | 
was simply delighted with her whisky | 
decanter. 





| 

Well —— But you're so bright, | 
you ‘ve guessed it, 
E\ver thine, PATLANDER. | 





“ CRICKET. 

An Addington team got together by Lord 
Lurgan and a House of Commons side raised 
by Lieutenant-Colonel Moore-Brabazon, M.P., 
will meet on the Addington course this week 
end. Play will be by foursomes over four 
rounds,.’’—Scotch Paper. 


We feel sure our contemporary meant 
no harm, but this is not cricket. 
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Mother. “ WHERE 18 THE PAIN, DARLING ?” 
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Mabel (with dignity). “ Ly 


THE PROPER PLACE, OF COURSE.” 








THE NEW CALIGRAPHY. 


From a pilot in the R.A.F., riding 
the wind and bombarding the unchar- 
itable Hun with cunningly contrived 
bombs, to a peaceful organiser of bene- 
factions raising the wind by bombard- 
ing the charitable with, I trust, no less 
cunningly contrived appeals is as one 
might say, a distinct come-down. 

I only mention this biographical de- 
tail because, had it not been for a 
dormant craving for something more 
exciting than the daily task, I might 
have failed to follow up the trifling in- 
cident through which I am now en- 
abled to announce a discovery which 
marks an epoch in the artistic and 
literary history of the world. 

It was while endeavouring to intro- 
due an element of sport into the perusal 
| of the morning’s mail, by trying to 
| guess the amount of the enclosure from 
the handwriting on the envelope, that 
I found, among the replies to a rather 
_moving appeal for the provision of 
night-classes for those who have re- 
ceived a Public School education, a 
communication couched in characters 
that conveyed no meaning whatsoever 
| to the combined intellects of myself, my 
typist and the office-boy. 

The letter, if such it may be called, 








was headed by an address in Chelsea, 
and occupied about twelve lines. It 
began with a few graceful but meaning- 
less flourishes, followed by what looked 
like a mass of cobwebs; then came a 
collection of strange objects, one of 
which might have been a broken mahl- 
stick, some drooping curves and pot- 
hooks, a few meagre and attenuated 
strokes and globules, and finally, where 
one would expect to find the signature, 
a peculiar design distantly resembling 
a conventional rose. 

I determined to visit this eccentric 
scribe and learn from his lips the 
message that his pen had so signally 
failed to convey. 

In due course I found myself in the 
presence of my correspondent, whose 
appearance and the studio he occupied 
were indicative of the highest and 
most recent developments of Twentieth- 
Century Art. 

“IT was strangely moved by your 
appeal,” he exclaimed, on learning the 
purpose of my visit, “and, although not 
at the moment in a position to sub- 
scribe, I thought I would express to 
you my contempt for the hopelessly 
antiquated curriculum and barbarous 
neglect of Art existing to-day in our 
schools. 
“TI see,” he continued, “ that you are 


| still bound to the old laborious letter- 
by-letter method of reading. Listen, 
and I will expound to you the New 
Caligraphy, whereby the pen, no longer 
hampered by the intolerable limitations 
of a formal alphabet, regains its long- 
lost liberty of expression. 

« My temperament has always chafed 
under the task of laboriously arranging 
our unsightly signs into the few con- 
ventional phrases necessary for modern 
social requirements, although I had 
long since resolved such phrases into 
single coups-de-plume, decipherable to 
anyone gifted with a little patience, 
imagination and sense of contour. 

“At length I conceived the idea of 
abandoning all pretence of legibility, in | 
your meaning of the term, in favour of | 
a direct linear and pictorial appeal to 
the emotions.” 

“In short,” I ventured, “you became 
a caligraphical post-Impressionist or 
literary Vorticist.” 

“ Precisely,” he agreed, ‘“ Now here 
(taking some sheets from a drawer] are 
some specimen letters designed to meet 
the more frequent occasions for corre- 
spondence. Accepting an invitation. 
Observe the frolicsome joy expressed 
by those flourishes in the opening lines, 
the yielding curves of the middle part, 
followed by the gratitude mutely yet 
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-hooks. Could anyone int “ot 
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eat as a refusal ? 

«Now mark the subtle atmosphere} 
of negatio n in this refusal, the dro )p- | 
ing melan icholy of the commencement 
| gradually stiffening into the unmistak- | 
| able non-possumus of these spiky un- | 
oar ytegmen uprights. Here,” ¢ 
| tinues i the pedant! c voice, in the manner | 
lof a demonstrator in anat 
have an invitation, on my 
idinner. Could you 
| seductive entreaty of 
| lines—hope, desire, expectation in every 
ght the very pot-hooks subtly camou 





omy “* Wwe 
pa t, to 
misinterpret the} 


these gracious 





| flaged as notes of interrogation? And 
see the suggestion of grapes and a cor- | 

| |nucopia obviously raising hopes of 
| champagne and repletion, | 
| “T,ok,” cried the Vorticist, - s face} 
‘alight with enthusiasm and pride, “ at} 
this masterpiece of Neo-caligrap } 
a snub to an undesired acquaint e. | 


Could anything be more frigi ily loo! 
| than these thin, bard, 
| never relaxing into a friendly curve ot 

| the careless abandon of a flourish, ever J 

stroke re/roussé—disdain in diagram ? 

The foreground suggests a row of impas 
| sable glaciers. I really pity the wretch | 

who receives it. 

“ Now before you go,’ 
handing me the last of his specimer 

“let me have the satisfaction of 


poi nted sym ls 


+1 1 
ne cone 





| ing your interpretation of this ¢ 

| | teristic ex imple ol my art, 

Q | That which met my startled ga 

5 resembled nothing so much as a battle- | 
| field a few minutes after zero. Se 
clusters ot spikes like b yon ts le 
the eye to a series of epee g exp! 


| sions, ranging from whizzbangs to Big 
| Berthas. The climax must have ab 
sorbed fully half a bottle of ink. A 
platoon of enraged porcupines, goad | 
to madness by a halo of forked b- | 
have encountered a| 


| ning, seemed to 

i belt of uncut chevaux-de-frise. One} 

eeerzifeink bi wstended this: amMmadzil g | 

| piece of penmanship, save for the usual} 

rose, 
“I should certainly regard such a} 


‘thi ung as a declaration of war,’ was my 
| verdict, ‘‘and I should be 


stror gly Gls } 
posed to reply by direct action.” 


Z “ Direct taction,” he rep ited; “I dot 

& ere follow. 

§ =|. “I mean,” said I, “that I should 

H — with the antiquated paper and — 

: post-box business, put my ink into a/ wl 

g Syringe and substitute the writer for| ie 

B note-paper.”’ ‘cl P 

: “ Your suggestion is not without | samples of 


merit,’’ said the 


resort when dealing with a being of 


PRIN NG 


inferior culture, such as my landlord ; 
but this letter is, as a matter wh fact, a 
facsimile of my reply toa fe llow-paint 


; 
L« 











Vorticist, “as a last} ton 
‘Do not assume, 
my art on ly on those of my lat home, 


jemploy 
lown profe ssion. I had recently occasion | mat erialistic sort of man, 
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1 to have 
ce landsca 
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i1boie 


Ng studio tloor. 


address a rather powerful design lg grasping a crumpled lejter. 


nie 
some rather | 
him for some! since.’ 
um he was expecting | 


however, 


lto the landlor md ¥ mentioned, and the 
fellow has not ventured to write to me 





ry pro- 


As 1 was leaving the studio I was 
stopped by a stout red-faced person 
who asked me whether Mr. Rose was 
He looked a coarse -fibred 


that I 
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ore rp ren 
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Small Boy (fascinated by milking process). “Now Pur IT ALL BACK AND DO IT AGAIN.” 








MILLY AND THE GAS-MASK. 


Now that the Censor is no longer 
seen in the land the little story of Milly 
aud the Gas-mask may be told. 

Milly lived in the town of Houtby- 
under-Boodle, which is in the Black 
Country. Do not misunderstand me, 
Milly was not black ; only the country 
was black. Milly was fair, with large 
round blue eyes which looked shyly, or 
rather shyly, out upon a terrifying and 
yet enticing world. 

Prior to the outbreak of war Milly 
assisted in the manufacture of stone 
ginger-beer bottles. There is not un- 
limited seope for originality in this 
craft, however, and Milly left it without 
a pang for the greater excitement of 


making munitions of war. For some 
months she filled shells. But even 


here individuality is hardly encouraged ; 
each shell must have the same filling 
as its neighbour, and Milly was glad 
enough to transfer ber activities to the 
novel industry of finishing gas-masks. 
Here indeed was work after her heart. 
If the gas-masks did not (or should not) 
vary very much from one another, the 
wearers would. To every mask a 


soldier! The thought stirred her heart. 





More, it stirred her pen. Yes, she wrote 
a little note. It ran— 

“ Dear Soxtprer,—I hope this mask 

will save your life. 
With love from MILty. 
7, Brick Lane, Houtby-under-Boodle.”’ 

She slipped it into a gas-mask when 
the forewoman was not looking, and 
spent the rest of the day with a face 
se hotly suffused that a fellow-worker 
asked if she had a fever. 

The scene here changes. We find 
ourselves in Flanders, somewhere be- 
hind the line, where a new draft is 
being initiated into the ritual of gas- 
mask drill. They have at length suc- 
ceeded in adjusting their masks satis- 
factorily when signs of distress are 
observable in Private Punnett, who, 
after violent contortions, drags off his 
mask and exhibits a purple face and 
starting eyes. 

“ Who told you to take it off?” roars 
the Sergeant. 

“I couldn’t breeve,” replies the in- 
dignant Punnett. “ Pretty well done 
in, I was.” 

“ Here, let's see,’ says the Sergeant. 
Then, “ Yes, there's something in the 
pipe. What the...? ‘Dear Sonpier, 
—I hope this mask will save your 





life. With love from...’ No laughing 
in the ranks! Prepare to take off... 
Masks!” 

“... ‘will save yer life,’” grumbled 
Private Punnett that evening for the 
twentieth time. “ And jolly nigh lost it 


forme. ‘Love from Milly,’indeed! My | 


loving Sarah and five kids is enough | 


for me. 
at home, Sam. 
understand.” 
Alas! that our romance should end 
thus. And what of Milly, you will ask, 
shyly waiting and hoping in Houtby- 
under-Boodle? Ah, well, we need not, 
after all, waste too much pity there. 
For soon after the Armistice a fine 


An’ you needn't mention this 


The old girl mightn’t | 


stalwart Houtby-under-Boodler, late of | 


the 14th Loyal Blackshire Regiment, | 


came and carried off Milly. She likes 


to think that the gas-mask which saved | 


him was actually the one into which 
she slipped her little note, for a little 
note, as she truly says, may so easily 
be displaced. 





“Lord Astor occupied a seat in the Press 
Gallery. Lord Astor occupied a seat in the 
Distinguished Strangers’ Gallery ... Viscount 
Astor was not in the Peers’ Gallery.” 

Provineval Paper. 
For two very good reasons. 
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FIRST-AID FOR PARENTS. 
(Modelied on a recent advertisement.) 
Parents! 

Do you wish to win your children’s 
| respect ? Do you aspire to wear the} 










halo of omniscience? Cen \ou answer} 





the every-day questions that puzzle | 


SARUM Rr es 


Sa 


acne 


oats sales 


re 


Rye 


» 
P # 
2 








| their untutor d minds ? 

| WHAT DO YoU SAY WHEN THEY A&K Yot 

Why is water wel ? 

What makes Father growl at brea! 
fast ? . 

Do fishes ever catch col l ? 

Why can’t 1 have a motor-seooter | 

What do angels have fi } dinne) ? 

Ought we to love black-beet es? 

Why do bubbles burst ? 


9 


C ive tl 
van you af once give the correct answer 
Or have you 


| to these vital questions ? 
wy handy book of reference to wh 
you can immediately fly ? 
You will find them all answered i d 
THe Parents’ First-Aip Lierary, 


ich 


Do not fall into the foolish error of 
supposing that children ask questions 
annoy. 


primarily from a desire to 
| They ask because they thirst for exact 
| knowledge. 


the scientific spirit of inquiry that dis- 
tinguighes Man from the lower animals. 
| Whatever impression you may convey 
to the rest of the world, in your ehil 
dren's eyes you are I 


(or should he 


godlike andiniallible. Are you prepared | 
~ 


to forfeit their simple trust and love? | 


Are you willing to knock yourself off 
your own pedesial ? 


| Some parents, unfortunately, cannot | 
woswer all their children’s questions} 


off-hand. It is for them that Tui 


Why doesn’t Uncle Montague burst ?} 


Deny them the necessary 
reireshment and you nip in the bud| 





i 1 a , 
PARENT'S First-Arp Lisprary has been | 


compiled and published in 
sun:ptuous volumes. 


Suppose, for instance, you are su j. 


denly asked at tea by your youngest- | 


a” 


born, “* Why can’t we see in the dark 
do not reply, “ Eat your bun, child, 
dub clap your hand to your head and 


exclaim, “ Tut, tut, 1’ve left my pocket- | 
handkerchief (or my digestive- tablets) | 


upstairs.””’ You then rush into the 


study, feverishly revolve the handsome | 


} fumed - oak bookcase in which Tue 
) swing 4 | 
Parent’s Finst-Arp Linrary is housed, 


}and stop it at Vol. VIII. (oK1-poxt).| 


Turn up the fascinating article 
“Optics,” and there you will find all 
(and more than) you want to know. 
On your return to the tea-table you os- 


tentatiously flourish the alleged missing 


article and casually remark, ‘“‘ Now, let 


me see, Clarence, you were inquiring | 


why we cannot see in the dark. The 
| reason is, my boy, that the interposition 
of an opaque object between the source 


twelve | 


"lol 


‘| tates In 


on | 














Crag. Caawt* _ 
pa 


Workman. “Excuse me, Bot I HEARD YOU SAY JUBT NOW YOU WERE IN TH! 
|} Seconp Division, I Was WIth THE SECOND Division. WHEN DID YOU JOIN THEM?” 
Seedy Individual, “I ary’? TALKING ABAHT THE ARMY. I’M TALKING ABAHT QUOD.” 


and the retina of the eye mili- 
a greater or less measure, ac- 


light 


}cording to the degree of obfuscation, 
against the formation of clear images 
which, by a process of reflection, pro- 


| duce the static condition we are accus- 

med And now it’s time 
| you went to bed.” An answer like that 
will encourage Clarence to come to you 


to call sight. 


; 
uC 





again for information. 
No question has yet been asked or 
conceived out of the bland innocence of 
the youthful mind that is not answered 
in these priceless pages. The simple 
vet arresting language in which the 
| articles are written brings them within 
the range of the fattest parental head. 
| “Farner or Ten” writes :—*“ Since 
| purchas ng Tue Parent's First-Aip 
| Lanrary I have put on flesh.” 


} 
| 
j 
| 
| 


Tue Rev. Sepriavs DoppEr writes :— 
“My children now regard me with 
something akin to awe.” 

«“ Harassep Muxer’s Wire” writes: 

«“ Willie knows better now I’ve learned 
him.” 

Take the first plunge now and write 
for our descriptive booklet. Do not 
insult us by sending any money—yet. 
You will like first to hear all about our | 
wonderful Pay-as-you-pleage System. 

Write to-day to 
The Parents’ Educational Publishing 
Co., Ltd., 37, Paterfamilias Row, E.C. 
Fashions for Men. 

“] met Mrs. Ian Bullough (Miss Lily Elsie) 
and her husband leaving the Orleans Club, the 
latter looking lovely in a lemon-yellow and 
grey swathed toque and a beautiful moleskin 





cloak.”— The Lady. 
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CHRISTMAS PRESENTS. 


I never seem to get the right sort 
of Christmas present for my menfolk. 
They don't complain, of course, but 
they regard my offerings with a sort of 
forced gaiety of manner, an ebullition 


of gratitude which does not ring true. 


Why do I always choose the wrong 


‘thing? Because at Christmas time the 


hand of man is against me. Let me 
give you an example of my unhappy 
experiences at this season. 

I go into an establishment dedicated 


| to men’s wear—not without trepidation, 


-somely 


for we are just as shy, O men, of enter- 
ing one of your shops as you are of 
appearing in ours. 

“| want to buy a present for a man,” 
I confide to the rather nice-looking 
youth behind the counter. 

“Certainly, Madam. This is the de- 
partment for woven underwear. What 
can | show you?” he asks, fingering a 
bifurcated garment. 

I blush—isn’t it silly of me?—and 
dive to another counter, I am received 


) by a grave pompous man. 


“T want a present for my husband— 
will you please suggest something ?” I 
say pleadingly. 

Now if that assistant had not a heart 


| of stone, if he had any trace of humanity, 


or even the faintest spark of pity for me 


| in my dilemma, he would at once tell 


me the sort of thing men require; but 
no, he is hard, inexorable, adamant. 
“Hflere is the very thing,” he says 
with a Machiavellian smile, ‘‘ our hand- 
fitted all-leather stud case, 
37s. 6d., containing a stud for every 


| day in the year and obviating the daily 


annoyance of lost studs. I should 
strongly advise this.” 

He advises it, you see; yet that 
assistant, away from his counter, may 
be a humane man; he may be full of 
the milk of human kindness, an amiable 
father, a conscientious husband. ‘No 
gentleman can do without it,” he adds 
emphatically, 

“It seems too much like encourag- 
ing a bad habit,” I protest. “Can you 
suggest something more useful?” 

“Certainly, Madam. A box of ties 
of various shades and suitable for every 
occasion. The gentleman has quiet 
tastes, I presume?” 

I wonder if he presumes that by 
looking at me. “Not too quiet,” I 
correct. 

“Then these are the very newest 
designs, Madam.” 

[ start back in dismay. ‘“ But he’s 
not so noisy as that. Haven't you 
something less—resonant ?” 

“But I can assure you that these 


| Futurist ties are the very latest note in 


men's wear. Everyone is getting them ; 


> 


~ 


they 've been so much in demand that 
this is the last box I have left...” 

This and many other things he says, 
which lead me to believe that he is a 
supreme judge of the tastes of his own 
sex. And later I must witness Henry’s 
silent agony, confronted by Futurist 
ties and unable to ery out, but striving 
to find the proper words in thanks. 

Of course it isn’t only the male 
shop assistant who so vilely fails in 
his common obligations. I remember 
standing at a counter in one of our 
big stores when a youth came in and 
addressed the nearest female assistant 
with a pitiful air of bravado. “I say, you 
know, | wanta present for a young lady,” 
he said. ‘ You ‘ll be able to tell me the 
sort of thing girls like, won’t you ?”’ 

There are thousands of things in 
shops, yourg men, that girls like. To 
name the most ordinary and obvious 
items we like boxes of gloves, vanity 
bags, fans, those big bottles of Eau de 
Cologne, silk stockings—why, we sim- 
ply can’t have enough silk stockings. 
If you gave them to us on every kind 
of anniversary throughout the year we 
should not have had our fill of them or 
ever complain of monotony. The girl 
behind the counter was, of course, per- 
fectly aware of this, yet she remarked 
with disarming affability, “I should 
certainly advise you to give her a silk 
Maltese lace handkerchief. These at two 
guineas each are extremely handsome.” 

Now I have nothing to say against 
silk Maltese lace handkerchiefs. It is 
true that they offer no scope for wiping 
the nose on them; they cannot be 
tucked in the corsage as an embellish- 
ment (except by the heroine of a story 
written by a man) because that idea has 
long gone out of fashion; you cannot 
convert them into d'oyleys or lamp- 
shades. Of course,if you had everything 
in the world you could possibly desire 
and the Slave of the Lamp was hanging 
about waiting for something to do, you 
might command him, “ Bring hither 
silk Maltese lace handkerchiefs,” but as 
a present for the average girl— well, it's 
the sort of thing that would embitter 
her at once, 

The young man wavered. “ It isn’t 
much to look at for two guineas, but if 
you're sure she'd like it more than 
anything else. Of course you ought to 
know.” 

Even at the eleventh hour the assist- 
ant did not relent ; pitiless, remorseless, 
in her heart “no chinks where love 
may enter in,’’ she coerced that young 
man into flinging away two guineas. 
I pictured the poor girl who was to 
receive the gift sobbing her heart out on 
Christmas day and stamping on the 
Maltese lace handkerchief in her fury. 





It might even have led to a broken 





engagement. Such things do happen, 
I recall that the coolness and ultimate 
estrangement that sprang up between 
my brother and a girl who would have 
made him an excellent wife began from 
the day she sent him an embroidered 
tie-holder. It was such a nice one too, 
and when the ribbons were fastened at 
both ends kept the ties beautifully flat. 
I’m sure I don’t know why he got so 
enraged about it. 


| 
So I think it will be better to give | 


Henry a cheque this year. Let me see 
—really nice silk stockings cost a 
guinea a pair. Suppose I give him a 
cheque for three guineas and leaye the 
idea to sink into his brain .. . 

He knows I always like three pairs at 
a time. 





COLD COMFORT. 


(An eminent Frenchman is of opinion 


that microbes can live for some thou- 


sands of years.) 
Joys fail and life loses its savour, 
Food thrills me no more as of old, 
Tobacco is reft of its flavour, 
And, nursing my annual cold, 
For solace I seek the professor's 
Deductions, which tend to confirm 
The hopethat perhaps my oppressor's 
No parvenu germ, 
Long centuries since, as a baby 
Perhaps it contrived to annoy 
A Pharaoh in Thebes, or it may be 
Smote kings as they revolled in 
Troy, 
Ere journeying onward to spend a 
Brief season (or longer than that) 
At Rome in the days when delenda 
Carthago erat. 
It has vexed other bards (or I pray so), 
Has caused even Homer to nod, 
Made Ovip too consciously Naso 
And Horace or Virait feel odd; 
To me it seems perfectly splendid 
lo dine upon slops and reflect 
That haply my sneeze is descended 
From SHAKSPEARE direct. 
But is it? I doubt if this sprightly 
Bacillus is agéd at all, 

For it clings to the poet as tightly 
As flappers adhere to Whitehall, 
Till I’m tempted to fear that my 

grim pet 
Is new to terrestrial scenes, 
A micro-organical limpet 
Not oué of its teens. 








Another Impending Apology. 
“The Mayor-Elect presided, and to him fell 
the duty of proposing the death of the Mayor, 
which he did in felicitous terms.” 
Local Taper. 

“ PurLapDELPHta, Nov, 18.—The Prince of 
Wales spent twelve months in Philadelphia 
to-day.” —American Paper. 

How time flies when you're happy. 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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| 
| 
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Persevering Conductor (rehearsing villa 
ME K-FLAT, INSTEAD OF E-NATURAL.” 
MacDougal. “Man, I pipna THENK I 








BRIDGE NOTES. 
Tue Caution Bridge Club has been 
formed at Little Poppleton to help 
those who have reached a certain pro 


ficiency in Bridge and are interested in | 


the problems that so often present 
themselves, Beginners are especially 
encouraged to send in their difficulties 
or anything likely to be of general 
interest, 

The following are some of the points 
that have already been raised and the 
decisions arrived at by the Committee: 

(1) M. (or N.) was asked to teach 
three beginners. He explained the 
rudiments of the game during dinner, 
and afterwards they found an old 
pack and began to play. The dealer, 


Seeing a number of picture-cards in his | t 


hand, went, as he had been advised, 
one No-trump. The next two passed. 


M. (or N.), who had dined very well, | 


thought he had a hand in which every 


card was a picture, but wasn’t sure, so | 
| he do? 


passed. The declarer led off with Mrs. 


Bun, the baker’s wife; the second hand, 
Waiving his right to the lead, took it} he should quickly claim a misdeal ; 
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You Gave 


You PLAYED A WRONG NOTE, 


e orchestra). “Srop—srorp, Mr. MacDoveGar! 


WAS SAB NEAR IT AS THaT!” 











with Mr. Bun, the baker; thed 
partner discarded Master Chips, the one to each player. 
carpenter's son; M. (or N.) had no} (4) Mr.and Mrs. A. are playing with 
} Buns. What (under the circumstances) Mr. and Mrs. B. In the course of the | 
should he do? {game Mrs. B. is in doubt how to play 
Decision.—Whatever the cards in| and gives two alternative cards to Bid 
M.’s (or N.’s) hand he should now (and|{dles, her Pekinese, saying she would 
play the one the dear little fellow 
kissed. He kissed the right one. Can 
Mr. and Mrs. A. claim a penalty? 
Decision.—A player may (with gen- 

eral consent) reler to a bystander who 
professes himself uninterested in the 
game (as Biddles doubtless was) a dis- 
puted question of facts, but not of | 
actual play. The A.’s could thus claim | 
to make Biddles pay any money lost 
on the rubber. 


eclarer’s | otherwise deal the four, face downwards, 


for ever) discard Mr. Bung the brewer. 

(2) Score, game all. Time, 3 a.m. 
A. deals and goes one Heart; Y. goes 
two Diamonds; B., who stutters and 
plays indifferently, after a few minutes 
is found to have gone two Hearts; and 
then Z. is found to have gone to bed. 

than two Hearts ? 

finitely. 


[s this better than 
Decision.—In 
(3) (Four beginners). Towards the 
| . > . . 
lend of a hand B, gathers up his trick 
(containing the four top honours in 

itrumps and puts it into his own hand | 
linstead of on the pile of tricks. He} 
| 

| 














My personal belief is that the contest will 
not last more than six months—in fact, I feel 
inclined to say not more than four—and that 
the Englishman will emerge from it Heavy 
Weight Boxing Champion of Europe."’ 

Provincial Paper. 


then plays these honours from his hand} 
(without being noticed at the time), and | 
iof course finishes up with four extra 


| cards (all of low value). What should} The prophet is now comforting himself 


with the reflection that, though he was | 
wrong about the man, he was well 


m.—If he has lost his contract 
within the mark regarding the time. 


De cust 
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VILLAGE BILLIARDS. 


The Striker (at critical stage of four-handed game). ‘‘ WHA 


Partner. “WELL, GEORGE, IF YOU WAS CLEAN-SHAVED I SHOULD zay, ‘ScREW Back.’ ” 





SHOULD I po YERE, Wittitum? You knows I can’? vor.” 








THE OLD AUTHERS. 


[The discovery of a successor to The Young Visiters in the work of 
yet another Jady novelist of tender years has been announced by the 
Evening Press. } 


I am starting a school which commences at Yule to enliven 
our novelists’ forces ; 
With satchels and slates they shall.come to my gates, you 
shall see playing leapfrog and horses 
Stern saturnine fellows 
Whose gloom never mellows, 
In short knickbockers, with writers of shockers and tales 
of eternal remorses. 


Dear ladies whose gaze has examined life’s ways and who 
know what, if anything, sin is, 
Shall let down their hair—if it's bobbed I don’t care—any- 
how, in blue sashes and pinnies 
And clean cotton frocks, 
Sucking peppermint rocks, 
They shall crowd to my lessons in rejuvenescence—the fees 
for full course seven guineas. 


I'll teach them to make every kind of mistake in their 
sums and their French; 1 shall tell ‘em 
To serap all the lot of this old-fashioned rot that’s been 
published in calf and in vellum, 
And blow on tin trumpets, 
And eat buttered crumpets, 
And smooth out the kinks that occur when one thinks with 
a far too acute cerebellum. 





life is once more as a fable, 


I'll give them a treat—they shall come down to eat their | 


dessert at the dining-room table, 
And take back upstairs 
All their elders’ affairs, 


And repeat them to Nurse and combine them with terse 


observations from John in the stable. 


And the whole of their view shall be modelled anew, and 


their minds be as open expanses 


Where all sorts of tlowers bloom at all sorts of hours, and 


the facts are mixed up with the fancies, 
Quixotical ardour 
With cakes from the larder, 
And tips on deportment shall swell the assortment, and 
partly remembered romances. 


Then, then shall they hie to the schoolroom, and, my! with | 


the ink-bottle duly outwelling 
All over their thumbs, what a masterpiece comes! 
delightful when, rapidly selling, 
Three Weeks in a Keeder 
Enthrals every reader, 
And libraries clamour for love without grammar and art 
with unorthodox spelling. E\Vor. 


How 








Alarming Increase of Hone3ty in London. 
“All the way down Whitehall there were little knots of loyal, 
letermined, mackintoshed persons of both sexes standing with grim 
endurance under their own umbrellas.”—7imes, 
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PENITENT. 


ADMIT HIS EXCEPTIONAL “BLOOMERS,” DOES 


THIRTY-FIVE YEARS AGO, AND BEGS TO OFFER HIS 


PENANCE FOR HIS ERROR OF 
RESPECTFUL CONGRATULATIONS TO LADY ASTOR, M.P. 


——<—__ 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT, 
Monday, December Ist. 
five yours ago Mr. Linuey SAMBOURNE 


Some thirty- 


the first lady 
Happily Le 


different 


tion of the advent of 
Member of Parliament. 
reality was very 
dream. Lady Asror, demurely but 
daintily garbed in a black dress with 
white collarette (the lady reporters who 
simultaneously appeared in the P 
Gallery aro my authority for this de 
tail), was the very antithesis of the bla 
tant and “bloomered" female of the car 
toonist’s imagination. 
Convoyed by the Primi 
Minister and Mr. Banrour, 
proud but a little flustered 
lat having such # precious 


from the 


cargo under their protec- 
tion, the new-comer ad- 


yanced to the Table, where 
the Clerk 


ceived het 


Hou ec Tre 
with an extra 
low bow (he hould now bo 
dubbed Sir “Courtly It 
BERT), tor k t e oath, added 
| tothe Roll its first 


signature, had a moment's 


' 
ol the 











laminae 


conversat on with the CHAN- 
CELLOR OF THE NXCHBQUER 
l(who gallantly dolffed his 
usually insep rable h if), and 
i then shook hands with the 
SPEAKER, who, to judge by 
the warmth of his welcome 
was not at all displen 
the addition to his respon- 
sibilities 
arrival, 
lt even ti 
mance the sordid details of 
finance. Mr. 
leading ® forlorn 


sed ab 


involved in he 


wed with ro 
BorromMbLey, 
hope 
the 
if 

Treasury, assured the House 


; Against the pundits of 


| that Premium Bonds were CINDERELLA AND HER FAIRY GODMOTHERS ment from the Air Ministry 
| much le sofa gamble than the Bond ter eX} ne ere more exciting. | Gene ral Seeny announced with pride 
| of Matrimony, in which not evel é , 1a gentle reproof from Mr.|that a single aeroplane had averted a 
| feminine inyestor was so fortunate as} WHITLEY r indulvine in casual con-|] war onthe North-West Fronti r., That 
to draw “a splondid husband, with the | ve luring a Division, and after- | method of peace-m uking is hardly likely 
| reversion of a seat in this Hou | ward : essaying to leave the House,| to be successful in tho future, for, in 
This obvious bid for the new Member found her way barred by that most|reply to Lieutenant-Commander Ken 
vote was not left unchallenged. Mr.| vigilant of Whips, Mr. Towyn Jonrs.| worrny, Mr. Monvraau stated that it 
Lynn promptly topped it with the « Happily the Father of the House (Mr.| was the practice to warn the enemy 
pression of his hope that on such a¢ I. P. O'Coxnor) came to the assistance whenever @ ra (dl was intended, This, 
| “when we have put youth at the helm | of it M r and chivalrously offered | ostens bly in the intere ts of won en 
i and beauty at the prow,” the lou b pair, and children; but, as Sir Joun Ru ke 
was not going to take a retrograde step | II i! protesled against the | int lligently observed, * How long -_ 
in the direction of lotteries. 1) f the Hou of Commons the combat ints likely to wail after the 
The CHANCELLOR O1 rue WxXxCHBQUEFI eing uw ered th by a ¢ match | warning has been given 
| who admitted that he had exercised pat nd darkly hinted that this Much sympath) was evoked by Col- 
feminine priviloge of changing his mind is a devi of t Government to|onel ASHLEY'S complaint that a wine 
/on tho subjec t. denoun . d P burke « ission of the Scotch Land merch int was still lorbidden to deliver 
| Bonds with all the zeal of a pery settlement Bill Mr. Bonar Law as his precious go ids except for me esa 
| and, although the Government Whips| sured him that no such slight to Seot-| Sir C. Kistocn-Cookn pointed out the 
| were not on, succeeded in takin to! land was intended, and then, with most|inconvenience thus caused to people | 
| o 5 ’ . ‘es tia other Membe ij uurned to| who might wish to give presents to | 


| the Lobby With him the bulk of tl 
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gave the readers of Punch his concep- | al 





493 


elodin te naw ] ; To ; ; , 
ud ng its new lady- Member. | Committee Room 14, where Seftor Capa- 
fone 


is were down and out} mnanoa, the most accomplished * wood 


| by (9 votes to 54, I fancy if thei | shifter of the age, disposed of thirty- | 
upporters had told the House more! six out of his thirty-eight opponents in 


it sand less about bish »ps | double quick time, | 
the voting uld have been a good deal Wednesiay, ord The 
je! r, Lords spent a rather depressing hour 
Base > ) 4.° . . ‘ . 
Puesday, December 2nd,—Chivalrv| over the industrial situation, HKvery- 
one deplored the prevailing unrest, but 
no one seemed furnished with a sure 


December 


entirely defunct even in the 
ASTOR is 


iH f 


( oOmmous, Lady 


ipparently to be left in undi sputed|remedy. Lord Istinwron thought that | 
possession of the coveted corner-seat Whitley Councils might solve the pro- 
below the Gangway formerly occupied|blem, provided that their decisions 


Iby Mr. T. M, 


Y ipmary pabicn 6 


Lord Askwirn 
no chance of these 
Iler! councils being generally appointed so 


Heany vt with made binding, 


thro 


— 
Hue 


were 


igh «a more|feared there was 





tion-hotur 


than lly dull Que 


long as workers could run 


to Downing Street and get 


what wanted there, 


everyone, masters and men 


they 


was for compelling 
uli] | 

ulike, to long to a union 
or association before being 


allowed to take part in a 


trade—a plea ant prospect 
for those who till cherish 
old - fashioned notion of 


Yet Lord 


SALISHURY made n » protest 


freedom. even 


So far all was g m. 
But parks 


3 flew when the 
Ileetr city ill came up 
for Second Reading. lord 
Mouton delivered a slash- 
ing attack upon the whole 


f 


principle of the mea 
would “not 


ure, 
declaring that it 
national 


only 30 the indus 


try, but bureaueratise it, 
The Lorp CHANCELLOR Was 


as much shocked as if he had 
tumbled on a live-w ie nd 
hastily moved the ad rm 
ment of the debate in order 
that he 1 ight pet i) his 


brief for the delence 


Just before his retire 
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their invalid friends. Judging by the 
cheers with which his remark was re- 
ceived, a number of Members would 
gladly practise this form of benevo- 
lence, even if their charity began at 
home. 

Debate on the Government of India 
Bill was chiefly confined to the experts. 
Fortunately for the Minister in charge 
their criticisms often cancelled one 
another. Thus, when Colonel Yatg 
moved an amendment designed to get 
rid of the “diarchy,” Sir H. Cra 
promptly declared that the amendment 
would itself introduce that mysterious 
constitutional disease in its worst form. 

| Similarly an amendment moved from 
the Labour benches in favour of hand- 
ing over more powers to popular ad- 
ministration received its most effective 
criticism from Mr. Joun Warp, who 
pointed out that sanitation had no 
meaning for the Eastern mind, and 
that the passage of the amendment 
would be fatal to decent Labour condi- 
tions in India, 

Thursday, December 4th.—Colonel 
DataympLe Ware drew from Mr. 
Haruswortu the important admission 
that the prohibition of pigeon-racing 
between France and England is most 
prejudicial to the training of these 
estimable birds—causing the “ homer” 
to nod, | suppose. It is this, no doubt, 
and not the delay-action methods of the 
United States Senate, which is causing 
the Dove of Peace to be so long on its 
way. 

Mr. Luoyp Groree ploughed con- 
scientiously through the sixty or seventy 
Questions addressed to him without 
giving a vast amount of information. 
We learned, however, that there was a 
yood deal of agitation in the Georgian 
Republic. That this unrest is likely to 
to extend to other Georgians, not of the 
Caucasus, was apparent when, a few 
| minutes later, the Prime MINISTER 
| informed an astonished House that, 
having regard to the heavy labours of 
the past Session, the Government had 
decided to give Members a substantial 
holiday. Parliament would therefore 
be prorogued before Christmas, instead 
of being adjourned, and to this end a 
large part of the legislative programme 
would be sacrificed or carried over by 
special resolution into the new Session. 
Among the measures thus to be placed 
in “cold storage” are the Government 
of Ireland Bill and the Anti-Dumping 
Bill. 

According to the Priwz MrinisTer’s 
time-table only one day was left un- 
appropriated between now and the end 
of the Session. Mr. Devin promptly 
collared half of it for a debate on the 
alleged sufferings of Chaplain O’Don- 

| NwLL at the hands of the military 





authorities. li was a sheer waste 
of time. Mr. Deviin blustered, Mr. 
CuurcHILL was rigidly “ official,” and 
the motion was ultimately talked out 
by an Irishman with a Welsh name 





MR. TOWYN JONES BLOCKS THE WAY. 


sitting for an English constituency 
(Mr. Jack Jonss). 

Mr. Mownracu’s refusal to insert a 
provision for woman’s suffrage in the 
Government of India Bill, on the ground 
that it was a matter for the Indians to 
decide for themselves, gave Lady Astor 
a chance of making her first interposi- 
tion in debate. “ But,” she objected, 
“it is to be decided by Indian men.” 
The Minister had, however, the last 
word, and the amendment was defeated. 





THE NEW DISPENSATION. 
Mr. MontaGu EXPOUNDS THE LAW. 














A NORTH-WEST FRONTIER SENTRY. 


“Tae 200th have asked us out to 
dinner,”” said Cuthbert, just as the 
crack of a rifle told us that Percy the 
Pathan had started his almost nightly 
attempt to extinguish the Mess lamp. 
Percy is a gentleman who leads a 
double life. By day, his countenance 
shining with friendliness and loyalty, 
he comes into camp to sell goats to the 





Army and profiteers disgracefully over 
the deal. By night he sits on a hill- | 
side, disguised as a lump of rock, and 
does target practice in the direction of | 
our Mess tent. 

His cousin, Alfred the Afridi, keeps | 
the mules amused at the opposite end | 
of the camp by dropping lead from a 
‘500 Express into their lines. This | 
gives them a legitimate excuse for | 
stampeding—a performance which: our | 
long-eared friends rightly consider the | 
linost joke in their extensive répertoire. | 

“Though I am very partial to din- | 
ing out,” I said, “and am not a little | 
tired of the efforts of our Perce, I 
daren’t do it.” 

“ Why daren't you?” 

“Cuthbert,” L said, “I fear no foe | 
in the shape of ‘friendly’ tribesmen; 
but we ave the only British unit in 
this camp. Each native unit mounts 
several guards. Each guard posts | 
several sentries. And, completely ignor- 
ant as | am of our Indian bretliren’s 
customs and language, it’s as mucl: as 
my life’s worth to stir from our own 
area after dark. I should be shot before 
1 ’d gone ten yards.” 

Cuthbert, however, was confident 
that he knew the mysteries of a sepoy’s | 
challenge. 

“The sentry,” he explained, “ shouts 
‘Halt!’ You can give any reply that | 
enters your head. ‘Friend’ is a good | 
word, but any other will do as well. 
The sentry, unwilling to display his | 
total ignorance of the English lan- 
guage, assumes that you are all right, 
and answers, ‘ Pass, frien’, alliswel,’ 
using the only English words that he 
knows, and he doesn't know the mean- 
ing of those.” 

‘It sounds quite easy,” I said, con- 
siderably reassured. 

We therefore licked our paws, wiped 
some of the dust off our faces and set 
off towards the 200th. 

All went well and strictly according 
to Cuthbert’s description until we were 
more than half-way home, having spent 
a very pleasant evening. Suddenly a 
man leapt at us from behind a tent. 

‘‘ Hol-tad-van-spass!” he shouted. 

_“ Cuthbert,” I said, as we both 
halted very suddenly, ‘ the fellow is de- 
manding an impossibility. What shall 
we do?” 
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Lady (to sportsman who lus purchased a cast horse). “ Bur WHAT A FUNNY NAME, ‘SunpPLUs’! I DON'r sUPPOSE YOU KNOW HOW 


HE’S BRED?” 
Sportsman. “Og, yes, I po. Hxr’s py AvcTION ouT OF ARMY.” 





“ Something pretty quickly,” replied ie ae , a 
| Cathbert ; “the blighter has come to|‘ SOME VILLAGE HAMPDENS, 
| the aim.” You can talk till you're green of the 
“I've got it,” I cried; “I'll halt, sights you ‘ve seen 
| and you do the advance and pass. It’s In our Armies new and old, 
| the only Way we can obey his com-j| You can mention too that the lads in 

mand.’ . blue 
| “No,” said Cuthbert, “ you advance. Are worth their weight in gold ; 
I’m much better at halting than you.” But the best-earned bob for a thankless 
| greatly wished to remind Cuthbert job 
| that he, not I, was supposed to know; Was the one the country paid 
,all about the Sepoy’s habits, but 1|To the raw recruit who said, “ Toot! 
| tealized that this was no place for Toot!” 
| argument, which could only lead to To the Sergeant on parade. 
| disaster. I therefore advanced, trem- 
| bling with fear. Searcely a yard for 
ward had 1 gone when my foot slipped, 
‘and - lurched almost it seemed on to a putes 
1€ > Noi avonet, whi reap? 
| Sry Lew-whrtte A -wecfingrmnd Were the bravest ‘neath the sun; 
© | Well, they did their share, but they 


When shot and shell were playing hell 
With the forrard Q.F. gun, 
You might take the view that the gal- 


| 4: 
| tightening on the trigger. honldn’t compar 
“kK ot? - . m shouidn t compare, 

| u ec eee: Corns When you re dealing out the dibs 
| Up my hands. a : ecpns tie te: y 

as . . 7 . With the brave Jack Tar who went so 
- Pass, frien’, alliswel,” said the ha ‘ 
| quiet and unemotional voice of the} i to tickle the Captain’s ribs. 


sentry. 
Cuthbert was right ; it’s quite easy, | Midst showers of cramps and blazing 
really. Sates 
The Major's laugh was gay. 
«“ What iron nerves! I’m sure he de- 





A Testimonial Indeed. 
“Even to-day I enjoy the lasting health 


——’s Pills secured me in 1303.” serves 








Advt. in Irish Paper. The D.S.O.,” you say. 











,, | If you take that line I'll tell you mine, 


* I know he’s a rare old sport; 
But he’s much to learn from the 
Subaltern 
Who pinched the General's port.” 


And the brave N.O.’s who stalked our 
foes 
Beneath the waves, no doubt 
Should all appear at the glad New 
Year 
When the Honours’ List comes out; 
But I insist on heading the list 
With the name of the bold A.P. 
Who poured the ash from bis calabash 
in the cap of the C.-in-C. ! 


Our Helpful Contemporaries. 

“A collision between two goods trains oc- 
curred yesterday near Mullingar, Co. Meath. 
The collision was due to one running into the 
other.”—Dauy Graphic 


“Of boat departure very from 5.40 to 5.52, 

and connection with the boat leaving Sea 
combe there would have been anl difliculty 
was last th eOrmskirk Police Court, this morn 
ing, with and he had to pay his barrister. Bail 
wes a method can be devised whereeby per 
sons.”—Provincial Paper. 
The story, while full of incident, suffers 
from a certain lack of consecutiveness, 
and what we should like to know is 
whether they succeeded in bailing out 
the boat. 
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A GREAT ANNIVERSARY. 

(With the British Army in France.) 

“ An’ this, Peggy, is the illigant flat 
an’ commojus suite avy apartyments,” 
said Sergeant-Major Coghlan. “This 
room bein’ th’ salon de mangy, yon th’ 
chamber de cushay, an’ the hole in the 
wall ye'll take for a meat-safe bein’ 


| the cuisine.” 


, home ye’ll let all yer accu- 


| down on the premier étage 
| of 10 bis, rue de la Répub- 
| lique. 


| French to be able to wish 


| putes, Peggy could gauge 


“But it’s lonely I'll be not being 
able to spake the tongue to me neigh- 
bours,” wailed Mrs. Coghlan. 

«“ That'll make no odds,” replied the 
Sergeant-Major. “Whin I’m up at 
the camp ye ‘ll be busy with yer cookin’ 


Granted that the artistic soul of the 
cornet of the Palais de Cinéma required 
an outlet, it was not considerate that 
he should rehearse the slow movement 
from the incidental music of “The 
Bride of the Prairie” at midnight. 
M’sieur Bonneton and the Sergeant- 
Major, meeting on the stairs after a 
night disturbed by devastating min- 
strelsy, discussed the matter. 

“Tt’s not meself that minds music in 
its proper place,” said Coghlan. “ But 
betwixt Lights Out an’ Revally is no 
time for bugling, though it be Gabriel 
himself playing.” 





“Tt is atrocious!” said M’sieur 





turbed the harmony of 10 dis. The 
Sergeant-Major was one night detained 
at the camp, and on his return found 
that the Bonnetons, who were the 
keepers of the front-door, had bolted it, 
under the impression that he had re- 
turned. Repeated knockings led to the 
appearance of M’sieurin striped pyjamas 
andan unamiable mood. M’sieur’s tem- 
per, as he frequently said, was “like 
hot milk on a fire. It boils up, it bub- 
les over, and—it is finished.” Un- 
luckily the Sergeant-Major found it in 
the second stage and brusquely closed 
the argument by walking upstairs before 
it arrived at the third. 





an’ clanin’, an’ whin I’m 


mulated discoorse loose on 
me, as is the way wid ye.” 
So the Coghlans settled 


After his long so- 
journ in the country Cogh- 
lan of course had sufficient 





his neighbours “ Bong jour” 
or to pass the time of day 
with them as he descended 
the stairs, but Peggy had to 
content herself with merely 
exchanging smiles with 
M'sieur and Madame Bon- 
neton or with Hippolyte 
Lariviére, the cornet-player, 
who, with the assistance of 
& pianist, supplied the or- 
chestral embellishments at 
the tiny Palais de Cinéma 
in the place, But no one 
could feel isolated in a house 
possessing the acoustie and 
olfactory properties of 10 
bis. When M’sieur and 
Madame Bonneton from the 
vez de chaussée indulged in 
one of their diurnal dis- 





STAIRWAY TOO NARROW. 


pal’ 
‘apa! 





The Nobleman (who is having a secret staircase made in anticipation 
of political troubles). “Look HERE, VARLET, YOU'VE MADE THIS 
MY WIFE CANNOT POSSIBLY USE IT.” 

The Varlet. “1 am SORRY, MY LORD—I MUST HAVE MADE A MISTAKE 
IN MY CALCULATIONS. 

The Nobleman. “No, NO; MAKE ANOTHER. 
It MAY BE USEFUL TO ME WHEN DOMESTIC DIFFICULTIES ARISE.” 


Suovucp I wipen 11?” 


T WIL KEEP 


———1_ +“ Ay coorse,” said he to 
Peggy, “ I apolvgised f'r dis- 
turbing his hog's slumbers, 
but he kep’ running up an’ 
down th’ scale like a fiddle 
in pain, disthressful to hear. 
Divil a civil word willI have 
for him in future.” 
Thenceforth the Arctic 
regions could give the at- 
mosphere of the staircase | 
vf 10 dis an impression of | 
warmth. The popping of | 
Hippolyte’s corks was an | 
exasperation, the smell of 
Peggy's onions a studied in- 
sult, and the domestic dis- 
putes on the ground-floor 
an indication of M’sieur’s 
malevolent temper. Peggy 
in her loneliness sighed for 
the amenities and common 
tongue of the old married | 
quarters, where “one cud | 
have it out wid a body.” | 
To add to her annoyance, | 
while she was busying her- 
self at the sink the water- 
tap gave a hollow cough | 
and refused to ‘“ march.” | 
Simultaneously the gas flick- 
ered and went out. Such 





THIS ONE, 








the exact moment when 
M'sieur’s white heat of wrath would 
dissolve into tears of forgiveness and 
reconciliation, When Peggy was pre- 


| paring a savoury dish of steak and 
| onions Madame Bonneton’s sensitive 
nose told her the precise minu e when 


it was done toa turn. And when Hip- 
polyte on the deuxiéme étage was con- 
strained to recruit exhausted nature 


| the drawing of the cork sounded like a 


popgun throughout the house. These 


| things made for comradeship. To gmell 
| your neighbour's dinner is a sure link 


of sympathy. 

So all was concord and amity at 
10 bis. But after a time the tenants 
of the ground floor and the premier 
étage began to find cause for complaint 
in the habits of their fellow-lodger. 


NX 





Bonneton, quivering with rage. “ Let 
us remonstrate.” 

Unhappily Hippolyte proved very 
touchy on the subject of his nocturnal 
melody-making. He could quite under- 
stand, he said, that M’sieur Bonneton’s 
material mind could not soar above 
corporeal considerations of cabbages 
and chicory, but he thought that the 
gallant representative of the Chasseurs 
des Lapins (luckily Coghlan had not 
sufficient French to understand the 
gibe) ought to appreciate martial music. 
He announced his intention, if need be, 
of blowing the last breath of his body 
into his beloved cornet at any hour he 
pleased, and the discomfited deputation 
withdrew. 

Unfortunately another discord dis- 





Petiteville, owing toa short- 
age of fuel and labour, and the inhabi- 
tants are usually prepared for them. | 
But a fortnight’s constant supply had 
lulled them into a false sense of se- 
curity, and this occasion found Madame 
Bonneton without a reserve stock of 
fuel and Peggy’s ménage void of candles 
and water. 

To Hippolyte a lack of light and fuel 
was a tritle, but his consuming woe 
was that he had been late on the tabac 
queue and had not a cigarette in the 
world. 

“Glory be!" said Peggy to her hus- 
band on his return, *‘ we have the rous- 
ing fire, an’ if we cud only borry the 
loan av.a candle from thim people 
downstairs ——”’ 

“I'd sooner wander in Shimmerian 


' 
| 
incidents are coimmon | 
| 
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Mother. “Wuavt WIL. yor 


Mother. “Anv 1r I TELL yor 





darknes 3 


said Coghlan fiercely. 


Madame Bonneton met her hus 


all me days than ask t! 
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e Girl. “Tum AN’ TESS YOU 


‘ f , r WANT po?” Little Girl. “Tom AN’ TISS Yot 
ng in consultation over the ser Favouritism 
n “The Govert won Ist and 2nd} at the 
‘It wants just the laste taste of pool shoot with a score of 44 and 48 out of a 


| with salt tears. n yp ) privint it burning,” | poss ble 40 ifrican Paper 
“ My beautiful rage ill be ruined i Peggy. | The marker seems to have been a good 
she sobbed. ‘Just ten minutes on a Ml ment, wet venone,’ re- | courtier 
fire such as they have upstairs and pied Mad é But perhaps M’sieur 
would be perfection.” Hippoly - From a Book Catalogue 
“ Mon chou, rather than ask them a M’sieur Bonneton and the Sergeant- ‘Fare (Edward) Select Poultry, chiefly 
favour I'd starve in the gutter, iid | Major looked at each other, then rose /D votional, of the Reign of Queen Elizabeth.” 
M’sieur heroically. 1 walked upstairs. |The religion of Drake, we presume. 
The minutes pi assed. The Sergea {sk him to smoke a cigarette an’ | 
Maj x puffed his pipe by the fire and}1 ebbe play a chune wid us by the fire,” “Centurion Wino Saw Masonry oF 
the scent of it goaded Hippolyte t )dis-|said Coghlan. ‘“’ Twill be lonesome up rue Surrey Marcus 
traction. M’sieur Bonneton moved|there in the dark. An’ don’t be for-|_ Evening News. 
restlessly in his chair. He was cold ing to isk for the water.” You should have heard his anecdotes of 
and hun; gry and the casserole contain- Hippolyte was affected to tears. He|JuLIus Czsar. 
ing the half-cooked ragodt mocked him. | kissed them on both cheeks and waved catia: Oo ite NS ae a 
Suddenly he clapped his hand to his|his hand magnanimously in the direc-| |. ee - en Cente ikeciommenantl Mineias taal 
é' 


forehead. 


of the water-jug. Thin Sellings from the 16th to the 20th 


ui J“ 
“ Ma petiie,” he said, “ what the; “Take it all,” he said. “i have nO | Century.”—Scotch Paper. 
date?” s j One does not drink-water.”| We have never regarded Bard 


“It is the eleventh of 
replied Madame. 

“Then it is not the day for 
bours to be at variance,” said 
resolutely. “ We will 
with them this instant. 

Ten minutes later 
the Coghlans was brilliantly 
candles, and Peggy and Madar 


make our p 


the apartment 


1 up a bottle and fol- ‘best seller.’ 


downstairs. 
he explained, 


M’si Armistice.”’ ( 
tural Estate 


he picker the light of a 


to the “ Wantep to Purchase by Private Treaty, in 

umberland or Westmoreland, large Agricul 

with or without Mansion Mouse.” 
Lou ! Paper. 








ro lonial Office Report :— 
t of “Kone Hone, 1918.’ We always buy our 
ctured that the snort of ajthe mansion mouse In these days of 


lit by|It is conje 
ne were! passl tor confused the compositor. 


mansions without 





ration cards. 
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LAW AND LETTERS. 


Evvorts to brighten the proceedings 
in our Courts of Justice have been inter- 
imittently made of late years, and we 
note with great satisfaction the new and 
adinirable example set by Mr. Justice 
SHeanMAn last week. “ At the sitting 
of the Court,”’ so we read in the Law 
Report of U’he Times for December 2nd, 

ilis Lordship referred to his comment 
on the petitioner's habit of saying ‘one’ 
for ‘I,’ and said that the character in 
Dickens, whom be mentioned on Fri- 
lay as having used the word in the 

ame way, was Mrs. Prig, when she 
ind Mrs. Gamp had tea together.” 

Anything that can draw Law and 
Letters more closely together is cordially 
to be welcomed, and we look forward 
confidently to further developments on 
the lines whieh, with the exercise of a 
little intelligent anticipation, we have 
endeavoured to forecast in the following 
veport : 

At the sitting of the Court Mr. Justice 
Starling said that he wished to make a 
persouval statement. During the course 
of a case tried before him last week he 
had indulged in an obiter dictum on the 
new planet which had swum into the 
ken of politics. As he put it, they had 
just witnessed the appearance of an 
\storal body on the Parliamentary 
plane. He regretted to say that the 
phrase had been shockingly mutilated 
a its transference to print. One paper 
liwd credited him with the inane remark 
that pastoral bodies had appeared on 
the Parliamentary plain. Others had 
passed over the observation altogether, 
un even greater outrage. The com- 
ment, in view of the ever - increasing 
interest in psychics, was topical, legiti- 
mate and opportune. Moreover he 
had to bear in mind the prestige of 
his Court as the home of mirth. This 
prestige was very precious to him. 
Chere were occasions on which it was 
the duty of a judge to prefer levity to 
law, to be merry as well as wise. If 
\pollo could unbend, why not Rhada- 
manthus? He was well aware that 
the papers would probably say “ Rhodo- 
dendron,” but let that pass. As long 
as he sat in this Court he would 
never have the gallery cleared for 
laughter at remarks from the Bench. 
To applaud counsel was a very different 
matter and could not be tolerated. 
There was an excellent proverb which 
told us that one man might steal a 
horse, but another might not look over 
the hedge. Proverbs were the distilled 
wisdom of the ages, and this one em- 
phasized the truth that greatness had 
its privileges as well as its duties. 

In this context he thought it desirable 
to refer to the criticisms of a poem of 


his which had recently been quoted by 
a counsel who appeared before him. 
There seemed to be an extraordinary 
notion afloat that Judges should never 
cultivate the Muse; that there was 
always fallacy in poetry. From this in- 
human creed he profoundly dissented. 
A large number of quite rational people 
believed that SHAKsPEARE was the 
pseudonym of a Lord Chancellor, and 
the belief in poetic justice was wide- 
spread and ineradicable. It would be 
unseemly for him to pass judgment on 
his own poems, but he begged them 
not to accept the piece quoted as his 
supreme achievement in verse. In order 
to enable them to form a truer estimate 
of his quality he proposed to read them 
several of his lighter efforts. 

The recital, which occupied the re- 
mainder of the sitting, was a great 
success. Two poems were encored, 
and a policeman rendered first aid to a 
prominent Junior who was suddenly 
attacked by convulsive hysterics. Just 
before the hearing was adjourned Mr. 
Justice Starling said that he wished to 
correct a slight mistake he had made 
on the previous day in attributing the 
saying, “ Let us all be happy and live 
within our means, even if we have to 
borrow the money to do it with,” to 
Mrs. Humpnry Warp. It should, of 
course, have been Arremus of that ilk. 








EINSTEINIZED., 

I map been reading Dr. Ernstern’s 
article in the morning paper, and the 
train (as I deduced by an analytical 
mental process), apparently in disproof 
of the theory of perpetual motion, was 
retarding relatively to the platform. 
The station was teeming with moving 
mass points and my mind was alive 
with science as I propelled the door 
outwards. 

Grasping my bag I flew into space. 

Arriving at a fixed point and acceler- 
ating my speed through a system of co- 
ordinates in a high state of motion, I 
followed the deviation of light rays to 
the end of the spectrum, and deposited 
my bag in the place for inert and heavy 
masses. Satisfied with my calcula- 
tions I placed myself in stable rotation, 
when unfortunately, while theorising, I 
collided with an immovable object. 

He opened up a whole string of new 
theories. 

1 gave a warp into space and landed 
on my basal principle. 

I've given up science. 








Bazaar Candour. 
From the programme of a Sale of 
Work :— 


“SraLtt Honipers. 





Mrs, é Cake Stale.” 





> 


MR. PUNCH’S PERSONAL COLUMN. 


I ARLINGEST.—I could write for ever 
of my love for you. But this ex- 
pensive method of declaring it cramps 
my style.—Boysie. 
y= To Ler.—One sitting, one bed- 
room, bath-cupboard, ete. Owner 
compelled to go abroad (constant hot 
water). Rent only £35 a year. Pre- 
mium for unexpired portion of lease 
(15 yr.), together with valuable fixtures, 
doormat, and wall-calendar, 2,000 gs.— 
CuHUTNEIGH, 1734, Tabasco Mansions, 
Turnham Green. 





LL ~engyased STAFF - OFFICER, late 
Brig.-General, mentioned in des- 
patches (Home front), desires posrri0Nn 
as director of LARGE INDUSTRIAL ENTER- 
prise. Singular organising ability, ex- 
tensive telephone experience, fluent 
language. Or would accept post as 
cinema-attendant.—Tans, Box P. 471. 





ee GENTLEMAN, full of bounce and 
bonhomie,wants Jos. Go anywhere, 
do anybody.—Swincert, Wapping. 
F THE LADY in exiguous pink who sat 
in the third-row stalls at the per- 
formance of Sack the Lot! on Friday 
last will commuUNICATE with the R.A.F. 
Oflicer who occupied the adjoining seat, 
she will be able to solve the mystery of 
some of the jokes which apparently 
escaped her.—Buan, Box T. 389. 


\ JILL THE ABSENT-MINDED GENTLEMAN 

who appropriated a BISHOP'S HAT 
during the 7/hé Dansant at the Athen- 
#um Club on Wednesday kindly return 
it to the Hall Porter? He will then 
receive in exchange his own Homburg, 
which is much too small for its present 
wearer, 


{PINSTER (through no fault of her 
J own), in sadly attenuated circum- 
stances, would like to winter on the 
Riviera or in Egypt. Fond of motoring. 
Will some WEALTHY PERSON take com- 
passion ? Principals only (no solicitors) 
write to TrusTFUL, c/o Billing’s, Baron's 
Bush. 


—* love you, I worship you. 
Meet me to-day as usual at the 
Strand Pandemonium for tea. Their 








syncopated éclairs and chocolate or- | 


chestra are the last words in ravish- 
ment.— W opsy. 





‘*Mr. Hogge (L, Edinburgh, East) asked 
the Leader of the House whether he was aware 
that on the last occasion on which Scottish 
business was being discussed the proceedings 
were interrupted for a liver pageant.” 

Daily Paper. 
We are not personally acquainted with 
this form of entertainment, but itsounds 





like an orgy of haggis. 
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” 


“Dip ANYBODY SAY ‘A sSQUAasH'? 


ind the study, mentioned above, of Julian, the pacifist, 


ft would remain impossible not to believe that the author of 





. 4 ae 
a (By Mr, Punch's Stag of Learned Clerks.) 17 Magnetic North was writing this nonsense with her 
Tuey told us the German spy in fiction i perished, | tongue in her cheek ... As it is I give up. 

worked to death ; and 4s who have a depraved taste in sucl - 

| matters, dropped him a tear of gratitude and farewell. And [t may more than once have chanced to you, in the midst 
now here is Miss Exizasetu Ropins bringing out a new|of the rough-and-tumble of a “ GrorGE A, Binmincuam 
novel, The Messenger (HoppER AND STOUGHTO? th no|lfaree, to have marked the revelation of some specially 
lewer than three of them in the first chapte \ d, con-| shrewd insight into Irish affairs. Therefore it is hardly 


tradictory and perplexing novel it is too; in places very 
written, containing seve ral tl 
character and one admirable full-length portrait (all 
one might expect from an artist like Miss | 
wasted on a plot of such nightmare mel 


| on thinking to myself, “Tt surely 7 t be 


| course the spies were to blame. Never did you picture 
}acrew. Led by asuper-intriguer, one Gr s ? 
berg, governess in surely the most unsuspicious | ly ev 
| Imagined, the things they did in the way of se t 

| gold-hoarding, craft, cunning and concealment t 
| ger belief—mine, anyhow. Tirst, the y Uabil 


Minister's (shame !)—are found living on the Scotch ec 


and when, on a boating expedition, they propose to | 
| On the island where her assistants have just establish 
| secret "’ wireless, over goes (Greia into the sea 1 I 
| accident to prevent the landing. I mention this to sh 


+ t 


you the kind of worker she was—having no space to 
how the police raided her room (by this he obl 
family had moved to the East Coast) or 
sequent adventures, which include an interview at the Wh 
House, Really, but for a touch of grimness in the 


bell 
ng | reading of his book will hardly make you feel less suicidal 


any of her sup 
; ite | least provide information as to the conditions precedent to 


n the en 


, 
Nishing 


now have chosen to 


ell | ast g that the author should 
collect his inside knowledge into a book, not of fiction but 
facts. An Irishman looks at his World (Hopprr ann 


SrTrouGHTON) is information undiluted, save with a dash of 


ept | wit; 1 
Of| of first-hand information in an admirably palatable form. 
uch |The new parties in Irish political life, Religion, ( ulture, 


themes to which the 


There 


ication—these are some of the 


Ed 


r| reverend author brings the result of his experience. 


are also others, notably a clever study of “the middle 
w-|classes”’ in town and country, involving a comparison 
et }of social conditions in Dublin and Belfast, and a reasoned 
t: investigation of the causes leading to the decay of the 


lrish country town, Illustration of this is in the frankly 
horrowed tale of the South of Ireland man who set up as a 
fishmonger, but went out of business at once because people 
w} would keep bothering him for fish! Quite frankly, Canon 
li Hannay is concerned with causes rather than cures. The 


in a small Irish country town on a wet day, but it will at 


d| your unfortunate state. Which is always something. 


to read it is, especially for the Saxon, to gain a mass 
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The Scent Shop (Hutcuinson) is one of those rare 
achievements which will undoubtedly appeal as much to 
the taste of the casual novel-reader as it does to the judg- 
ment of the professional critic. Miss Pracgy Wesiina, a 
delightfully accurate and acute observer of modern hu- 


_manity, has the gift of attracting and pleasing; I even ask 
| myself whether her occasional side-slips in grammar and 


syntax were not put in on purpose, to satisfy the critic’s 
morbid eraving for something to criticise. For the rest 
the idea, the plot, the incidentals, the characters and the 
mise-en-scéne were all to my liking and revealed the expert 


novelist. The idea, the art of perfume-making for the art's 
own sake, was so subtly developed as to be quite fragrant 


itself. The plot, the awakening of love between the per- 
fume-maker and his young wife, left me as love-sick as was 
Arthur Lackland, the aspiring third party who suffered in 
the process. Of the many and divers incidentals I liked 
most the romance of “ Mlash of Radium,” aristocrat of 


the acrobatic world, and Maidie Cunningham, whose real 
| surname was Hopkins, and of whose real affections the 





well-born R.F.C. officer 
had little need and less 
control. The excellence of 
the mise-en-scéne consists 
above all in its heppy and 
varied contrasts; 16 is in- 
deed marvellous that the 
author should be able to 
move so easily between 
Mayfair and ‘'Ammer- 
smith, the wildcountry and 
the very modern Country 
House, conveying the true 
atmosphere of each and 
never getting the one 
mixed up with the other. 
Of the characters I am 
glad to be able to confirm 
the publisher's view that 
* all are entertaining,” and 
to add a note of my own 
that the ensemble is really 


. CG 3 ous “Thad 
delightful. INTO THE HOUSE 


“Bvt, GOOD HEAVENS, MAN, THA’! 
GET out!” 





Major E, W. C. Sanpes is not only an engineer capable | 
of bridging and unbridging the Tigris with a string of boats 
seven times in the space of thirteen days, and a musician 
able to reconstruct Zhe Geisha for the benefit of fellow- 
captives in a Turkish prison, but he is also by way of being | 
an author, His book, In Kut and Captivity with the Sixth | 
Indian Division — \Y), moving as it does with the mea- | 
sured precision of machinery, is sometimes more business- 
like than entertaining ; but you may call this an advantage for | 
so serious a subject. Here we have the whole of the Meso- 
potamian campaign set forth like a blue-book, maps, dia- | 
grams, appendices and all, up to the unhappy point where 
General TownsHeNnv and his army of ever-glorious renown | 
became the “ precious and honoured guests of the Ottoman 
Government.” Enver Pasna, not Major Sanpes, is re- 
sponsible for the above expression, to the justice of which 
our oflicers, in view of such tokens of affection as filthy 
quarters and starvation rations, do not fully subseribe. 
Yet that they found something to laugh at through siege 








“Hur1o, PARKER, WHAT ARE YOU DOING THERE ?” 


“JUST FILLING UP SOME OF THEM HOLES 


’3 ONE OF 


and imprisonment one would expect. One of them dis- | 


| covered himself officially 
rT! | described by the Turks as 
} John, the son of John, of 
London; while another | 
hecame Henry Curse it | 
| Hants (the answer to this 
‘conundrum is on page 
; | 288); but even amongst | 
the officers avery little fun | 
had to go a very long way. | 
| The treatment of the rank | 
and file was abominable 
beyond any jest, beyond 
wy words—it was merely 
unspeakable, like the Turk. | 
|The author has gone to 
endless trouble to collate 
the experiences of the vari- 
ous scattered groups, and 
his workmanlike record is | 
of real value. 
THE RATS GE! vieitieeniaea 


> 


| 
| 


Sim, WHERE 





I have a strong sus- 
picion that The Theatre 


(ueue (SAMPSON Low) is a 


THE HOLES WHERE THEY 








In stating that Tir- 


| anogue (MrtHurEN) failed to fascinate me it is only fair) book with a purpose, but either Mr. Arraur FP. WaLtts | 


to add that I take no interest in the horse, except as a| las not made that purpose clear or I have failed to see 


highly unspecialised and now happily defunct medium of | it. 


locomotion. In Miss Dorotrnra Conyers’ latest story, on 
the other hand, all the characters eat, sleep, live and have 
their being for, on and about horses. It is, in a word, one 
of those Irish hunting stories. But I can fairly claim that 
it is not prejudice on my part that causes me to withhold 
my acclamation, I have read many Irish hunting stories 
that aroused me to more than ordinary mirth or gripped 
my unspoilt imagination. However, to be wholly fair to 
the authoress of Tiranogue, I made my Irish landlady read 
it. She comes from the short grass country and can pilot 
a hayburner with the best of them. Her verdict coincided 


_with mine. There are too many people in Tiranogue all 


doing something different at the same time, and you can’t 


| remember who is in love with whom or whieh is the 


expectant heir to what estate. As for the persons to whom 
all the horses belong it would take a Tattersall to distin- 


_guish them. Possibly the hunting fraternity like these 


little problems and find that they act as a sort of intel- 
lectual stimulus between breakfast and bridge. So I recom- 


_ mend the book to them with the assurance that if they like 
| horses Miss Conyers gives them full value. 


| 


| live on the hero’s bounty; but I am quite sure that Ruth 





[ suspect, from the title and from the fact that the 
book begins and ends with a queue, that the one at the 
theatre door has for him some cryptie symbolism, but as | 
can’t find out what it is I must regard his story as a story 
only, not a fiction-coated evangel of social peace. The first 
chapters left me hopeful; the last a little confused. The 
heroine seems to score heavily by marrying the villain at a 
registry-oflice and then remaining mute when he takes no 
further notice of her, and in a week or two marries the hero's 
sister in a chureh. Mr. Wants has failed to make it plain, 
at least to me, that it wouldn't have been more sensible to 
have insisted on announcing her marriage and ceasing to 


meant well, and so does Mr. Wants, and he at least should 
succeed in doing well—by-and-by. 


“Sir,—I retired from the Civil Service in March, 1815, at the 
age of 60, with £77 1s, pension. But because 1 had not been 
receiving a war bonus I cannot claim the extra allowanee given to 
those retiring since 1915, Is this fair? —Post Orvice PENSIONER. 

Daily Paper. 
Perhaps not; but having drawn something over £8,000 in 
pension he has not done so badly. 
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CHARIVARIA., 

Tue Advisory Committee on London 
traffic has recommended the introduc- 
tion of non-stop omnibuses. Passen- 
gers who attempt to join the ‘bus wv 
in motion should take off from the } 
least three ‘buses in fro 


7 
nie 
Live 


; f 
{ 


ment at t 
the one on which they desire to travel 
rn 
The publicity given to the psychic 
aspect o! the BeckeTt-CarPENTIER fight 
is already having its effect. A Be 
mondsey bricklayer has been arrested 


for willing a policeman’s helmet off 


+ 

“Seventy-two million pour 
of whisky,’ says a New York me 

“ig awaiting the judgment 
Supreme Court of the United § 
After tustling samples 
of American whisky re 
ceived on this side we 
conclude that the judg 
ment of the Supreme} 
Court is bound to be} 
unfavourable 


| 


The Admiralty has | 
agreed to the provision 
of arm-chairs for the 
lowerdeck. Itisstrong 
ly felt that the higher 
criticism of our naval | 
strategy) should not be | 
left entirely in civilian | 
hands, ; 


‘The 
ducing the nation s pre 
mier beast,” 
Daily Mail’s Agricul- 
tural Correspondent, ase dtaitNs 
“falls to Scotland.” We had rather 


nonour ot pro 


says The 


it had fallen to Wales. 


The Constitutional Club, we are told, 
will be surrendered by the Government 
on December 22nd, “The Constitution 
itself, it 
; a8 long as the Coalition Government 
retains its present popularity. 


rn s : 
[he Naturalist who heard a plumber 
piping in Surrey last week now declares 


a family of paper-hangers in a char-i 
banc on Hampstead Heath. 


that is necessary with a wooden house. 
At the same time it is most annoying 
to come downstairs in the morning and 
find that the maid has lit the fire with 
the first floor, * 


A Surrey merchant writes to a con- 





ene 


VOL, CLYII, 


PUNCH, 
| has been disconnected since Februar 


1ing who told him 


gathered irom our contemporary that} 


is thought, will not be restored | 


that he has since heard the liquid jug of 


Reas } =e ‘a told. is all] 
veasonable care, we are told, is all] 


temporary to say that his telephone| 


OR THE LONDON CHARI 


y 


last. 7 elephone subscribers are wonder- 


| | ] f j 
rhe close season for carol singers 1s 
| How over and several coveys have been 


een in the suburbs this past week, 
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VARI 
purposes of identification in the event 
of any attempt to run away after being 
knocked down. 


The police are advertising for a 
man who continually uses the phrase, 
“Don't forget it.” It is thought that 
he may be trying to pass himself off as 
an umbrella. 


The Daily Mail is not satisfied with 
the Premier's Manchester speech, and 
Mr. Lioyvp Grorar is said to be trying 
to think of another. 

A copy of “ Bradshaw's Railway 
Guide”’ fo the year 1848 has been added 





\re we madder when the moon 
isks The Da ly xpress. A 
by ligh ining on premises 
hey are operating is said to 

burglars foam at the mouth. 
How to take care of you Teeth ” 
wa rece y the subject ‘of a Bristol 
Rota ( b lecture We see nothing 
\ h the old-fas ned idea of 
I l ( ! i Y eng raved 


to the Guildhall Library. It is feared, 
however, that it will be of little use, 
'as nearly all the South Coast trains ad- 











= vertised therein 
jalready reached 
destination. 


| recently f 
sum of eighty thousand 


their 


: * 
A certain bargee, who 
inherited 


| pounds, has decided to 
retire and settle down 
in the country. The 
| report that Lord Fisner 
has made him a tempt 
ing offer for the sole 
rights of his voeabul ry 


stil! lacks confirmati 


* 


\ great sensation has 
recently been caused in 
boxing circles by the 
report that Mr. C. B 


| COCHRAN has succeeded 


BHILIL- | arr ine 4 ate] 
jin arranging @& maten 





TROUBLES Ol AN ACTOR-MAN AGER, 
HAMLET wt I LO COME ON UNDER ANOTHER FIV} 
\ British entomologist claims to have 


discovered where the tortoiseshell but- 
| terfly conceals itself during the winter. 
| But what we want to know is where our 


1} 
Drickl! 


iyers are hibernating. 

, 
In order to save time at tribunals all 
when summoned to appear, 


proliteers 
with them a 


will be asked to bring 


| shillingsworth of coppers. 
* 


A writer in The Globe suggests that 
vgs should be marked with the country 
of origin. It would also be a good 
thing if the year of birth was included 
in th supers ription 
| * 
| A London doctor expresses the opin- 
ion that germs form on the skin of 
bananas. People should be careful to 
| fick off these parasites before slipping 


| : 
up on the skins. , 


Motorists, it seems, are hoping that 
it will soon be compulsory for pedes- 
'trians to carry’ number-plates for the 


who both openly declare that the other 
is the better man. 

Bucks County Council has voted to 
supply the Honorary Super visor of Rat- 
catching with a motor-cycle. “ It’s 
simply a question of stopping their 
earths,” an official informed our repre- 
sentative. ‘Once we get ‘em on the flat 
they simply haven't a chance.” 





Two baby brown bears are expected 
to arrive at the Zoo in the near future. 
The keeper, we understand, has decided 
to call them Lenin and Trotsky, and 
hopes to get Mr. Tom Mann to come 
and play with them. 

* 

Sixty-five thousand yards of surplus 
army flannel were stolen from lorries in 
the Bethnal Green Road last week. 
We understand that the Disposal Board 
has issued a notice that, owing to re- 
ductions in staff, these stores cannot in 
future be stolen in quantities of less 





than one hundred thousand yards, 


. 





have | 


__! between two pugilists | 
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WISDOM OF A MINER PROPHET. 

(The idea seems to be that, if the miners can “convert” public 
opinion by argument, they are willing to dispense with “ direct 
, action”; but, if they can’t, Mr. Smiciie claims the right to apply 
| ‘constitutional ” compulsion. } 

Bexotp how noble is the mind of Man! 

And oh, how well to exercise that feature, 

Which, by Creation’s nicely-ordered plan, 
Hall-marks him as a reasonable creature, 

So different from the beast, 

Who cannot argue in the very least. 





Force is the only weapon of the brute, 
Being devoid of god-like understanding ; 
But we can biff the enemy in dispute 
Simply by sweet persuasive propaganding ; 
Can get his views reversed 
Without the need to push his face in first. 


My brethren, let us then in this affair 
Of nationalising coal avoid coercion ; 
Go for his reason rather than his hair, 
With arguments inviting his conversion, 
Which anyone may read who 
Runs and be brought to think the same as we do. 


Let us explain, in case his heart is hard, 
That force of numbers gives him no authority ; 
That thinking men refuse to pay regard 
To verdicts given by a mere majority ; 
Such claims are not allowed 
(Except when Labour's got the largest crowd). 


But, if we fail—if still his stupid head 
Declines to have the sacred Truth inserted, 
We'll freeze his hearth, we'll stop his children’s bread, 
We'll turn the thumb-serew till he gets converted, 
And, paralysed with terror 


Of constitutional methods, owns his error. O. 8. 








A DESERT ISLAND ROMANCE. 

| never had the least idea that Garrod had taken to 
literature. I had always regarded him as a most respectable 
man, 

When he called to see me I guessed that it was in 
connection with the vacant Chairmanship of the Greens 
Committee. It may seem an unpardonable ambition on 
my part, but worse men have been Chairmen of Greens 
Committees, and I flatter myself that 1 have a unique idea 
for altering the bunkers at the ninth hole. 

“Old man,” he said as he sat down, “I want you to 
promise to oblige me in a little matter.” 

‘Certainly, certainly,” I said. ‘ Always glad to do any- 
thing in my power for you.” 

| thought this was rather artful. After pledging myself 
thus even my natural modesty could not compel me to 
withdraw ny name from nomination. 

“ Well, I have been writing a little thing and I should 
like your impartial opinion upen it.” 

Garrod is in the tinned-fruit business. I suppose that 
he would regard it as an impertinence on my part if I con- 
sulted him concerning aepetinns I might have for cornering 
tinned pine-apples. 

“ It's not a play, Garrod?” I asked faintly. 

‘Oh, no, not a play.” 

l — with relief. At any rate Garrod belonged to 
_ small minority of righteous men who have not written 
plays. 

“ Just a little story,” explained Garrod. “I flatter myself 





it’s original. A fine fellow—army officer gone to the dogs— 
wild rather than wicked—is working his way home as a 
stoker on a steamer. He gets into conversation with a 
charming girl who is a first-class passenger.” 

“Yes,” I assented. I knew that stoker. If I had any 
idea that the world of fiction corresponded with the world 
of fact I should ship as a stoker to-morrow to get my fill 
of conversation with charming first-class passengers. 

“ Well, the ship is wrecked. My hero swims ashore and 
finds on the beach the unconscious body of the girl. It is 
a desert island, you understand.” 

“T understand,” I said. Of course I understood. I have 
always said that the Colonial Office ought to see that all 
desert islands are provided with chaperons. 

“ They fall passionately in love. When finally they are 
rescued they hear, on board the ship, that the hero’s uncle 
is dead and that he succeeds to the baronetcy and estates.” 

“Ah,” I said, without committing myself more de- 
finitely. 

“« How does the plot strike you?” 

“ Quaint and original,” I said boldly. 
my recording angel swooned. 

“Do you think I could make anything out of it?” 

“One cannot promise success, Garrod, for British editors 
have a certain distrust of markedly original plots. But 
try by all means. Only there is not much to be made out 
of literature. Hasn't it struck you as remarkable that no 
literary man has been charged with profiteering? The 
only stain on our caste was when a famous writer was 
prosecuted for hoarding sugar. You may be successful, 
Garrod, but you'd do far better if you stuck to the tinned- 
fruit business.” 

I smiled sadly when he left me. 


It was here that 


What hope was there 





for that veteran story? There ought to be a society for the | 


prevention of cruelty to aged and decrepit plots. 


rand. 
“It’s come off,” he cried. ‘The editor of The West Ken 

sington Magazine jumped at it. 

similar lines. Suits the public. 


I met Garrod a month later and he gripped me by thie | 


He’s eager for a series on | 
All men want to be on | 


desert islands with pretty girls, and all women want to be | 


on desert islands with nice men. 
ness. Could you give me a hint how the same idea could 
be worked out in slightly varying forms?” 

“It’s easy,” I said. 


Now you're in the busi- | 


“Let a charming girl, who has | 


wasted a fortune in frivolity rather than vice, be working | 


her way home disguised as a stoker. 


She gets into con- | 


versation with a first-class passenger—artist, I should make | 


him. Wreck! Everybody drowned save stoker and artist. 
Desert island. When rescued they hear that the she-stoker 
has become immensely wealthy through the death of an 
aunt,” 

“T see, I see. Excellent. If I make a volume of these 
short stories I shall certainly dedicate it to you. You 
haven’t another idea?” 

“You may have heard of a book called Robinson Crusoe. 
Bring it up to date. Make him Sir Robinson Crusoe. One 
day on his desert island he sees the print of a high heel 
in the sand. Leave out Man Friday. Chaperons spoil the 
effect.” 

“Splendid!” said Garrod. “Thanks awfully, old man.” 

Mark my words—two years from now Garrod will be a 
best-seller. I don’t grudge him that, but he has just been 
elected Chairman of our Greens Committee. 





** CORRESPONDENCE, 
Prosperous Italy (Lord Crawford and Lord Balcarres).”—T'imes. 
When these two noblemen do agree their unanimity is 
wonderful. 
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Wie (by way of concluding allercation). “Come on, Bien, ‘Eh 


’8 BENEATH YER, EVEN 








HENRIETTE. 
(With the British Army in France.) 
Since an army of wives invaded 


| Northern France, bent on reclaiming 








their respective husbands to the paths 
of peaceful domesticity, the daily mili- 


| tary round is invested with a suburban 
setting. 


Wives pat our ties on the 
doorstep, straighten out the kinks in 
our Sam Brownes, and so far forget 
our martial dignity as to suggest, 
‘Hadn't you better take your umbrella, 
dear?” The final suburban touch has 
been supplied by the revival of the 
servant -girl question, consequent on 
representations that a daily diet of 
warmed-up Maconochie and bully-beef 
rissole, as prepared by Jock and Bob, 
the batmen, errs on theside of monotony. 
It was useless to point out that the War 
had been won on this diet. 

“ There is no point in prolonging the 
horrors of war,” said Margaret; 
“ besides, Jock is failing. He served up 
some very inferior cigarette ash with 
the potatoes yesterday.” 

“And, because I suggested an occa- 
sional sweet, Bob has threatened to 
make a pudding. He says he used to 


make lovely jam roley-poley in old shell- 


cases,” said Dorothy. ‘“ We must have 
a bonne at once.” 

Hence the coming of Henriette. We 
found her on our return from parade 
or should one say, from the office ?—in 
complete possession of the dining-room. 
Being satisfied with our appearance she 
iminediately engaged us and had pre- 
parations for dinner well advanced be- 
fore we had time to realize that we had 
sacrificed our liberty and independence 
for a mess of potage and three other 
courses. 

Without doubt Henriette was effi- 
cient. Her cooking was excellent and 
her economical management had a 
visible effect on our friendly relations 
with Messrs. Cox. But efficiency is a 
terribly ruthless machine, 

“Yon wumman,” said Jock a few 
days after Henriette’s arrival, “ has the 
flinty heart of a Quarter-maister an’ 
the accusing een of a Provost-Sergeant. 
Her ideas o’ cleanliness spell death tae 
comfort. Let’s gang whaur we can 
smoke a fag wi'out her glowering the 
whiles tae see a speck of ash doesna 
licht on the floor.” 

“TI can’t go nowheres,” said Bob 
gloomily, “ till I've cleaned the knives.” 





“ Wha’s tae stop ye?” 
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iv 'E °AS GOT A MIDDLE-CLASS ‘AT ON.” 








“She!” said Bob, jerking a thumb. 
“She stopped my supper last night for 
just stepping out.” 

This was the commencement of a 
domestic discipline beside which that of 
the army was lax and easy. It reached 
its culminating point of severity when 
one morning Bob brqught the Army 
rations which are the solid foundation 
of our diet. 
approvingly at the joint and indulged 
in vehement and critical remarks at 
considerable length. 


“ What ‘ave I done now?” said Bob 


helplessly. 
“ Yeken fine,” said Jock; “ she ordered 
mutton an’ ye ‘ve brocht beef again.” 
“Does she think the R.A.S.C. is a 
kind o’ family stores?” said Bob. “A 
lot o' choice they gives you.” ; 
“Weel, ye’ve tae tak’ it back an 
change it.” 





Henriette frowned dis- * 


“What ‘opes ?” replied Bob defiantly | 


but with a sinking feeling in his heart. 
“If ye don’t,” continued Jock deliber- 


ately, ‘ she 'll be takking it back hersel’, 


an’ dock ye yer dinner forby.” 


Bob considered the question for a | 


minute. 
“All right, let her,” he said ‘at 
length; “’Enriette’s ’ot enough, but 
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the R.A.8.C. is just 
suicide.” 

Henriette listened grimly to the dis- 
cussion. Apparently she understood 
Bob's mutinous refusal and decided on 
prompt measures Picking up the joint 
she flung herself through the door and 
strode off in the direction of the Supply 
Depot. 

What happened there was subse- 
quently related by Jock. 

“Tt wasna in my mind, Sir,” said he 
“tae get mixit in international com- 
pleecations, but L thocht it wad be an} 
eddication to see the R.A.S.C. 
lutely tackled, so I steppit oot an’ volun 
teered tae gang wi’ her. Losh, it wis| 
fine! There wis a bit o’ a corp'ril int 
the stores, an’ when he clapped een on| 
me an’ Henriette wi’ the joint he just | 
doubled up fit tae dee for laughing 

“*Now, M’am,’ says he tae her,| 
‘what's your pleasure to-day? We} 
can’t recommend our biscuits, but 
plum-and-apple is fine.’ 

“She juist withered him wi’ a luik} 
an’ tell’t him things in French that} 
wad hae made his bluid rin cauld gin} 
he could hae unnerstood them. 

“¢What’'s if all 
wi’ amazed luik. 

“«The leddy’s no’ satisfied wi’ the 
ration beef,’ says I. *Ye'd best change 
it for a nice piece o’ mutton an’ let he 
gang. Ye canna afford tae offend cus 
tomers at thic stage o’ the War. 

“*Ye'll tak what we gie ye an’ be 
thankful,’ says he, perking up. 

“*Weel,’ says I, ‘I’ve teil’t ye for 
yer ain guid, I ken the leddy,’ says 
I,‘and I ken her possibeelities when | 
she’s roused. The consequences be on 
yer ain heid.’ 

“He lookit a bit scared at this, an’ 
he lookit mair scared when Henriette 
thumpit the beef on the table, t 
him by the neck and shook him while 
the teeth rattled in his heid. Just then 
wha should walk in but the big 
Staff-Sergeant—mebbe ye ken him, Sir? 





} 
reso- | 
| 





aboot ? he asks 


OOK 


He’s reputed to be a dour man, but I'm | de 
thenking he’s lost confidence in him- | 


sel’ the noo. 

“* What's the 
says he sharply. 

“*Tt’s a complaint aboot the ratic 
Says the Corp’ril, shaking. ‘ Pris 
McBean wants mutton.’ 

“*Well, we ‘aven't gol 
Wheezes the Staff-Sergeant, ‘an’ ‘e 
wouldn’t ‘ave it if we’ad. I’ve a mind 
to put you under arrest for bringing 
Civilians in ere,’ says he to mx 

“*T'’ve no’ brocht ‘er,’ says 1. ‘The 
leddy brocht me. Ye can pit her unner 
arrest an’ welcome; but 1’m thenking 
it wad be easier an’ safer tae gie her the 
mutton.’ 

“ Weel 


trouble, Corp'ril 


mutton 


Henriette the 


, Sir, it tuik 


| 


1, OR THE 





REACTION, 


rdsman,. “ Miss PaRKINSON, 


Pomu-roms!” 

















mast part o’ fufteen 
break him—lI telt ye he wis a dour man 

but she stampeded an’ rampaged him 
oon at last. But the peetiful thing aboot 


t wis that he really had no mutton, 


lan’ so he made her unnerstand. 
‘Alors,’ says Henriette coldly, * ou 
VW eur te Col indant 2?’ 


‘Then I kem awa’, Sir, an’ I dinna 
sen hoo she handled the Supply 
Oflicer. I thocht it too resky for me 
tae be mixit in argiments wi’ officers ; 
and I heard later on he wis indenting 


for barbed wire an’ machine guns. Any- 
how, by nd-by Lenriette appeared, 
perky as y » please, an it’s mutton for 


Bob is no’ hae- 
n afterthought.” 
R.A.S.C. 
Henriette 


dinner the nicht, Sir. 
ing ony, he added as a 

“But,” I asked, “if the 
tton, how did 


‘T’ll no’ be saving fo certain,” 





yn meenutes tae] answered Jock cautiously, “ but whiles 
Henriette wis argyfying wi’ the Supply | 


Officer I saw the wee Corp'ril tearing 
awa’ tae the boucherie in the village 
like mad.” 


We ate our mutton that evening 
like conspirators. Margaret, who has 
not yet acquired the ariny habit of 
accepting all benelits thankfully and 
in silence, was the first to speak» “I 
hope,” said she, “for his own sake that 


ised before Henriette sets her mind on 


game and poultry as 








“In December Dempsey K.O. [knocked out] 
Carl Morris in one round on July 4, 1919."" 
Sunday Sportsman, 


The spectators ol this one-round contest 





value for their money. 


the dear Supply Officer gets demobil- | 


cannot complain that they did not have | 
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Bobbie. “‘Frep UP WITH BALLOONS. BLOW AN AEROPLANE.” 








GRAVE NATIONAL SITUATION. 
InpustTRiAL Peace ContTiInves ! 
No Sion or Break. 

Duxe or Souruciirre’s MessaGE To NATION. 
From“ The Daily Sale” of April 1st, 1930.) 
There is no sign of a break in the 

stagnant period of industrial peace and 

prosperity that is sapping the very 
vitals of the nation and causing justified 
alarm everywhere outside the charmed 
circle of “ the sleeping beauties” of the 

Cabinet and those who benefit by their 

inertia. It is now ten years since the 

vitalising influence of a strike exercised 
its galvanic effect upon the nation. 

Britain is sunk in the slough of con- 

tent. And the Government, who are 

directly responsible for this state of 
affairs, are doing nothing to remedy it ! 

In another column we print in 
leaded type the vital message delivered 
to the nation by the Duke of Southcliffe. 

One notable sentence is reproduced on 

our front page to-day, Messrs. Sellit 

and Sellit, the proprietors of “ Kill- 
uu” (the new vermin-destroyer and 
furniture-polish), having patriotically 
consented to the suspension of their 
full-page announcement—for which 
they have paid the record sum of one 


™~ 





. 








hundred pounds an inch— in order that 
we may do our part in awakening the 
nation to the peril in which a Govern- 
ment, unable to see beyond mere peace 
and progress, have involved it. The 
Duke of Southcliffe’s warning will in 
consequence to-day be in the hands of 
the ten million intelligent daily pur- 
chasers of The Daily Sale. It is, as 
he says, a natural fact that “ only by 
conflict is real progress made. Pros- 
perity spells lethargy. We must have 
strife.’’ Unfortunately, and as usual, 
the Government, instead of leading the 
nation, waits for its hand to be forced 
by public opinion. Public opinion 
must operate. Lethargy must be de- 
stroyed and healthy strife resumed. 

It is to-day a fact that, as one hun- 
dred-and-fifty special correspondents, 
whose experiences are summarised on 
page 30, unanimously state, the old 
vigorous class warfare, that did so much 
to make us great, is in extremis (i.e. in 
danger of dying out). This must not 
be. As we have led before in times of 
great national emergency, so we intend 
to lead wguin, and the future will show 
that we are entirely right. Such inci- 
dents as the burning of The Daily Sale 


by the Trade Union Congress leave us 





unmoved, They merely serve to empha 
sise how far this once virile ‘ Parlia- 
ment of Labour” has fallen from its 
originally high and useful estate. Its | 
present anemia makes it, in the words | 
of Mr. Grinlie, its President, “content | 
with things as they are.” Was ever a 
more dangerous gospel preached by 
any responsible Labour leader? Britain 
needs industrial strife. Too long has 
an effete Administration allowed the 
nation to wander in the lotus-land of 
undisturbed prosperity. In no other 
country does such an unnatural con- | 
dition of affairs prevail. It will not do 
for us. It must go, and the Govern- 
ment must go with it. 
(Photographs on back page.) 





CALLING NAMES. 
(Why should employers call workers by 
their names without the use of the customary 
ceremonial prefixes, while they would resent 








being addressed in that manner themselves by 

the workpeople ?”—Mr. Sidney Webb.] 
Atreapy the workers call their em- 

ployers all kinds of names which they 


would resent being applied to them- | 
selves, and perhaps the balance is kept | 


with more exactness than Mr, Srpyry 
Wess willadmit. The particular point 
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ND IT 80 RESTF K> G STOCKIN POR JAMES. 


Ardent Knitter. 
TO PUT THE CALF.” 


“My pear, 1 F 





adjusted all in good time by the Trades | table, will you?’ 
{ nions, plies, “ Right-o, Curzon.” 
We understand that in Mr. Sronry} 

Wess’s household, when the maid an 
hounces “Dinner is served, Sir,” the} 
teply given is “Thank you, Miss Wil-| 
| 








CREATING. 








leged to observe the great social re-| be my wife—had asked me to buy her 
former at luncheon in his favourite|a ladies’ fashion paper. 
iy 


restaurant cannot have failed to notice} paper i 
that when Mr. Siwney Wess asks the | tailor’s. 


Waiter, ‘“ Well, how are you this morn-} The head « 
ing, Arthur?” the man replies, “Very | genial sini 
well, Stp, and how’s yourself?” ; | patterns. 
Lately, during his Christmas shop-| THEN Ir TOOK ME! 
ping, while seeking a gift for his friend, “ Those shades are too drab for the 


Mr. Tuomas, he entered a hosiery shop | year of peace,” said 1; “a little bright- 


and approached a young lady who was | ness may now be displayed in the cor- 
standing behind the counter. ‘ What| sage, and hose may take a joyous tone. 
can I show you, Sir?’ she asked. “A |My trousers you can make of Chinese 
red silk necktie, if you please, Madam,” | blue and gold brocaded tissue; slash 
was the courteous reply, which unfor ‘them at the calf and trim them round 
tunately she construed into a studied|the ankle with Canadian mink and 
affront. kolinsky. They should be also lined 
b It will indeed be a memorable day | with jade nun’s-veiling and cut with a 
in the history of social reform when | pannier effect, falling in graceful folds 
his lordship in Carlton House Terrace | to the knee. 

rings the bell and says, “Oblige me by! “ ‘The coat,’ 
———— 


'T went on, “is to be of 








I nap decided, after much forethought, | vieux rose button. 
to purchase a new suit, and by a curious | of course,” 
- ” toy - - . : 
son.” And those who have been privi-| coincidence a woman-friend—it might | fringed with monkey fur. 


‘utter greeted me with a| georgette, and a eravate of moiré. 
le and started showing me/smart little powder gilet will complete 









ONE HASN'T TO BOTHER ABOUT WHICH SIDE 


he raises, however, will no doubt be/| bringing my spectacles from the library | oyster tarantulle lined with tomato- 
’”” and the footman re-| coloured duvetyn. 


It should be cut to 
The back should be 


a high waist line. 


full, and the clinging sleeves of voile | 


should be caught at the elbow with a 
The neck and tail, 
I said severely, “will be 
was now 


“Underneath this” —I 


I read this| warming to my work—*I will have a 
1 the bus on the way to my|fawn crépe-de-chine shirt piped with 


cherry-coloured silk and collared with 


A 


the costume. 

“For out-door wear a dainty panne 
spongebag toque will go with this chic 
creation, covered with chiffon velvet 
diamanté, and a bright lemon and 
emerald silk motif should be fixed just 
there,” I said, pointing at the exact 
spot on the chief cutter’s head, 

The chief cutter started backwards, 
and went as white as a sheet, and I de- 
tected a queer clicking noise down in 
his throat, but as he said nothing definite 
I took it for granted he bad memorized 
my order, and so, tripping gaily to the 
door, 1 bade him a cheery good day. 
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“SIMPLE HONOURS.” 


Ow1ne to present financial straits it 
appears likely that many householders 
| will this year be unable to show their 
appreciation of their families and staffs 
in the usual way. However, experience 
of Army life has happily supplied this 
| deficiency by suggesting a scheme at 
| once inexpensive to the donor and ac- 
ceptable to the recipient. 


EXTRACT FROM DOMESTIC ROUTINE 
ORDERS. —25/12/19. 
“ Chatsworth,’ Laburnum Lane, 
Brightwich, S.E. 
Honours and Awards. 

His Bankruptcy the Householder has 
been pleased to award the following 
decorations to relations and other de- 
pendants for conspicuous slavery and 
| devotion to duty during the past twelve 
months :—~ 

The Culinary Medal. 
Temrorary Tweeny Mary Ann Sups. 

For conspicuous gallantry and initi- 
| ative in the kitchen on the 29th Nov- 
| ember last during a dinner-party, when 

acting as Cook’s Mate. Shortly before 

the dinner-hour the Cook was overcome 
| by gin-fumes, Tweeny Suds, with great 
| courage and contempt of strangers, took 
| over the duties, and notwithstanding 
| that this was her first attempt served 
/up a dinner in no way distinguishable 
| from those normally produced by Cook. 
Her example was an inspiration to all 
her comrades. 

The Long-Service Medal. 
| Actina Ovenrarw Hovuse-Partourmatp 
SARAH SWEEPS. 

In recognition of her fine record of 
thirty-one days’ unbroken service in her 
| present situation, (It is only her service 
| that is unbroken; most of ours are in 
bits.) 
| Second (Saloon) Bar to the Charing 
Cross, 

Dame Harrrer Scrusss. 

Yor great devotion to duty throughout 
the period in question. Though mortally 
offended on more than one occasion, 
this very gallant char-lady has never 
allowed either drink or conscience to 
prevent her from attending punctually 
each week to receive her pay. 

[Virst (Public) Bar gazetted, 
25/12/18.) 
Chevalier of the Italian Order of Spag- 
hetti (with Tomatoes.) 
Acrina Trmep-Ciass Coox Exiza Spun, 

For consp'cuous gallantry and devo- 
tion to duty in the kitehen on the 21st 
October last. Cook Spud was on duty 
about 8.5 p.t. when a heavy shell from 
a winkle registered a direct hit in the 
mock-turtle. Cook Spud with the great- 




















est sangfroid picked out the shell with 
her fingers from the soup, which was 
already tepid and in imminent danger 
of becoming warm, and carried it to a 
plate of safety. She set an example to 
the other rank under her command that 
is beyond all praise. 
Companion of the Postal Order. 
Postman 8. Knock. 

For conspicuous determination and 
devotion to beauty. Though severely 
wounded in the neighbourhood of the 
heart by five successive Cooks he per- 
sistently refused_to abandon our post, 
but maintained it intact on every occa- 
sion until the completion of his rounds, 


Gent.’s Gold Albert Medal. 
Boy Tuomas GuLpr. 


For an act of conspicuous initiative 
and self-sacrifice below-stairs. On the 
17th July last, while on duty in the 
boot-hole, Boy Gulp perceived the 
tweeny furtively preparing to consume 
a dish of tapioca pudding, which Boy 
Gulp had already tested and rejected 
as unfit for human consumption, ex- 
cept in the dining-room. With great 
presence of mind he snatched the plate 
from thedoomed girl and flung itthrough 
a closed window, thus undoubtedly sav- 
ing her digestion and self-respect. 

x x ne a: * 

And so on, until, after the fashion 
of other more pretentious Lists, no one 
however indolent, incapable or indif- 
erent has escaped recognition. 








VAE VICTORIANIS! 

Tue success of Sylvia's Lovers, the 
new musical comedy at the Ambassa- 
dors, in which a French plot with a 
WatTTEAU mise-en-scéne is enlivened by 
a lavish use of the Lancashire dialect 
on the part of the principal character, 
is of course immensely appreciated by 
the admirers of Mrs, GaskeLu, whose 
Sylvia's Lovers first appeared in 1863. 
The compliment indeed is almost ex- 
cessive to one who was an “eminent 
Victorian,” and therefore more exposed 
to obloquy than admiration; but after 
all Mrs, Gasket belonged to Man- 
chester, and what Manchester said fifty 
years ago, etc., etc. 

It is pleasant to hear that Sylvia's 
Lovers is shortly to be followed by a 
comic opera, entitled Cranford, by Mr. 
Mersey Ainger. The libretto, we under- 
stang,is being adapted by Mr. Wicknam 
Steep from a psychical romance by the 
Czecho-Slovak novelist, Hanusch Dab- 
ezik, and the principal part, that of the 
Princess Prsmtrn,will be played by Miss 
Shilbottle with that rich Northumbrian 
“burr” for which she is so justly re- 
nowned in the Midland pantos. 

Tn this context we are glad to hear that 





Mr. Bertrand Bolt has completed the 
Second Act of hisGrand Opéra Comique, 
Daniel Deronda, The story, which 
is felicitously named after a forgotten 
novel by an old author named Exior, 
deals with the romance and adventure 
of South America in the days of the 
famous Dictator Rosas, and the beau 
réle is assigned to Dan Deronda, arichly 
humorous Irishman, who is constant] 

bringing the scent of Dawaybuoek 
across the pampas. The actual story 
is borrowed from the Gaucho poet, 
Hilario Poncho, a free and spirited 
version having been made by Mr. Cun- 
NINGHAME GranAMand Mr. T. P.O'Con- 
nor, M.P. 


We cannot help thinking, in con- ; 


clusion, that our gifted composers might 
give the pre- Victorians a chance as well. 
What a fine title, for example, Pride 
and Prejudice would be for a romantic 
opera, in which the scene was laid in 


Monte Carlo, the libretto founded on the | 


German of Scunirzuer, and the part of 
Nero assigned to a full-blooded Polish 
Jew with a perfect command of the 
Glasgow dialect. 





THE WISH. 


Iv I with the lamp of Aladdin 
Could summon benevolent sprites, 


The genies and things that they had in | 


The days of Arabian Nights, 
If once at my call an enchanted 
Young fairy from nowhere arose 
And promised one wish should be 
granted, 
Whichever I chose; 


My hopes wouldn't merely be built on 
Quick methods of raising the wind, 
The fabulous riches that Minton 
Attributes to Ormus or Ind; 
Ambition’s gay pinions—lI've furled 
em ; 
High rank’s no attraction for me; 
Not mine be a dukedom or earldom 
Or Order B.E. 


I'd waive then the wealth of a Croesus, | 


The latest six-cylinder Rolls, 

A house that an agent could lease us, 
A cook or a cellar of coals, 

The clothes that apparel the dandy, 
The pride of a pillar of state, 

The dream of the golfer—a handi- 
cap (say) of plus eight. 


Not long at the choice would I fumble, 
For wishes aren't given to waste; 
No, mine would be rather more 

humble— 
A personal matter of taste ; 
Though Fate did her worst, I could 
smash her 
If my little fairy assured 
The boon of a really good rasher 
Of bacon (home cured). 








| 
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FANCY DRESS AND FANCY STEPS. 
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Lady (receiving congratulations on her husband's Icenighthood), “ Yus, 11'S RATHER JOLLY, I8N'Y in? Lt OUGHT TO Kalish OF 
STATUS A BIT WITH THE SERVANTS.” 











Schooled to shiver and shatter the willow-pattern, 

] 

TO THE BREAKER-IN-CHIEF. Hit the Delft with a meat-axe, hammer the Spode, 
(Written in the firm conviction that there is a criminal network of | Little her mistress thought, when she called her a slattern, 

crime which controls the minor tragedies of domestic life. | Under the girl's dark dress what a deep fire glowed ; | 











| Master of ruin and lord of pitiless thunder, Little she thought of him in the underground gallery, f 
| Up in the Potteries weaving the strands of doom, Him who had taught her and trained her to juggle and | 3 
Hearing afar the noise of a housemaid’s blunder jerk Py 
| (“ Wasn't that Emily?”), there in the Midland gloom—}Cups in the air, and who probably pays her a salary ¢ 
There where, above the claypits, cavernous, deep, hot, While she is out of work ? i 
| Flames the heart of the night with a sudden rose, = , . a E 
| You at wine Seeiecoen Bang ? ee a china teapot Y Midis Wt chee atk ums eel ceterann!’ : 
“osname tite age Therefore I ask you to think of our pie-dish abolisher, 

Yours, I think, are a thousand secret branches, Let me commend to your notice Elizabeth Ann ; 

| Rendering full returns to the G.H.Q., She is the chit who at present of china hereaves us, | 
Crockery cataracts, earthenware avalanches, Smarter than most in her work, more blooming of cheek ; | 

| Each of them entered up in the columns due; She should have instant promotion from you when she 

_ Loud the strafe if you find a single group late— leaves us 

| “What have the girls been doing in District 10? This will be Saturday week. vor. 


Put the whole lot of them down for an extra soup-plate! ” 
Battle is opened then. 


Our Lightning Calculators. . 
Swiftly the orders fly, and behold they loosen * The —— Tobacco Company have presented ogee ay 9 . 
¥ bs . 2 ac to e Rec ‘ross Society. ¢ it is expecte g 
Rods on the backstair carpet, ruck up the mat ; 1920 Almanac to the Red Cross Society, and it is expected that 
: saie at ls. each will realise £1,000.”"—Newspaper World. 
Jane has gone down with a sauceboat, and tearfully Susan 
Says, ‘ It came off in me’and,” or “It might be the cat ;” 


. j 4 : st “Tw j ell-edues *ublie Se Men, service, are 
Old Mrs. Robinson’s Mary, who said to us, “ Coffee awe young, well-cdncated Pale Schosl Bon, ox-sorvice, ore 


meg '| desirous of meeting private individual or bank manager with a view 
Sirs & : ; to obtaining necessary deficit of capital for commencing business.”’ 
Then tripped up and fell with the walnut tray, Provwcial Paper. 


Must have been one of the gang’s most competent officers, | They should apply to thé Cuancutor or THE EXCHEQUER. 
Thoroughly earning her pay. He is an expert in this line. 
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TRIALS OF AN IDEALIST. | 

Luoyp-Buntnorxe, “DO YOU KNOW WHAT IT IS TO YEARN FOR THE INDEFINABLE, | 

AND YET TO BE BROUGHT FACE TO FACE, | 

TABLE i 

Patience. “IF YOU PLEASE, I DON’T 


DAILY, WITH THE MULTIPLICATION 


UNDERSTAND YOU. YOU FRIGHTEN ME.” 


[ Patience, Act I, 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT, [5.0 ey per ton, and a| 
forecast of its probable effect upon the 

Monday, December Sth.—A long and| industry as a whole. His replies were 
learned oration by Lord Hanpane did} as copious as ever, but I doubt if any- 
little to reconcile the Peers to the Elec-| body save the experts $ 
tricity Bill. In vaiu he pointed out the} all of these 
advantage of a central supply of 
cheap—or comparatively cheap 
—motive-power to the British 
workman. Perhaps his assertion 
that “we have never really thought 
out the electricity question in this 
country”’ put up the backs of 
noble lords, who are a little tired 
of Lord Hanpanr’s perpetual re- 
commendation of ‘clear think- 
ing” as the panacea for all our 
ills, One after another they de- 
nounced the Bill as an example 
of the Government's tendency to |; 
bureaucracy and extravagance. It | 
looked as if the Bill might be re- i} 
jected. But then arose the Lorp ' 
CHANCELLOR. Since last week he 
had had time to get up his brief 
and was bristling with electricity. 
The opponents of the Bill were 
roundly told that they had not 
read it or they could never have 
made such ridiculous statements 
as hehad heard that night. As the 
storm broke over their heads more ae es 
than one of them wished he had ee 
not left his umbrella in the lobby; and| most that the unlearned could gather 
when it was over they were only too | was that the one-and-twopence was 
glad to give the Bill a second reading | not really one-and-twopence, but some- 
sub silentio. thing more or less. 

A large part of Question-time in the} The difliculty of applying the doctrine 
Commons was taken up with endeav- | of “ self-determination ” all round may 
he gauged from Captain Ormspy-Gork's 
inquiry whether Albania is part of the 
‘ex-Austrian Empire, the ex-Ottoman 
umpire, Serbia or Greece. Mr. Bonar 
Law was frankly nonplussed and re- 
ferred the riddle tothe Peace Conference. 
| Tuesday, December 9th.—At the in- 
istance of Lord Newron, the Peers 
made several important changes in the 
Aliens Restriction Bill, designed to 
render it less harsh in its action towards 
our late enemies. The alterations did 
not meet with the approval of the 
Lorp Cxuancecor, who still had some 
electricity left over from yesterday, and 
used it for a spirited rendering of the 
“Hymn of Hate” (British version). 
[ don't know that the arguments of 
Lord Hanpange, who dwelt upon the 
benefits conferred upon our interior 
economy by foreign restaurateurs (and 
incidentally gave a free advertisement 
to certain fashionable hotels), or of 
Lord Buckmaster, who viewed with 
horror the possibility that German, that 
“noble language,” should cease to be 
taught in our schools, except by 
“persons who know nothing about it, 
carried very much weight. The Peers 


Shilling and t wopence 


and perhaps not 
The 


-understood them. 


“Tf at first you don’t succeed 
r'ry, try, try again.” 


p HIs Hovsina BILL. 





awh, UM = 


REMARKABLE 
OVER-LEYDEN JAR 
Lorp Birkenneap, 


ours todraw from Sir AUCKLAND GEDDES 









Satispury's admission that his heart 
quailed at the thought of sending 
Austrian women and children back to 
their own country in its present de- 
plorable condition; and they accepted 
Lord Newron’s amendments without 
a division, 

A certain section of the House 
of Commons believes that Mr. 
Cuvrcuiu is still keeping British 
troops in Russia, and otherwise 
bolstering up the Anti-Bolshevists. 
Lieut.-Colonel MaLong went so 
far us to suggest that we had been 
1}, Subsidising the forces under Col- 
if onel Bermonr and General yon | 
}pDER Gourz, while Mr. Hoaar 
i pointed to the existence of the 
British Army of the Black Sea as 
proof positive of Ministers’ bad 
faith, Mr. Courcains denied the 
first allegation, and disposed of 
| the second by informing his critic 
that the Army of the Black Sea 
is stationed, not in Russia, but in 
Turkey. 

Debate on the supplementary 
estimate for the Ministry of Pen- 
sions revealed the fact that no 
fewer than thirty-eight thousand 
War - widows had already ro- 
married and thereby secured the 
dowry of a year’s pension offered 
by the Ministry. Mr. Hogar suggested 
that in order to encourage this practice 
the dowry should be doubled. Happily 








for the spinster population, already 
faced with unfair competition, Sir | 
WorTHINGTON Evans paid no attention 

to this insidious proposal. | 





AW lp 


THE FLAG.” 


“SHOWING 

Mr. Watter Lona, | 
Wednesday, December 10th.— Lord 
Montacu deplored the resignation of 





an exact explanation of his proposal to 
limit the coal-owners’ profits to one 








were, I think, more impressed by Lord 





General Sxety, who knew more about | 








SALAS ee a 


_—— 


ee 








PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[Decemper 17, 1919, 








ze" 


| nom / 





eT he ig 
7 fs —: 
em ==> 


Visitor. “ WHAT KIND OF A FISHING BEASON HAVE YOU HAD, McKay?” 
Mac. “Ture vaRRa worst! THERE WASNA BUT THREE REAL FUSHIN’ DAYS, AN’ TWA O’ THEM WAS SNAPPIT UP BY THE SAWBATH.” 








lighting in the air than any of his pre- 
decessors—lI believe Lords Werr and 
RovHERMERE would be quite prepared 
(o endorse this tribute—and hoped this 
lid not indicate a return to dual control. 
Nothing of the kind, the Lorp Caan- 
CELLOR assured him. The Government 
were all for a single Air Ministry, but 
the Air Force was at present too small 
to require a whole-time Cabinet Min- 
ister all to itself. By putting the War 
Minister at the head of both Depart- 
ments the best brains of both Army 
and Air Force were brought to bear on 
aerial problems; but if ever his right 
honourable friend found himself unable 
to live up to his own high standard he 
would resign one of his posts. On re- 
ceiving this testimonial Mr. CnurcHine 
at once telephoned to his hatter for a 
larger size, 

Mr. Lioyp Groree was unable to 
attend the House of Commons on his 
At Home day owing to an engagement 
with M. Cremenceav. Sir J. Norton- 
GRIFFITHS promptly suggested that he 
should bring the French Premier with 
him, But Mr. Bonar Law—remem- 
bering, no doubt, what happened to the 
| young lady of Riga—* shook his head 
ina negative sense” (I thank The Times 
_ for teaching me that word). 





In introducing the Navy Estimates 
Mr. Lone quickly showed that he has 
no belief in the “Scrap the lot” doc- 
trine. On the contrary, fortified by 
the opinion of the young sea-dogs now 
gathered round Lord Berarry at the 
Admiralty, he is in favour of “ showing 
the flag’ more widely than in recent 
years. The Navy was costing a hun- 
dred and fifty-seven millions a year— 
much of it due to the better pay given 
to our sailors—but even to save that 
vast sum the country, he was convinced, 
was not prepared to do without it. 

After hearing this statement most of 
the Members thought that they might 
rest quietly in their beds, and thither 
betook themselves. 

Thursday, December 11th.—Accord- 
ing to Lieutenant-Commander Ken- 
wortHy the objects of the Sinn Fein 


loan are so innocuous that nobody} 


ought to be prosecuted for soliciting 
subscriptions to it. Mr. Macrpuerson 
thereupon quoted the announcement in 
the prospectus that “interest on the 
loan will not be payable until six 
months after the Irish Republic has 
received .aternational recognition and 
the English have evacuated Ireland.” 
From some acquaintance with the habits 
of the Irish investor I am convinced 





barracks in Lreland with that conditio1 
: 
| prosecutions. 


met with an inglorious fate this afte: 
noon. The remark of its author, Sir 
AUCKLAND GrEppvEs, that it would not 
find a single enthusiastic supporter in 
the House, was entirely justified by 
the debate. 
Leste Scorr, that its principle (the 
limitation of profits) was wrong, and 
must not be applied to any other in 
dustry, was practically accepted by 
Mr. Bonar Law, who said that it was 
only introduced to fulfil a pledge to 
the Miners’ Federation. The miners’ 
representatives (Mr. ADAMSON and Mr. 
HarrsHorn) thereupon denied that they 
wanted the Bill (not that they loved 
the mine-owners particularly, but be- 
cause they loved nationalization more). 
After that it was useless for the Govern- 
ment to press the ill-starred measure 
upon a reluctant House. But the sit 
ting was not entirely wasted, for the 
House, delighted to find that there was 
still something in Ireland amenable to 
the law, passed the Dogs Regulation 
(Ireland) (No. 2) Bill. 

















that if the Curer SEcRETARY were to | 
post up the prospectus on every police | 


| underlined he might dispense with his | 


| The Coal Industry (Rmergency) Bill | 


The deelaration of Mr. | 
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THE NEW HOMME ORCHESTRE. 











Even in pre-war times the economics 


was employed, had reached a stage in: 
which the adequate remuneration of 
performers could only with great difli- 
culty be reconciled with a due regard 
forthe pockets of the public. Happily 
the emergency seems likely to produce 
thesolution. Within the past fortnight 
the newspapers have recorded the emer 

gence of two vocal pluralists. First ther 
| was Mr. Dickinson, the window-cleane) 
of Leigh, who can sing a tenor and 
bass duet by himself. And now an 


into our ken in the person of 
Avexanper B. Rawte, of Teddington, 
who, in the words of a representative of 
The Daily News, “ can not only whistle 


fortably combine the tones so produced 
| into a passable imitation of the brass, 
string and wood of an orchestra.”’ 


The late Mr. GkorGr Grossmiru, it 





will be remembered, simplified musical 


} 
| entertainment to the extent of “ Piano 
jand J.” But the Teddington virtuoso | 


extreme limit by dispensing with all in 
strumental aid. 
Sweet Home’ with vocal arpeggi 
would have made THaLpeEnra sob like 
a child.”’ l 

who had a number of 


; t 


instruments 


blew and belabouved simultaneously, 
displayed a strenuous agility; but it 


trivance. 
orchestra, needing no equipment but 
his own larynx and lung-box. It is 
true that he speaks modestly of | 

sonority. “ When in practice,” he told 
The Daily News man, “I 
average-sized hall.’”’ In time and with 
| further practice we hope he will be 





Olympia. 


1 phe 
But the greatest of Mr. Rawin’'s 
achievements remains to be chronicled. 


drawbacks to the musical career is that 
It involves, or is supposed to involve, 
an arduous process of education, attend 
ance at colleges or academies, prolonged 
studies under professors and teachers, 
Instruction in sight-reading, harmony 
| Counterpoint and so forth. 
| has reached his unique position without 
any musical education at all. 
never jearnt music, and cannot read a 
note.” He is, as the Germans put it, 
Qutodidakt. To say that he is merely 





ee 


. ] 
In music as elsewhere the cost of pro- | 
duction has become an acute problem. | 


of concert-giving, where a full orchestra | 


even more dazzling luminary has swum | 


Mr. | 


and hum simultaneously, but can-com- | 


has carried the one-man show to its | 


‘* He whistled ‘ Home, | 


that | 
The homme orchestre of old, 


strapped on to his person, which he} 
was at best a clumsy and a costly con- 
Mr. Raw e is the true man- | 
can fill an| 


able to give a One-man Festival at| 


One of the most serious and irksome | 


Mr. RAWLE 


He “ has | 


+! waistcoat of an acac 


THE 











Naval Officer (coaching u hat he considers 
NO SENSE IN BARGING ABOUT LIKE A BUFFA 
Stoker Smith. “Bruraurty! Way, I a 


‘self-taught would be to commit the 


unpardonable error of using two sylla- 
bles where four are all too few to render 
| justice to the situation. This remark- 
lable case suggests the need of a drastic 
| revision of orthodox views on the subject 
of musical education. Genius is the only 
thing that counts in art, and if genius 
lean reach its highest development 
| without any schooling, the existence of 
conservatoires, academies, etc., can no 
| longer be justified. 


It is painful to think what might 
have been the result if Mr. RawLE had 
lentered the Royal Academy or Royal 
of Music and his soaring talent 
constricted in the strait- 
lemic curriculum. 


| ( ‘O lege 


jhad been 
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“Took verre, Suivrn, Tuarre’s 
ORUTALITY.” 


a“yind”), 
Lo. Cur ovuT Tm 
IN’Y KILLED ‘rw, ‘Ave I, Sm?” 





He might have been drilled into a dull 
contrapuntist or wasted his energies 
on mastering the now obsolete sonatas 
of BEETHOVEN, or have been converted 
into a mediocre player of the trombone. 
Left to himself and the promptings of | 
his artistic instinct he has inaugurated 
a new era in music and musical econo- | 
mics bardly Jess momentous than the 
changes in astrophysics brought about | 
by the discoveries of Erxsrer. If one | 
man can give a vocal and orchestra! 
concert without instruments or accom- 
panist, the problem of cheap music for | 
the million is solved. On the other 
hand, the prospects of single-voiced 
vocalists, one-instrument instrumental. | 
ists and musical professors are gloomy 
in the extreme. 
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FURTHER REVELATIONS; 
ox, Tue Brrrisn Srare Vanpicatep. 

In these days, when to be a General 
| is synonymous with being the author 
| of a book with a sub-title of Jf I Had 
| Only Had My Way, there is no longer 
any reason why I should withhold the 
secret which has recently come to my 
| knowledge. Naturally, afterreading (the 
reviews of) the International Library 

of Everyman's Memoirs, you have been 
| wondering by what happy chance we 








friend told me, LupEnvorrr decided to 
make every effort to bomb and destroy 
his enemy's headquarters. It was use- 
less, ho explained, to attempt to bomb 
the French; the chances of hitting the 
one room in an estaminet in which all 
branches of the Divisional Staff usually 
congregated and shouted things down 
innumerable telephones were too re- 
mote. But if the French were gregari- 
ous the perfidious English went to the 
other extreme, and their headquarters 


usually spread over several square miles | 





ever succeeded in winning the 
| merest skirmish, let alone the 
| War as a whole. 

Well, Z can tell you. Lovat 
Fraser and all the others who 
saw the War as a War, and not 
merely as & messy business in- 
volving extremes of boredom 
| and sheer fright, can put forward 
| their opinions to the contrary, 

but I know; 1 know because, 
| when I was on the Rhine, I got 
the story from a Prussian Staff 
Otticer who had disguised himself 
as a country gentleman while 
waiting for the next war. 
I may say at once that our 
success was not due entirely, 
as you have been told, to the 
doggedness and determination 
| of the Tommy; it was not the 
' courage and initiative of the 
| subaltern nor his reading aloud 
to himself during times of stress 
| from the pamphlet, “Am I Of- 
| fensive Enough?” nor was it 
the C.O, sitting in his dug-out 
and writing to his company 
oflicers, “* You will attack point 
88 at dawn, under a creeping 
| barrage, if it can be arranged, 
but you will attack anyway.” 
No, nor yet was it the green- 
| tabbed warriors who knew toa 
| digit the number of troops in 
the Esthonian capital or the 
high-water mark on the Vistula 
rather than the news of their 
own front, Doubtless these had 
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Fisherman, “Is THIS RIGHT VOR KILDARE?” 
Porter, “Ir 18, Soxrr.” 
Fisherman. “Do I cHancr 
Porter, “Ye po, Sorr.” 
Fisherman, “ Wuerr?” 
Porter. “Av Kinpare, Sore.” 


ANYWHERE ?” 
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officers be? Their “A” branch then 
chipped in with their habitual injured 
air, and said that without “A” there 
would be no records kept of personnel, 
and neither “Q” nor “G" would know 
whether there was anybody in the line 
or not, unless they actually went there 
to see for themselves. This point, | 
believe, very nearly settled the question 
in favour of “A.” But the argument 
became so acrimonious, and there was 
so much of the “If only you'd let me 
know sometimes what you are doing,” 
7 and “ Why wasn’t I consulted?” 





with it and gave the squadrons 
orders to do their very worst 


one of our Corps headquarters 
whose Commander was con- 
sidered the most dangerous, he 
having plagiarised Lupen- 
DORFF's methods too freely. 
Great was the joy, so my Prus 
sian said with a gleam in hiscye, 
when the report came that the 


the headquarters was destroyed ; 
but their joy changed quickly to 
chagrin and amazement when 
it was discovered that the disin- 
tegration of what was considered 
the fountain-head of command 


the organisation as a whole. 
Alas, contempt for the British 
Staff Manual, which he never 
read seriously, caused this huge 
miscalculation on the part of 
Luprenporrr. He had not read 
that wonderful paragraph about 
“The Interchangeability of the 
Staffs,” whereby an oflicer of 
one departmentinvariably trains 
himself to be able to step cheer- 
fully into the shoes of another 
and carry on. He 


fellow's job and doing it better. 
The effect was instantaneous. 








their uses, though some of them were 
| hidden from us by the proximity of 
things which hiss b8fore exploding. 

But the factor which went further than 
| any other towards showing Lupev.- 
porrr the futility of continuing the 
War was something of a very different 
character. 

It was in ‘17 that the German General 
Stat! began to cast about seriously for 
a means of disorganising the Staff on 
the other side. Up till then, I believe, 
they had considered it better to leave 
it alone and lot it do its worst (some 
say it did, but they are regimental 
ollicers and know nothing about it). 
At a great Conference, so my Prussian 








of territory. Lupenporrr could not 
hope to knock out every branch of the 
Staff, and so the question arose which 
was the best branch to bomb? 

What followed was extremely inter- 
esting. My Prussian explained that 
on this subject the Hun “Q” staff 
declared at once that the British “Q”’ 
was the most important, since without 
supplies our army could not carry out 
the Napoleonic dictum and move on 
its belly—not enough sprin« in it, I 
suppose. 

The Hun “G" Staff replied with 
warmth that without *G” to move the 
troops about a bit there would be no 
war at all, and then where would “Q” 











When the catastrophe came, the Corps 
Adviser in Horsemastership took over 
the duties of the General Staff as if to 
the manner born, and sent out the usual 
messages to increase harassing fire one 
hundred per cent., irrespective of the 
amount of ammunition available, thus 
preserving the lifelong feud between 
himself and “Q.” The Chemical Ad- 
viser, discarding his gas-mask, took 
over the Brigadier“ Q” job and at once 
demanded a return of the fuse-number 
of every shell fired on the 18:h, subse- 
quently correcting the date to the 19ch. 
The new Brigadier of the Artillery (the 
Amusements Officer) began his régime 


by going straight over, as usual, to the 





made little or no difference to | 


had never | 
realised how every Staff Officer | 
of one branch always envies the | 
easy task of doing the other | 





that Luprenporrr got fed up | 


over the whole area occupied by 


whole of the important part of | 
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might not. 


smoothly as ever, indeed 
went much better. For 
Adviser on Horsemastership everybody 


everythins 


without the 


Without the 


comfortable. 
gas-mask and wore it. Without the 
Amusements Officer people 
funny side of Army Entertainments 
and 
Nature warmed to her work and the 
vegetables flourished apace. 

The realisation of the invulnerability 
of our organisation was the real turn 
Ing-point of the War, and it was from 
this point that LupENDORFF really strove 
desperately for peace while advocating 
war, or whatever it was he did so 
cleverly—I can't make out from his 


book, 





PUNC 


is 
Chief Engineer's oflice and having a 


row. lhe O.C. Corps Prisoners’ Cage, | ho ve won the War, turn to that 
following out the destiny of ll Chief} bright and entertaining work, The 
Engineers, sent “ Not available” to all | S¢ Mai , which, in spite of its 
indents for stores from the Gunners, |large circulation, is still very impet 
while the Agricultural Officer carried | fec known It can be bought quite 
out the best traditions of the Intelli- |< ply; or, better still, ask any Stall 
gence Staff and compiled overwhelm- | Officer you know to lend you an uncut 
ing evidence to prove conclusively that | copy. ——————— Li 
the enemy might attack at dawn, or he} PORTS. 


Everything, in fact, went just as| 


rode as it suited them and felt more 
Chemical | 
Adviser everybody felt the need of a] 


saw tl e| Some of HI ng Kong harbour dream, 


Without the Agricultural Oflicer | 


H, OR THE 











es i 


! ? 7 "On ER FOR 


tly desire to understand 


Sour Vancouver's praises sing, 
Where the silver ranges shine 
And the off-shore breezes bring 


Seents of tamarack and pine 


} 

| ere 

Some for Cape Town sigh aloud, 
Drowsing on the Mountain's knees, 

Table Mount 


o'er the Southern seas. 


iin, wreathed in cloud, 
| , 
Brooding 
| Where are junks with painted eyes, 
And the sampan lanterns gleam 
Like a swarm of fiery flies. 
Kronstadt, looming gaunt and grim; 
Rio, Rio flashing far ; 
Papeete, where brown girls swim 
With hibiscus in their hair. 
Golden Gate or Golden Horn, 
Lumber ports or ports of spice, 
Ports of sunset, ports of morn, 
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Blue with summer, grey with ice. 
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All are havens of delight 
To poor sailors in from sea; 
Ah, but at the fall of night 
London River calls to me, 
When my years of youth are run, 
Blown to lee like flying foam, 
Let me see at set of sun 
London and the Port of Home. 
PATI ANDER, 
In the Roaring Doldrums. 
“ Subsequently, however, Newman encoun 
tered such a stormy passage that he remained 
comparatively becalmed for eight innings.” | 
Sport an 
A general hunt of jackals is being organised 
from Glen College, when it is expected that | 
fully 300 will attend 
Kastern l’rovince Herald, 
Most sporting of them. 
Unless Germany sings the Paris protocol 
she will bring down very unpleasant conse 
quences upon herself.” Daily Paper, 
The Allies will make her hum. 
| ; 
Dean Inge on the Road to Ruin.’ | 
Western Daily Press, | 
We are very, very sorry to hear this, | 
| j 
. - P | 
Brief critique of a Musical Comedy ' 
Frocks et praeterea nihil. 
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THE SPOOK CONGRESS. 


On St. Nicholas’ Eve, in the dark be- 
fore dawn, the National Amalgamated 
Union of Ghosts and Associated Shades 


held a well-attended gathering in the 


ruined erypt of Grimchester Abbey, to 
consider reconstruction. The Headless 


_ Admiral took the sarcophagus. 


In his opening remarks the Admiral 
said that he felt it his duty at this the 
first general meeting since 1914 to 
thank those members of the Union who 
had been serving their country on active 
service. On the platform he was proud 
to meet once more the Shivering Spook 
of Saltpetre Hall, who had rendered 
yeoman service supplying chill breezes 
in Mesopotamia. e was also de- 
lighted to find beside him Bloody Sir 
Rupert, who had rattled his chains and 
clanked bis armour in the Ypres salient 
throughout the War to give our troops 
warning of enemy raids and night 
attacks, In the body of the meeting 
he saw other friends too numerous to 
mention, spirits who had been, if he 
might venture a ghastly jest, over-proof 
(Loud gibbering) and he would ask his 
hearers toshow their gratitude in the cus- 
tomary manner, (Prolonged ululations.) 

‘The Skeleton Horseman, in field-boots 


| and wearing the General Service and 
| Allied Victory ribbons on his clavicle, 





| popular, 


thanked the Chairman and the meeting 
in a few soldierly words on behalf of 
the ex-Service shades. 

Proceeding, the Headless Admiral 
remarked that the spectral situation 
was by no means a satisfactory one. 
His hearers would admit that he was 
not given to losing his head (here the 
speaker put it on the table), and he 
wished to say in all seriousness that 
only a very thorough season's haunting 
could bring things back to the pre-war 
status, ‘“ Un-canny,” not “Ca’ canny,” 
must be their watchword. There wasa 
fine psychie field waiting for enterprise 
and energy. 

Melchizedek the Murdered Miser 
thought that more modern methods 
should be introduced to secure atten- 
tion. For instance, if the Admiral 
would change his usual ery, “ Luff! 
Luff! Willthey never luff?” to“ Sack 
the lot!” or something similar, he was 
sure such a step could not fail to be 
He himself had changed his 
bags of gold for Treasury Notes with 
most gratifying results. 

The Phantom Drummerasked whether 
the executive had given full considera- 


| tion to the question of Direct Manifest- 


| . 
| ation. 


When he returned from active 
service he found that The Bloated 
Grange had been let to a jujube manu- 
facturer, who had made a large fortune 
during the War out of rat-exterminators. 





As usual he appeared at midnight by 
the Blue Room bed, now occupied by 
this person, and said loudly, ‘1 am the 
Drummer.” The man asked in the 
most vulgar fashion what firm he tra- 
velled for, and why he had not come 
in office hours. He submitted that the 
Union should take combined action 
over cases like this. 

The Bleating Bogle said he was most 
strongly in favour of Direct Manifesta- 
tion. Several times lately, he remarked, 
he had had an electric fan turned on 
him while trying to materialize. 

The Yammering Ghoul of Dramtu- 
muchie said that while Direct Mani- 
festation was on the tapis he would like 
to draw attention to the present Prohi- 
bition campaign. He maintained that 
if Prohibition came into force it would 
be the worst thing that had happened 
to British ghosts since the invention of 
electric light. 

In a brief and witty speech-the Vam- 
pire Nurse expressed herself against 
anything which tended to suppress the 
individual element. Ghosts who were 
conscientious workers never had any 
difficulty in making their mark. Her 
own business of drowning the baby 
heir in the moat had gone down well 
ever since it was introduced in 1721. 

Whustlin’ Wullie asked whether any 
steps had been taken to prevent the 
immigration of undesirable aliens from 
Central Europe, which must be full of 
unemployed Werewolves and Doppel- 
gangers. Our good nature had been 
imposed upon before. 

Gibletto the Gory Ghibelline, rising 
with great indignation, said that he 
hoped that the last speaker was not 
making backhanded references to him. 
He had beenasupernaturalized English- 
man since the time of Cuartes II. 

Whustlin’ Wullie begged that Gib- 
letto would not take his remarks as per- 
sonal. Noone had a higher regard for 
him ({Gibletto) than he (Whustlin’ 
Wullie) had. Here he clapped that 
phantom heartily on the back and con- 
sequently expressed regret that the 
point of the poniard which his friend 
wore through his chest stuck out so 
inconveniently behind, 

The Headless Admiral was proceed- 
ing to exhort all present to make the 
most of the present Shade boom, when 
the cock crew, and the assembly, gather- 
ing together their shrouds, manacles and 
loose vertebra, hastily evaporated. 





High Life Below Stairs. 
** Housemarp (2nd of 3), titled lady ; under; 
also scullery-maid, elderly Duchess.’’ 
Scotch Paper. 
A Long-suffering Audience. 
‘Mr. Lloyd George resumed his speech 


amidst great cheering, having spoken an hour 
and twenty-five minutes.”—Scotsman. 








BILLIARD ROWDYISM. 


Extract from a recent article on billiards : 
** A man once said to me that he was afraid to 
go to a billiard match because of the crowd.’’] 
Or all the crowds with which I've sat 
(And I have known the worst uns), 
I've met the most alarming at 
BurroveHes and Warts’, 
THURSTON’S. 


and 


It’s true they never break the peace 
Like this, ‘Go in and win, man!” 
Or, * Down with the tomato, Regecr!” 
Or, “ Play up, can’t you, Inman?” 


For in those halls where silence dwells, 
Where coughs resound like thunder 

And sneezes crash like bursting shells, 
“motion is kept under. 


But if the stifled powers of these 
Unnaturally grave men 

Were once let loose they ’d promptly 

seize 

The chance to act like cave-men. 

In thought they hurtle chalk and cues 
Like mad at one another ; 

Flere this man that man’s elbow screws, 
There brother cannons brother. 


And as their passions’ seething froth 
Of violence grows darker 

The blood that’s spilt upon the cloth 
They mop up with the marker. 


A dream? Yet all men know this 
crowd 
Vor language is unbeatable, 
Which, as they never speak aloud, 


Is simply unrepeatable. 


SEASONABLE SNIPPETS. 
(With acknowledgments to our Con- 
temporaries.) 

In Scotland it isregarded as unlucky if 
a dark-haired burglar crosses the thresh- 
old of a house on Christmas Eve when 
the family is out. 

It is considered a breach of etiquette 
in South Carolina to shoot a red-headed 
carol before midnight on Christmas L.ve 


Mince-pies should never be swallowed 
whole; the lid should first be forced off 
with a screwdriver. 

To keep moth from a Christmas 
pudding grate a block of camphor over 
the surface, 

To renovate last year’s puddings do 
not send them to the cleaners unless 
they need to be tailor-pressed. Carefully 
dust and remove all rough parts with 
emery-paper. Lightly varnish the sur- 
face with a camel-hair brush. 

Christmas presents in the form of 
whisky are very fashionable this year. 
The name and address to which such 
gifts may be sent can be obtained upon 
application at this office. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE, 
(By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

I Fancy that most of us would admit that our chi 
interest in the Memoirs of the Great (opportunities of ¢ 

suiting which have not lately been wanting) lies in tl 
glimpses they afford of the Other Great at close quarters. 
[ seldom met a book that appealed more frankly to this 
natural instinct than the volume put together by that 
clever and himself most interesting man, the Roumanian 
Minister, M. Take Jonxscu, under the sufticiently apt title 
of Some Personal Impressions (NisBe). Here you get 
your celebrities neatly arranged, a chapter to eac! . Often 
the chapters are no more than a couple of pages, or a 
single anecdote, in length; but of every one (as Viscount 
Bryce justly says in his brief preface) “ we feel that the 
man described is no longer a name but a creature of flesh 
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bbie (after painful silence). “Goop-xiGuT, Mummre,” 


| himself : “ Every big victory is the work of the people, and 
the people have to be paid for it;” and the other a strikingly 
sane estimate of England by Bismarck, over-long for me to 
quote here. These give you a measure of the book—the 
‘lightest of anecdotal reading, but written by a man too 
individual to be commonplace. 

| Mr. Horack Hutenison has long been one of the 
heroes of the golfing world, but he wields the pen as 
deftly as the putter, and his literary excursions have 





carried him far beyond the confines of the Royal and | 


Ancient pastime. eter Sieele the Cricketer contains the 


best description of a village cricket-match I know of; | 


Cricketing Saws and Stories is a little masterpiece ; and he 
has also achieved distinction in the domains of fiction, 
psycbics and natural history. He was once called 
“Sardonic Hutchinson” by an eminent Scots philosophic 





and blood.” I am not going to pretend that always the | evitie of golf; but that was probably owing to his famous 
incidents attached to the names are of first-class importance; | negative definition of the game : “Golf is not agriculture.” 
but ag a whole the book conveys a remarkably vivid im- | As a matter of fact “sardonic” is the last epithet I should 
Pression of European diplomacy from within. Perhaps | have chosen for a writer so generous, modest and whimsi- 
hot one reader in twenty, glancing through the table of | cally humorous 
contents, will be able to resist turning first to the chapter | expense. 


admitted | Orr1ces) may be described as primarily a golfing autobio- 


| devoted to the ex-Kaiser, though here it is to be 
anything | graphy, but the mellow urbanity of the style, the wealth of 


that M. Jonescu has least chance of telling us 

very novel. The best, certainly the most appreciative, 
of the German portraits is that of the late KipeRLEn- | } 
WaArcHTER, for whom the writer entertained a profound | handled a club. No one has given us so many or such genial 
admiration. The chapter under his name contains two say- | port raits of the outstanding figures of the golfing world in the 
ings worthy of quotation—one from KipeRLEN- WACHTER ! last half-century. The writer knew them all, as instructors, 


— and the knowledge of human nature which it 
displays will commend it to many readers who have never 


-never more so than when at his own | 
His new book, Fifty Years of Golf (Country Lire | 


the 





| 
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exemplars, or rivals, but always as friends, and he has a 
ny or affectionate word to say of them all. 


When the 
Royal and Ancient Club of St. Andrews elected him captain 
in 1908, “one of my wife’s relations was good enough to 
say, ‘I’m glad they made Horace that—it will look so 
well in his obituary notice.’ So it will; but I hope not yet. 
That is a hope which all golfers and all lovers of good 
letters will cordially endorse. 


Perhaps it is only fair to warn disciples of the original 
“ Bartiweus” that parts at least of An Awfully Big 
Adventure (CAsseLt) may tend a little towards disappoint- 


ment. The fact is that the title-tale is too big for its 
setting. Zeebrugge remains such a heart-stirring piece of 


history that to have it served up as part of a parti- 


_cularly silly love-story makes for impatience. 
| nor in the twice-told stories of the “ 
| do we get the genuine qualities 


of “ Bartimeus’s” adventures,| ! ne ihe 
| which indeed do not appear till ‘aon 63 3 
| the section at the end devoted —s ihe 
to short sketches. Here you Coun 
| will emphatically find the best] «4 | wy. o« 
| wine kept till the last; some} -1—-——’ 


| of it indeed as good as any that 


Not there, 
-boats ” that follow, 


searchings of trays, turned out to be, “See Estimates No. 50,” 
and so vanished into air. I don’t know in what Govern- 
ment Office Mr. SHanks was employed, but he certainly 
deserves the gratitude of all Civil Servants, temporary or per- 
manent; for wherever it was his time was surely well spent. 

In The Purple Jar (Hutcntnson), Mrs. ALFRED SipG@wick 
has used Miss EpGrwortn'’s story of the chemist’s bottle, 
which was mere clear glass when the contents were tipped 
out, at once to provide a title and to suggest a moral to her 
story. Sally was an English girl who would go and be a 
governess in Germany. Her adventures in Hamburg con- 


sist chiefly of a love affair with a young German of dis- 
honourable intentions, but, until the last when he went 
unbelievably to pieces, of great personal attractions. I 
don’t think Mrs. Simegwick has made quite a success of 





writing in the first person from the point of view of a very 













we have had from this pleasant 
vineyard. I myself liked espe- 
cially ‘‘ The Epitaph "—some- 
how “ Bartimgevs” is always 
at his best in reminiscent mood 
—and an altogether charming 
account of mountain climbing 
in the neighbourhood of Nice, 
a thing entirely without plot 
or story, or indeed anything at 
all except a delicious and in- 
vigorating atmosphere which 
makes it the best tonic in the 
world, So there youare. Can- 
didly “ Barrimeus’s” lovers 
strike me, as Orlando struck 
Rosalind, but as poor imita- 
tions of the real thing; but 
his isolated reminiscences of 
Naval occasions or of tall 
ships continue to proclaim 
him our jolliest and most 


THE BOY WHO REF! 
HEROIC SE 





tAINED: A STUDY IN 
\LF-DENTAL. 


young girl, but, apart from 
that, if is a readable book, in 
which a properly tepid atti- 
tude to Germans is tempered 
by the introduction of one or 
two—notably Z'rudi, a delight- 





\ful German equivalent of the 
enfant terrible—who, save for 
their manners, are quite plea- 
sant and quite kind. But for | 
the dishonourable intentions 
of Herr Heiling—and really 
they are very delicately sug- 
.| gested—it would make a cap- 
ital Christmas present for a 
growing girl. 





To lovers of birds there can 
be few keener pleasures than | 
a book by Mr. W. H. Hupson, 
even if, as is the case with 

»---| Birds in Town and Village 
S ae (Dent), they are already fam- 
-—>>’”-—' iliar with portions of it, In 
=——~__| deed, I always find Mr, Hup- 
—= | son a fascinating companion, | 
because his delight in birds | 
is so sincere, and he expresses 
it in a style as simple as it is 
sound. ‘Birds in a Cornish 








sincere chronicler of life on the sure shield. 


If anyone had said to me, before I read The Old Indis- 
pensables (Martin Secker), that it was possible to write a 
sataric novel two hundred and fifty pages long on the 
internal mechanism of a Government Office, even a latter- 


_ day Government Office, I should have flatly refused to 


believe him. Not because these places are so abysmally 
boring as tradition would have it; rather they must be full 
of humorous happenings, or why that loud chuckle at half- 
past three in the club smoking-room? but because of all 


| jokes the jokes of Civil Servants seem to be the most tech- 
nical. To Mr. Epwin Snanks, however, it has been given 


to achieve the impossible and to play with chains of 
authority, channels of communication, red tape and routine 


_ us if they were so many iridescent soap-bubbles, and to make 


characters of farce out of the slaves of schedules and re- 
turns. It is hard to say what is the prettiest fancy in the 
tale of the Department of Evasions at the Circumlocutior 


_ Office, but perhaps it is the one which concerns the lost 
_ papers on the appointment of Sir Ephraim Hogg, who, 
_ after many subterfuges and cross-references and fruitless 


Village” is the entirely new part of this volume, and every 
word of it is derived from observation and understanding 
of the inhabitants (both on the wing and on foot). Here 
Mr. Hupson pays considerable attention to the daw, which 
abounds in the Duchy and is left almost unmolested. He 
is not at pains to defend the rogue, in fact he calls it an 
“injurious bird,” but he explains very clearly why “ Jackie 
is so widely tolerated. ‘The daws,” he says, “may be 
regarded as bad hats generally in the bird community, and 
on this account they touch a chord in us.” I must add 
that Mr. Dermoup’s coloured illustrations are exquisite. 








Journalistic Candour. 
On the morrow of the Premier’s speech at Manchester :— 
“DAILY MAIL 
Tryinc To Foot, EverysBopy.”’ 

“The Germans have a good term—Schusucht nach Schusucht (a 
longing for longing)—for second-hand artistic utterances of the man 
whose art is an expression not so much of what he feels about this or 
that, as of what he feels he ought to feel about it.”—The Observer. 





| = 








« Schusucht” sounds more like “‘ Hunt the Slipper.” 


——— 
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_|ito propose a vote of thanks to Professor 
‘Porta, who predicted this catastrophe, 
+| for his invaluable help in enabling them 
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CHARIVARIA. 


Ur to the time of going to press the 
world had not come to an end, as 
prophesied. e% 


It has been suggested that a mass 
meeting of humourists should be held 


to eke out a livelihood, 


Some of us, however, feel bound to 
condemn the spirit in whieh the Ameri- 





diplomatic agents to the Irish Republic, 
Lest our readers should be inclined to 
resent this procedure we hasten to 
point out that we ourselves recently 
dispatched Viscount Grey to Washing- 
ton without asking the consent of the 
Mexican Government. 
ek 

In spite of all that is said, adequate 
precautions against waste are taken by 
some Government departments. Ynly 
the other day a man who appl... for 
one hundred and fifty pounds tc .om- 
mence building a house with was asked 
to fill up a form stating why he waated 
a house. 





can astronomer approached his subject. 
This mania for Prohibition is going | 
too far. e« 


During the Christmas holidays Gov- ! 


ja contemp rary 


* 


“ With the revival of full dress,” says 
, “the shako will replace 





the helmet.” It is expected however 





ernment officials will bej 
expected to sleep in their | 


| 
own time. , * 


Hil 
Hy | 


A Yorkshire lady re- 
cently complained that 
the Disposal Board was 
advertising for sale a lake 
which belongs to her. 
The public will be de- 
lighted to hear that the 
Disposal Board, while 
offering no immediate ex- 
planation, promises to get 
to the bottom of the 
thing. + 

Several eminent laryng 
ologists write to say 
that, pending further in- 
vestigution, the  state- 
ment of the bargee who 
recently inherited sixty 


Old Fami 


THIS WHOLES 








“Tlave you 
THAT CLASS OF HAUNTER THERE'S BEEN ABOUT LATELY? I 


ly Ghost. 


ALE DISPOSAI 


OF CHEAP GOVERNMENT LINI x.” 


forget, the trade journal which last | 
week advised its readers that to keep | 
butter properly it should be stored in | 
barrels in a large well-ventilated cellar. | 


A very cruel thing to say. 


“Christmas presents,” says the Dun- | 
dee Advertiser, “are dearer than ever.” 
How the news leaked out in Scotland | 
1s a mystery. cs 


Hastings Guardians have decided not 
to. grant the workhouse inmates any 
Christmas beer. We'll teach people to 
be inmates. ‘ 


“T understand,” says a gossip, “ that 
Miss Smirnson, the principal boy at 
Drury Lane, decided on her best song 
at thelast moment.” Thank goodness 
—— Christmas won't have to 
be postponed after all. 

* 


* 
The Income -Tax offi- 
cials at Somerset House, 
says a weekly paper, 
threaten to strike. But 
surely that isn’t a threat. 
It's a generous offer. 
+ 
Last week three towns 
which had previously re- 
fused the offerofaGerman 
machine-gun altered their 
decision. It is thought 
that the appearance of 
waits in the neighbour- 
hood has had something 
to do with this change of 
attitude. , 


NOTICED, SiR GUY, WHAT A LOT OF * 


SUPPOSE It's 
, 


The value of the Press 
— as an educator has again 











the news, words failed him, must be 
accepted with reserve. 


A notable instance of the time saved 
by the new non ‘stop omnibuses is 
reported from Whitehall. A Govern- 
ment official who was trying to indicate 
the War Office to a fellow-passenger 
found himself pointing to the Home for 
Lost Dogs. sical 
_ “What are the Middle Classes do- 
ing?” asks a correspondent in a morn- 
ing paper. Alas, theirs is not to do— 
but to be done. ,. 

* 

“It is intended to lay the foundation 
of a future Air Force on a territorial 
basis,” declared Mr. Winston Cavr- 
CHILL recently, On the other hand, we 
gather that the future of the Army is 
largely in the air. 


* 


The U.S. House of Representatives 





thousand pounds, that, when he heard| that in a large number 


of cases the 
chucko will replace both. 


* 

“ Drinking whisky,” says an Ameri- 
can, “ drives people mad.” But not half 
so mad as chasing it in America, 

‘ 

Offered a penny for his thoughts in 
the smoke-room of the House of Com- 
mons, a Labour Member declared that, 
owing to the high cost of living, in 
future he would have to charge two- 
pence-halfpenny. 


« Do handsome husbands pay?” asks 
The Weekly Dispatch. They generally 
have to. but not so much as the hus- 
bands of handsome wives. 

* 


Mistletoe is a shilling a bunch in 
Covent Garden. A good many young 
people declare that with a little give 
and take it is quite easy to carry on 
without the stuff. 


|been demonstrated, Charged with 
using abusive language to a policeman 
last week a Billingsgate nan admitted 
that he might have called the officer a 
“blinkin’ Brontosaur.” 

* * 

According to a well-informed journal, 
antique furniture is fetching higher 
prices at the present time than it has 
ever done before. This is largely due to 
the increased cost of timber and creative 
labour. 4 


An extraordinary echo is produced 


course in the South of England, and it 
is feared that a three-mile limit may 
have to be fixed for children and 
clergymen. 





Costumes for two. 


“Those present included:—Mr. and Mrs. 
——, in a pretty dress of rose pink crepe de 


black crepe de chine, trimmed with gold 
embroidery and touches of heliotrope silk.” 





We have decided to forgive, if not 





has been considering a proposal to send 


New Zealand Paper. 





ae 
VOL. CLVII, 


DD 


by the high hills surrounding a golf- | 


chine; Mr. and Mrs. ——, in a lovely dress of | 














c 


| 
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| 
| 


| Club in question. } 


} 
| 
| 





| 


evacuation of the Club's premises by the War Office, a 


TO THE NATIONAL LIBERAL CLUB ON ITS HOME-COMING. 


{Being a welcome from a next-door neighbour who rejoices in the 
notably for 
reasons (connected with War hutments that still block 
the river-view in this vicinity) which should be appreciated by Sir 
Atyrep Monp, of the Office of Works, himself an ornament of the 


Lona have I waited with eyes that yearn, 
Watching and watching for your return, 
Since to the country’s cause you lent 
What for a party’s use was meant, 
Lending it just the same as though 

The option was yours to stay or go. 


Worn to a thread with hope deferred, 
Peace to me was an empty word. 
What was the good of a truce to gore 
If there were still dug-outs next door? 
lf, where a halycon calm should be, 
Flappers of War still wolfed their tea ? 


While you were gone this weary spell, 
Occupying «@ strange hotel, 

My heart resembled a hollow drum— 
Nothing could fill the vacuum ; 

Oh, it is time you were here ae 

To stay the longing and staunch the pain. 


Yes, and it's time for your own sakes too, 
Who are not a very united crew ; 

For some of you follow the Wee Free quest 
And some with the Tories have coalesced— 
Causing a split that you can't repair 
Except in the old familiar lair. 


Changes, I fear, have cast a blight 

On the haunt of sweetness, the home of light; 
Horrible hutments block the line 

Of vision across your Thames (and mine); 
But, once you are back, Sir Air, no doubt, 
Tor love of his Club will wipe them out. 


Reason enough for me to yearn 

From the pit of my tummy for your return, 
Apart from the neighbourly joy that I 

Take in your caravanserai, 

In its simple charm and its old-world grace, 
And the cachet it gives to Whitehall Place. 

O. 8. 


DUAL MENTALITY. 


Sir,—I take the liberty of sending you a curiosity of 
literature that may perhaps interest your readers. [am a 
contributor of occasional articles to the more thoughtful 
section of the Press, and last evening I was engaged upon 
an essay entitled “ Moral Evolution and the League of 
Nations.” Owing to the contemptibly inadequate ration 
of coal allowed us by the local Fuel-Overseer I am nowadays 
compelled to do my spare time writing in the drawing- 
room, Which is also occupied after dinner by my wile. 
Usually I am able, as the result of a rigorous course of 
sel{-training, to divide my brain into two water-tight com- 
partivents, concentrating the one upon my work and 
simultaneously lending the other to a discussion with my 
wife on domestic and other topics. On this occasion, 
however, owing to some obscure aberration which ap- 
pavently produeed a form of mental short-circuiting, the 
two compartments refused to work independently, with 
the result that the article, which I enclose herewith, 
emerged in a somewhat unconventional form. It was only 








strange efiect, of which I was at the time quite unconscious. 
Possibly some of your readers may be able to advance a 
scientific explanation of this interesting phenomenon. 
Yours truly, (Rev.) Tuomas Froprae, D.D. 
[ENcLOsuURE. | 
It is fervently to be hoped that the present obscurantist 
attitude of the United States Senate will not be allowed to 
wreck the project of the League of Nations before it is 
even launched. Allowing for differences in temperament, 
it cannot be gainsaid that by her continued neglect to dust 
the dining-room mantelpiece Florence has fully merited 
a month's notice. Whether, however, in view of the 
alarming growth of Bolshevist activity all over the world it 
would be wise at this juncture to court still further State 
upheavals must depend on Cook's future performances. 
Certainly the cutlets to-day were grossly underdone; but 
blood is thicker than water. The lofty traditions of Anglo- 
Saxon friendship and co-operation forbid the notion that 
eggs should go any higher; while the obsession of the | 
Monroe Doctrine cannot altogether account for the fact | 
that Skinner’s bacon is a disgrace. Of course the question 
of arousing American opinion by means of an organised | 
campaign is one entirely for the Profiteering Tribunal, and, | 
| 
| 





if the bathroom waste-pipe is choked, the Government 
must find a way out, 

On the other hand, it would be idle to deny that one of | 
the most disheartening aspects of the situation is Mrs. 
Tomlinson’s new sealskin jacket. Admitted that her 
husband has just made a small fortune by a regrettable | 
speculation in Oils, this policy of isolation from the essential! 
concerns of civilisation at large is one that cannot be 
logically defended. Nor is it to be supposed that Susan 
Dillwater’s engagement has been broken off merely from 
a desire to avoid unprofitable European entanglements. 
What the young women of to-day are coming to is a ques 
tion that President Witson could doubtless answer if he 
would ; but the imminence of an election campaign lends | 
a certain piquancy to the fact that Coasin Jane’s chilblains | 
have lately been much worse. If the brotherhood of man. | 
kind is to be something more than an empty phrase, it | 
should be rubbed with embrocation night and morning. | 

This will give the protagonists of a lasting world-wide | 
peace an opportunity to stop the tittle-tattle that goes on | 
in the village, and we may then hope to discover what 
became of the rest of the bottle of claret that was opened 
yesterday to inaugurate a new era of goodwill and pros 
perity, when the voice of strife shall be for ever hushed | 
and Mrs. Tibbits’s twins have ceased from teething. 


— —— so | 


CHRISTMAS DESSERT. 
THE grown-ups eat their oranges sitting in their places ; 
They take so long about it, they wear such sober faces ; 
With their knives and forks of silver they cut away the rind, 
And what a dreadful lot of juice they always leave bebind. 


Tom and I eat oranges sitting on the ground ; 

We use our thumbs for boring, and, oh, the squeegy sound 

Of sucking through the sugar-holes! the pips we nearly 
swallow ! 

We drink up our orange-juice until the skins are hollow. 


“Russian PANCAKES. 
Two ounces of flour, two ounces of into small pieces. Break 
one egg into eggs. Beat all well together. Grease four saucers, half 
fill with the mixture and bake for twenty minutes, Spread jam on 
each pancake and fold over.”—F amily Herald. 


We dare say it was quite a nice recipe before the Bolshe- 





on reading it over this morning that I discovered the 





viks got at it. 
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Turkey (bitterly), “THEY SEEM TO HAVE 
SEASON OF GOODWILL!” 
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Burglar (after two hours of Christmas Carols). “For 'F.vina's SAKE 'AVE ME ARRESTED. I CAWN’T STICK NO MORK OF IT,” 











BERTRAM THE BAILIFF. 


“He'll be here in a few minutes,” 

| T said; “is everything ready?” 

“ Yes, everything,” said Margaret. 
* There's a nice fat pouch of tobacco in 
his bedroom—that’s most important, 
isn't it?—and a barrel of beer in the 
scullery and a rickety wooden chair in 
front of the kitchen fire. That's all 
he'll want if he’s anything like the 
bailiffs | 've met—in books.” 

“S-sh, speak lower. Remember the 
cuckoo-clock is listening. I shouldn’t 
like the bird to know, he’s always had 
such respect for me. To think that 
after all these years, Margaret, we two 
should be sitting here hand-in-hand "— 
I seized her hand hastily—* sitting here 
four-in-hand, [ mean hand-in-hand, 
before the dying embers waiting for 
the bailiffs!” 

* But there 's only one man coming,” 
said my wife, and she threw a log on 
the fire. 

| “That makes it all the worse. They 
insult us by thinking one is enough for 
| the likes of us.” I was growing bitter. 

“ Well, one is enough for me. I do 

_ hope we shail get on with him. They 're 





nice kindly men as a rule, aren't they ? 
Willing to help in the house and nurse 
the baby and all that?” 

“That is so, Margaret. At least ac- 
cording to the novels of my youth; but 
they may have changed all that.” 

“Don't you think we ought to hire 
a baby for him? He may become vio- 
lent when he finds there isn't one. 
He may suspect us of smuggling it 
away to prevent the landlord distrain- 
ing on it,” 

There was a thud on the door. 

“‘ Here he is!" cried Margaret, and I 
turned and went with heavy tread to 
let the bailiff, or rather the bailiffs 
man, into my home. 

A few days later I met my Uncle 
Gregory. “ My dear boy,” he said, “ is 
it really true? Have you got the 
b——,; have you got them in?” 

“Only one. And he's the bailiff’s 
man, I believe. The bailiff, you must 
know, is much too superior a person to 
come himself; he only attends Royalty. 
You have to give his man plenty of 
beer and a chair by the kitchen fire, 
and lots of shag now that the beer is 
Government beer, and then——”’ 

“ Yes, I know,” interrupted Uncle 





Gregory crossly, “then they nurse the 
baby for you and help in the house. 
I've read just as many novels as you 
have. The beggars aren't like that in 
real life, though.” 


‘‘ But this one is, Uncle Gregory. He 
nearly wept when he found there wasn't | 
a baby to be nursed. We ‘ve grown quite | 


fond of him. Bertram is his name.” 
“Well, I can’t think how you've 

managed to get yourself and that 

poor girl into such a disgraceful pre 


dicament,” burst out Uncle Gregory ; | 


“surely with your income——' 


“To tell the truth,” I interrupted, | 


“T’ve been rather extravagant lately. 
Margaret sent me to get her a penny 
packet of nasturtium seeds for the 
window-boxes, and I got her six for 
tivepence halfpenny. She's just as bad 


herself, though ; I cannot get her to eat | 
So the | 


her bubble without a squeak. 


result is we've been living beyond our | 


income for some time past.” 


“ But had you saved nothing at all, | 


Gerald?” 

“Oh, yes. But we broke open the 
sixpenny money-box some time ago, 
and the china pig with farthings in 
went to pay the gas bill. So now the 


| 
| 
| 
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landlord has put in the alli or 


rather his man,” 
a Well, I don’t understand you,” said 
Uncle Gregory. 
“I know; but you will soon,” I said 
darkly as he strode away. 
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TELEPHONE THRILLS. 
Lorp FirzPuRPLE HAS JUST RUNG US UP. 
Wife. “No 


VER DO Yot HINK, GEORGE? 


| bright orange-paper had met with no re 


sponse. Once more a scandaliz ed family 
‘6 more we 
good old 


came to the rescue, and on 
parted from Bertram, ou 
one of our oldest, we began to 


When I got home that evening I| consider him. 


found that our conversation had already 


borne fruit. 
“ Aunt Elizabeth has only just gone,” 
said Margaret. 


“She's been lecturing | 


On hearing of his third appearance 
in our kitchen our relatives summoned 
us to a family council. 
“ Have you any 


explanation to 


me on our bad management and the | offer,” thundered the head of the clan, 


Spindrift lives we've been leading.” 
“Spendthrift,” I said. 
“ Yes, that sort of life. And she said 
We were disgracing the family. Bertram 
made us toast for tea, though.” 


the family feel disgraced to the point 
of paying up the landlord, or will it 
not?” 

“T’m afraid it will,” said Margaret ; 
and she was right. 
, A few days later we bade a reluctant 
newrell to our visitor, for we had 
ecome quite fond of the kindly old 
man. ; 

In a fortnight, however, he was back 
again, put in by the justly incensed 





“for your disgraceful improvidence? 
Surely with your income and a little 


| 1 . 
| method - 


“Oh, but I’m awfully methodical,” 
I said, “I keepa carefully worked out 


“The question now is, Margaret, will) scale of bills, which I settle in a cer- 
tain fixed order, so as to leave only one 


creditor gnashing his teeth at a time. 
First, the landlord gnashed, after him 
the grocer, then the baker. The next,” 

I consulted a note-book—*" yes, the 
next to gnash is my tailor, I think.” 

“And why on earth must you let 
things get to such a state? Surely 
with your income——”’ 

« But I’m not complaining; we like 
our Bertram; he’s very good com- 











VARI. 








” 


~IN HERROR.” 





pany and useful in lots of ways. He 
dusts the cuckoo and exercises the 
carpet-sweeper. To be sure he doesn’t 
nurse the baby; but how can he? 
There isn’t——”’ 

“ Enough of this nonsense,” said my 
Uncle Gregory; “we mean you to 
realise that you are disgracing the 
family, and that something must be 
done.” 

« Well, then,” I said in desperation, 
“perhaps you can suggest some other 
way of getting a servant. You must 
admit we're the only members of the 
family who don't have to answer the 
door themselves. You say we're dis- 
gracing you, but I think you ought to 
be very proud of us and of Bertram the 
Faithful Retainer.” 

There was silence; then a subdued 
rustling as the family melted slowly 
away, leaving Margaret and me to our 
triumph. 

Three weeks later Bertram placed six 
postcards on our breakfast-table. 

Each was from an uncle, aunt or 
other member of the family, and each 
bore the same words :— 

« We have the bailiffs in.” 
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BERTRAM THE BAILIFF. 


_ “He'll be here in a few minutes,” 
| I said; “is everything ready?” 

‘Yes, everything,” said Margaret. 
“There's a nice fat pouch of tobacco in 
his bedroom—that’s most important, 
isn't it?—and a barrel of beer in the 
scullery and a rickety wooden chair in 
front of the kitchen fire. That's all 
he'll want if he’s anything like the 
bailiffs ve met—in books.” 

* S-sh, speak lower. Remember the 
cuckoo-clock is listening. I shouldn't 
like the bird to know, he’s always had 
such respect for me. To think that 
after all these years, Margaret, we two 
should be sitting here hand-in-hand ”’— 
I seized her hand hastily—* sitting here 
four-in-hand, I mean hand-in-hand, 
before the dying embers waiting for 
the bailiffs!” 

* But there ’s only one man coming,” 
said my wife, and she threw a log on 
the fire. 

“That makes it all the worse. They 
insult us by thinking one is enough for 

| the likes of us.”” I was growing bitter. 
| Well, one is enough for me. I do 
| hope we shall get on with him. They ’re 





nice kindly men as a rule, aren’t they ? 
Willing to help in the house and nurse 
the baby and all that ?”’ 

“That is so, Margaret. At least ac- 
cording to the novels of my youth; but 
they may have changed all that.” 

“Don’t you think we ought to hire 
a baby for him? He may become vio- 
lent when he finds there isn’t one. 
He may suspect us of smuggling it 
away to prevent the landlord distrain- 
ing on it.” 

There was a thud on the door. 

“ Here he is!” cried Margaret, and I 
turned and went with heavy tread to 
let the bailiff, or rather the bailiff’s 
man, into my home. 

A few days later I met my Uncle 
Gregory. “ My dear boy,” he said, “is 
it really true? Have you got the 
b——; have you got them in?” 

“Only one. And he’s the bailiff’s 
man, I betieve. The bailiff, you must 
know, is much too superior a person to 
come himself; he only attends Royalty. 
You have to give his man plenty of 
beer and a chair by the kitchen fire, 
and lots of shag now that the beer is 
Government beer, and then re 
“Yes, I know,” interrupted Uncle 


» 





Gregory crossly, “then they nurse the 
baby for you and help in the house. 
I’ve read just as many novels as you 
have. The beggars aren't like that in | 
real life, though.” 

“ But this one is, Uncle Gregory. He 
nearly wept when he found there wasn't | 
a baby to be nursed. We've grown quite | 
fond of him. Bertram is his name.” 

“Well, I can’t think how you've 
managed to get yourself and that 
poor girl into such a disgraceful pre 
dicament,” burst out Uncle Gregory ; 
“surely with your income——”’ 

“To tell the truth,” I interrupted, | 
“I’ve been rather extravagant lately. | 
Margaret sent me to get her a penny | 
packet of nasturtium seeds for the | 
window-boxes, and I got her six for | 
fivepence halfpenny. She's just as bad | 
herself, though ; I cannot get her to eat | 
her bubble without a squeak, So the | 
result is we’ve been living beyond our | 
income for some time past.” | 

“ But had you saved nothing at all, | 
Gerald?” 

“Oh, yes. But we broke open the | 
sixpenny money-box some time ago, | 
and the china pig with farthings in | 
went to pay the gas bill. So now the | 
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Spindrift lives we 've been leading.” 
Surely with your income and a little 


“ Spendthrift,” I said. 
“ Yes, that sort of life. And she said | method - 
We were disgracingthefamily. Bertram} “Oh, but I’m awfully methodical,” 
made us toast for tea, though.” said, ‘“] keep a carefully worked out 
“The question now is, Margaret, will | scale of bills, which I settle in a cer- 
the family feel disgraced to the point | tain fixed order, so as to leave only one 
of paying up the landlord, or will it| creditor gnashing his teeth at a time. 


not?” First, the landlord gnashed, after him 
“T’m afraid it will,” said Margaret ; | the grocer, then the baker. The next,”’ 
|__T consulted a note-book—“ yes, the 


and she was right. 

A few days later we bade a reluctant | 
farewell to our visitor, for we had| 
become quite fond of the kindly old | 
man. 

In a fortnight, however, he was back 
again, put in by the justly incensed |our Bertram ; 


next to gnash is my tailor, I think.” 
“And why on earth must you let 
things get to such a state? Surely 
with your income——" 
“ But I’m not complaining; we like 
he’s very good com- 

















pany and useful in lots of ways. 
dusts the cuckoo and exercises 
carpet-sweeper. To be sure he doesn’t 
nurse the baby; but how can he? 
There isn’t——” 

“ Enough of this nonsense,” said my 
Uncle Gregory; “we mean you to 
realise that you are disgracing the 


our kitchen our relatives summoned | family, and that something must be 


done.” 
« Well, then,” I said in desperation, 


You must 
admit we're the only members of the 
family who don't have to answer the 
door themselves. You say we're dis- 
gracing you, but I think you ought to 
be very proud of us and of Bertram the 
Faithful Retainer.” 

There was silence; then a subdued 
rustling as the family melted slowly 
away, leaving Margaret and me to our 
triumph. 

Three weeks later Bertram placed six 
postcards on our breakfast-table. 


me on our bad management and the | offer,” thundered the head of the clan, |“ perbaps you can suggest some other 
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WAITS AT THE CROSS-ROADS. 
Severav pairs of heavy boots were 


dragged as far as the lamp at the cross- 
roads. Then the band played. 


After a single performance of a carol 
tune I heard a massive form clamber- 
ing over my rockery, and horny thumbs 
seeking the bell-push. Waving my 
retinue of servant aside, I myself 
opened the door, more in anger than in 
sorrow, and spoke without reserve to 
the musician who stood there holding 
« dented euphonium in one hand and 
touching « few fragments of hat with 
the other. 

In a voice that was gentle though 
husky he offered an explanation of his 
visit. “There's some as don’t like us 
to go too far, guynor, so we gives a 
sample and then calls to discuss 
business.” 

I don’t understand,” I replied, “and 
in any case come off those bulbs.” 

* S'posin’ you don’t ’appen to be fond 
of a bit of music,” he said tolerantly, 
“p'ra’ ps there 'ssome—er—friend you'd 
like us to visit, now you know our 
style. Ten chunes, carrils and what- 
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Angels’ over and over for five bob, 
that’s our tariff,’ and he breathed on 
the breech of his instrument and 
polished it lovingly with his sleeve. 

I was quick to catch his meaning, 
and it was but the work of a moment 
to select one of my—er-—friends. 

“Take this seven-and-sixpence, my 
good man,” I said. He obeyed. “Go 
to the Avenue, to a house named 
‘Woodside’; play there. It is sure to 
be appreciated.” 

I returned to my fireside well pleased 
to think that Raunder, the president of 
our local orchestral society, was about 
toreceive some return for his outrageous 
conduct which compelled me to resign 
my place as second flute. 

I could hear the shuffling of feet, 
but when the musicians moved away it 
was not in the direction of the Avenue. 
Hatless I pursued them. The one who 
had called on me turned politely to meet 
me. 

“Scoundrels! I pay you to go to 
Woodside, and you move off in the op- 
posite direction, Give me back my 
money,” 
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THe REACH OF ALL.” 


** You said ‘The Lilaes,’ Bill,” said the 
Cornet reproachfully ; and the Mupho 
nium, looking puzzled, replied tha 
“The Lilacs” was certainly what he'd | 
understood the gentleman to say. 

“Some misunderstandin’, Sir,” he 
said blandly, feeling in his pocket. “ 1! 
I'd ‘ad any idea it was ‘ Woodside’ 
I couldn't never ‘ave took the money. 
Couldn't ‘ardly go back to‘ Woodside,’ | 
could we, Sam?” | 

‘ Imposserble,” said the Cornet. 

‘““Go back! What do you mean?” 
I asked. 

«* Well, guvnor,” saidthe Euphonium, 
“if we was to go playin’ at ‘ Woodside’ 
the gent there would want to know why 
we wasn’t up ‘eve playin’ outside o' your 
i'ouse, like what ‘e told us;” and he 
|handed me three half-crowns, two of | 
which, | subsequently discovered, were 
bad ones. 








THOUGHT FOR TO-DAY 
Large streams from Little fountains flow, 
Tall oats from little acorns grow.” 

Daily Lape 

We hope the Foop-ConTROLLER knows 

about this. 
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THE SPREAD OF LAWLESSNESS. 
HOLDING THE FRONT LINE AT OUR BANKS 


THE WAR ON WONDERLAND. 


The Dottoressa Monressont, the renowned Italian Educational 
formerly lecturer on Pedagogical Anthropology in the University of 
Rome, has, during her recent visit to England publicly commented 
on and justified the absence of fairy-tales in the mode: Italian 


system of children’s education 


Tre learned Dottoressa MonrTEssont, 
Whom neo-Pestalozzians idolize, 

Crowning her with a special crown of glory — 
A halo of a supra-normal size, / 
But whom Victorians, whether Whig or Tory, 
Regard with dubious or indifferent eyes, 
Has eloquently ventured to assail 
Che domination of the Fairy Tale. 


Little she cares for ANDERSEN or GrivM, 
And all the wizards who have long beguiled 
With their caprice and fantasy and whim 
_ The instincts of the self-expressing child, 
Great Pan is dead, and now along with him 
The fays must follow, ruthlessly exiled 
By fiat of the famous Dottoressa 
Aud the enlightened teachers of Odessa 


Avaunt, then, elf and mannikin and pixie ; 
Avaunt, O tribe of leprechauns and gnomes; 

Avaunt, troll, imp and watersprite and nixie, 
You are not fit for self-respecting homes ; 


ty 


| 


| 


Beings so wayward, so detached and tricksy, 
\ffront the latest grandeur that is Rome's; 

We have no longer any use or need 

For Puck or Peaseblossom or Mustardsced. 


Well, well, it is an arduous task, | trow, 
To keep the realm of Oberon out of bounds 
While still the horns of elf-land faintly blow, 
Charming initiate ears with delicate sounds, 
And while the little people come and go 
On lone enchanted knolls and mossy mounds, 
With WaLTer pe LA Marg, “ R, F.” and Yeats, 
Warders and watchers of the ivory gates. 
And you, Signora, who would banish fairies, 
‘Take heed lest your emancipative zeal 
In extirpating fanciful vagaries 
Estrange your friends and limit your appeal ; 
Of wonder and surprise each child the heir is, 
And ‘tis a crime that heritage to steal ; 
Rather let us the children’s treasure cherish, 
For where no vision is the people perish. 








Notice received from a laundry——not in Ireland :— 
‘It is expected that all Laundries will be overwhelmed with work 


t Christmas time. To prevent delay and disappointment we would 


ree all our Customers to 
Sexp THE EXTRA CHRISTMAS WASHING DURING THE FIRST 
TWO WEEKS IN DECENPEER.”’ 
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AUCTION HANDICAPPING. 


“No,” said Vernon Umpleby in a 
tone of cheerful retrospect as he mani- 
pulated an under-vitalised soda-siphon 
—* no, Sandy, I’m afraid that you 
Scotchmen are no good at auction.” 

“There was once a Scotchman who 
was put up at auction,” I said, “ but 
there was no sale.” 

“No bidders, you mean,” said Ver- 
non, talking indistinctly through the 
bottom of his tumbler. 

‘*On the contrary, there were plenty 
of bidders; but the upset price was too 
high.” 

“Rot!” said Vernon, 

“T'm not a bit downhearted because 
you have won two evenings at bridge. 
We did rather better to-night.” 

“ Yes,” said Vernon; ‘ you were only 
eight hundred down to-night and twelve 
hundred down last night.” 

“ Anyhow, it might be worse.” 

“ Which how?” 

“We might have been playing for 
half-a-crown a hundred instead of ten- 
pence a thousand.” 

‘| thought it was twopencea million.” 

“Did you?” I said. “Then it’s 
lucky for me I didn’t win. I should 
hate to have trouble with you in your 
own house about the stakes.” 

“ Don't worry about that,” said Ver- 
non kindly, ‘ We could soon settle the 
| trouble outside the house. At least you 
would be outside,” 

“Thanks,” I said, rising. “I can 
take a hint as well as any man,” 

* Yes,” said Vernon. “And, being 
Scotch, you can take a drink as well as 
any two men. Help yourself, and sit 
down.” 

[ did both, 

‘Look here, Sandy,” said Vernon, 
‘I don’t like winning your money.” 

“ Being a Yorkshireman, it must cut 
you to the heart.” 

“I'm going to offer you a handicap,” 
Vernon said. ‘ You see, there’s prac- 
tically nothing to choose between our 
wives.” 

“I’ve only one,” I said, “and I 
prefer her to any other. And you 
wouldn't have said that about them if 
they hadn’t gone upstairs half-an-hour 
ago.” 

* Let’s talk sense,” said Vernon, a 
little testily. 

“* Well, you begin.” 

“I’m quite serious,” said Vernon ; 
“IT want you to have a run for your 
money. So I propose to give you a 
handicap.” 

“I’ve got one already,” I objected. 
“As they don’t play for anything and 
as I play with allan and as she is 
your wile she gets half of your winnings. 
She must be tenpence in over these 





two nights. I noticed that she went 
up to four diamonds and five no- 
trumps to-night, and you doubled each 
time. We lost about five hundred on 
those two hands.” 

“Margot does go a bit above her 
paper,” said Vernon judicially. ‘So 
we must allow for that in the handicap. 
Let me see x 

“Tecan give you two strokes a hole 
at golf,” I suggested helpfully. ‘“ How 
would that do as a basis?” 

“T don’t see how it would work,” 
Vernon answered. 

“ Quite simply,” I said persuasively. 
“Let's take it that a round of golf is 
equal to a rubber at auction. I give 
you thirty-six strokes on a round of 
golf, so you will give me thirty-six 
points on a rubber of auction—below 
the line, of course.” 

“ But that would be a game right 
away,” Vernon objected. 

“Not necessarily,” I said. ‘ You 
see, I might elect to take eighteen 
points on the first game and the other 
eighteen on the second or third—if 
there was a third. Then Margot and 
I would only want two tricks in clubs 
or better to take us out.” 

“I see your idea, of course,’ Vernon 
said, ‘* but it sounds a bit complicated. 
Mine was to let you score game at 
twenty points, and Ethel and I would 
have to make the usual thirty. That's 
giving you a third of the game—fairly 
generous, | think.” 

“ For a Yorkshireman, perhaps it is. 
I give you thirty-six strokes a round 
at golf and you offer me a third—six 
strokes—at auction. Of course you 
can’t play golf for nuts.” 

“No more can you auction,” Vernon 
said hastily. 

“That completes my case, m’lud,” I 
said, rising to my feet and sitting down 
again. 

“ Surely,” Vernon grumbled, “ if I let 
you score game at twenty, that’s good 
enough for you?” 

“No,” I answered, “ not nearly. But 
I’ll compromise with you. I'll take 
three bisques in each rubber.” 

“ Three points, do you mean?” 

“No. Three tricks, of the current 
value, at any time just after a hand 
finishes. And I'll take my bisques 
singly or all in a lump, just as I 
please.” 

Vernon thought over this a moment. 

“I don’t mind trying that, just for 
fun. And I don’t mind betting you 
three to one in half-crowns that you 
won't win, even with three bisques.” 

“T’'ll take that,” I said, “over the 
next three nights.” 

“Good,” said Vernon, chuckling. 

“Of course we are making a fresh 
start?” I asked, 





“ Yes, if you like to put it that way.” 

“We start fair and level again?” 

“ Yes, yes,” Vernon agreed, 

“Then you'll begin by paying me 
back that one-and-eightpence.” 

* Well, of all the—the—Scotchmen,” 
Vernon said explosively. 

He rose from his chair, took some 
change from his trouser-pocket, picked 
out a shilling, a sixpence and two 
coppers, and put the rest back. He 
looked thoughtfully at the one-and- 
eightpence, and then slowly returned 
it to his pocket. 

“No,” he said—*no. On second 
thoughts I won't. I don’s want you 
to have a bad night. If I gave you 


back all this money you wouldn't be 
able to sleep for joy.” 


x : * * * 
Next evening we played on the three 
bisques per rubber basis. On the first 
hand Margot and I had an absolutely 
fool- proof heart call, and went out | 
with four tricks, In the next game | 
we went a thin diamond and made 
two tricks, fourteen, and, taking three 
bisques, twenty-one, ran out game and 
rubber. 

The next rubber, after several hands, | 
made them twenty-four to our twenty- | 
one in the first game. We had agreed | 
to hold up our bisques, and a lucky odd | 
trick in spades took us out. In the | 
second game Vernon and Ethel had a | 
little slam in no trumps. 

“Game and game,” said Vernon 
joyously. 

“No,” I said, “on the contrary, we 
take our three bisques here, and that’s 
rubber to us,” 

“Hang it all, we’ve made game, | 
haven’t we?” 

“Perhaps. It’s rather a technical 
point; but three bisques in no trumps 
is game to us, and two games make a 
rubber. I stand by my agreement.” | 

* Yes, the Scotchman keeps the Sal) | 
bath and everything else he can lay his | 
hands on.” 

Including his bargain,” I said, “ and | 
his temper.” 

After that Ethel suggested tactfully 
that handicapping by bisques seemed 
rather silly, and Margot that if was a 
fine evening for snooker pool. R. K. R. 














Sport in Ireland. 
“____ Horen, County DoNEGAL. 
Safe sea bathing; salmon and trout fishing ; 
roughs hooting during winter months.” 
Sporting Paper. 


A Situation de Luxe. 
“Cook-General wanted; good home and 
good wages ; work all put out.”—Local Paper. 
This is the sort of place all the girls 
are looking for; as our cook cailed it, 
“the sinecure of every eye.” 
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THE MAN WHO BELIEVED IN SAYINGS. 
“YOU CAN LEAD A HORSE TO THE WATER,” | 





























Guest, “I'm sonny, I 
Profiteer’s Wife. “On, 


DON'T PLAY THE PIANO, 








SANTA CLAUS. 


Beyvonp the Pole’s remotest floes, 
Beyond the land where Esquimaur 
Harry the furtive seal and dare 
The pimply walrus in his lair, 
| You'll find—if you should chance to 
reach 
| That distant spot—a silvery beach 
| Stretching away to uplands wide 
Where herds of reindeer, gentle-eyed, 
| Browse upon toothsome herbs that grow 
| All warm and snug beneath the snow, 
And frosty gnomes in jerkins blue, 
The keepers of the caribou, 
Come for the milk that never fails 
To fill their silver milking-pails. 
Wide-horned and fleeter than a bird 
The great white fathers of the herd 
Browse near their less imposing wives, 
Impatient till the hour arrives 
When, from High Bergland’s starlit 
plain, 
Great Santa Claus rides South again 
| With simply sacks and sacks of toys 
| For well-conducted girls and boys. 
High-perched above the soundless 
strand, 
Where marble-stiff the billows stand, 





Yet sheltered from the Arctic breeze 





By groves of sparkling Christmas-trees, 

Where blood-root and the Christmas 
rose 

And every flower that braves the snows 

Bloom, and the tender snowdrop 
smiles 

And dreams of sun-enchanted isles— 

A long, low log-house all of fir 

Is full of bustle, noise and stir, 

As, spurred and booted, Santa comes 

And stamps his feet and blows his 
thumbs 

And leaps into his jingling sleigh, 

Crying, “ Heigh presto! Harkaway! 

Expect me back on Christmas morn ; 

God bless my soul! where is that 
horn ?”’ 

Oh, week by week and day by day 

Old Santa’ Claus has worked away 

With gnomes in hundreds at his beck 

To nail and glue, to pack and check 

Horses and dolls and Noah's Arks 

And fubsy dogs with lifelike barks, 

Soldiers and picture-books and guns 

And woolly lambs for little ones. 

So, children, be most awfully good 

And fold your clothes, as children 
should; 

Don’t tease the cat or anger Cook 

Or dog’s-ear Father's history book, 
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Profiteer’s Wife (to lady, who has been brought by a friend). “ Now won't you play vo Us?” 
I'M A SIFFLEUSE.” 
I po HOPE YOU'VE BROUGHT YOUR INSTRUMENT.” 












Or make Nurse have to tell you twice 3 
That “Shan’t” and “Cheese it” a ; 
not rice. 
Then, when ce. Christmas morn you ris 
And pierce the gloom with eager eyes, 
Wond'ring if Santa ’s been and gone, 
While Nannie slumbers grossly on, 
Why, then—oh, then I think you'll find 
That Santa Claus has left behind, 
Within your stocking’s buiging ‘ 





08, 
The very toys you longed for so. 
ALGOL. 











Tough Propositions. 
‘‘Grerse.—Three Geese for Sale. 
Rubber Co.’’—-Local Paper. 
“ A good selection of Fancy Leather Foods.” 
Tradesman's Circular, 


Appl 


“The bride's dress was compo-ed of a deli 
cate pale tone of silk apricot georgette, which | 
harmonised charmingly with a hat of brown | 
velvet and fine straw, set off with a bunch of 
cigarettes at one side.”—Scotch Paper. 


We thought it was only widows who 
wore weeds. 





“Wanted good, single-handed Servant, 
entire charge of small house. Be good plain | 
cook.”—Church Times. 

“ Be good, plain cook, and let who can 
’ ” 


be clever! 
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THE GREAT POSTPONEMENT. 


“TRUST!” 


Prime MINISTER. 
FED UP WITH TRUSTING.” 


Intsn Pia. “I'M 
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PARTY. 


4 MINISTERIAL CHRISTMAS 


‘THERE ARE TOYS AXD TOYS.”—<Sir A 


Monday, December 15th.—A humble | gent, remarking oraculat ly, “* There are 
apology by Lord Stannore for his} toys and toys.” When achild, he him- 
share in the DouGias-PENNANT inquiry | self, for example, was quite content 
furnished Lord Curzon with an oppor-| with a lump of coal as a plaything. 

tunity for administering to the House Having been otherwise employed last 


of Lords as a whole a tremendous | Thursday, the Prime MINISTER ap- 
dressing-down. By its impulsive action | peared in the House this afternoon and 


it had inflicted pain upon a number of | gave a great deal of miscellaneous but 
innocent people and cost the State ten | not very detailed information. Thus, of 
thousand pounds. Lord Sarispury | his conversations with M. CLEMENCEAU 
made a mild protest against the manner | the only definite result recorded was 
of this castigation; but the other Peers | that the French Government had been 
seemed to think it more judicious to} given leave to float a loan in this 
kiss the rod than to provoke its further | country. Hence, no doubt, the smile 
exercise. on the face of the Tiger depicted in 
With the acceptance of the Commons’ last week’s cartoon. Mr. Brixina’s 
Amendments, the Church “ Wnabling ‘| untimely curiosity as to whether the 
Bill surmounted its final obstacle. 
measure blessed by the Archbishop of | Bonds was not appeased. The peace- 
CanTERBuRY, on the ground that it will | offer conveyed by M. LirvivorF to the 
strengthen the nationalcharacter of the | British Minister at Copenhagen had 
Church of England, and welcomed by | been returned unopened (how did the 
Lord Hapane because, in his opinion, |Government know it was a peace- 
it will turn the Church into a sect and | offer”), and the Bolshevists were told, 
lead to its disestablishment, has obvi- | 
ously a great, if somewhat d ubtful, | 
future before it. 

; In the Commons Sir AvucKLAND 
GrppEs admitted that there had been 
an enormous increase in the importa- 
tion of German toys, but, when pressed 
to prohibit it in the interests of 
British manufacturers, indicated that 





A}loan would be in the form of Premium 





if they wanted peace, to seek it from 
Generals Kourcnak and DENIKIN. 

As for Ireland there was to be no 
Home Rule Bill this Session, but only 
a statement “in outline” of what next 
year’s Bill would probably be. Mr. 
Deviin’s protest against the priority 
given to the Irish Education Billled Sir 
Epwarv Carson to ask whether educa- 
tion was not far more important than 





PARLIAMENT. 





KLAND GEDDES, 


| Home Rule. There does not seem much 


to choose between them if we accept the 
Nationalist leader’s retort that “the 
more you educate the Irish people the 
greater rebels they will become.” 
Tuesday, December 16th.—The Lords 
sat up till nearly midnight with the 
Government of India Bill, which, de 
spite some severe criticisms by Lord 
AmPTHILL, who described the author of 
the measure as “a globe-trotting doc- 
trinaire,” and an eleyenth-hour attempt 
by Lord MacDonnez t to eliminate the 
‘“‘dyarchy,” was safely piloted through 
Committee by Lord Srvua, himself the 
strongest argument for its provisions 


and the most hopeful augury of its | 


success. 
The Commons were surprised to learn 
that there is one manual worker in 


this country who has neither received | 


nor claimed increased remuneration 
since the War, although he carries out 
his duties with such efficiency that no 
complaints are ever heard from those 
for whom they are performed. His 
case would long ere this, no doubt, have 
been taken up by the Labour party, 
but for a not unnatural reluctance to 
stand on the same platform as the 
Public Executioner. 


Mr. Roserts cannot meet the request | 


for a reduction in the price of milk | 


until the British cow ceases to ca’canny. 








such action was not immediately ur- 

















































| of Hansard. 
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Manager, “Wat's THE MATTER Now?” 


~ — 


Irrepressible Comedian. “THE SOPRANO ’S 
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GOT UP TO A-FLAT AND CAN'T GET DOWN.” 








Optimists credit ber with a poten- 


| tial production of- two gallons a day, 


but at present she refuses to give even 
as much as one-and-a-half. 

The Irish Education Bill was down 
for second reading to-night, but the 
Nationalist Members, knowing perhaps 
that their Ulster brethren were very 
anxious to further its progress, were 
determined to delay it. So first, with 
the assistance of the “ Wee Frees” and 
the Labour men, they secured leave to 
move the adjournment in order to call 
attention to the suppression of The 
K'reeman's Journal by the military 
authorities in Ireland. And then, to 
make assurance double sure, they set to 
work to obstruct the Votes for the Air 
Service and the Army. 

Mr. E. Kenny, the Member for East 
Donegal, particularly distinguished 
himself. During the first part of the 
Session, I learn from the Parliamentury 
(iazette, he spoke only seven columns 
This afternoon he more 
than doubled his total output, and dis- 
played an astonishing thirst for mfor- 
ination on such diverse questions as the 
demobilisation of the W.R.A.F.’s, the 
window-cleaning of barracks, the opti- 
‘al instruments supplied to pilots, the 
charting of the atmosphere and the 
commandeering of meadow-land for 
aerodromes. By the copiousness of bis 





style and the artless manner in which 
he cloaked irrelevance under the guise 
of legitimate curiosity he recalled the 
triumphs of the late Mr. J. G. Bracar. 

So the night wore on, until at eight- 
fifteen the adjournment motion came. 
Comparatively little was said about 
The Freeman's Journal. Mr. T. P. 
O’Connor’s speech was chiefly com- 
posed of extracts from The Times, a 
journal of which I should judge him to 
be a more diligent student. Mr. Avam- 
son’s was almost entirely devoted to 
the hard case of the Irish motor-drivers, 
who have elected to lose their liveli- 
hood rather than apply for a Govern- 
ment permit; and the Irish Arrornry- 
GENERAL had professional scruples 
against freely handling a case that is 
sub judice. The Government had a 
big majority in the ensuing division; 
but the Nationalists had secured their 
object, for it was by that time too late 
to start the Education Bill. 

‘ednesday, December 17th. — Mr. 
Bonar LAwannounced that he could not 
find further time for the Education Bill 
this Session. Sir Epwarp Carson put in 
a plea for the Irish teachers, thus robbed 
of .an increase in their emoluments; 
and Mr. Devi, perceiving that he had 
allowed the Ulster leader to secure a 
tactical advantage, jumped up to sup- 
port his appeal. Mr. Law, comment- 





ing upon this sudden unanimity, dryly 
observed that, as Mr. Devuin took so 
much interest in the teachers, it was a 
pity that he had not allowed their Bill 
to come on last night. 

It is fortunate that the Munisrer 
ror Lasour is a Scotchman. A mere 
Southron would not have known what 
to make of an inquiry whether a certain 
workman had, for failing to pay his 
rates, been “ threatened with diligence, ” 
and might have been tempted to reply 
that he was very glad to hear it. But 
Sir Ropert Horne, of course, knew 
very well that “ diligence”’ is Scots for 
“ distraint.”’ 

Sir Rospert was also called upon to 
say why “immobile” members of the 
Women’s Corps were deprived of the 
unemployment benefits accorded to 
“mobile women” in the same corps, 
and made serious and suitable reply. 
But did I, or did I not, hear him hum- 
ming under his breath, “ La donna é 
mobile" ? 

A long debate on the Appropriation 
Bill might be summed up in a single 
phrase from the CHANCELLOR OF THE 
Excneguer: “ We had to repeat com- 
monplaces until we really acted upon 
them.” “ 








More Profiteering. 
“ SECONDHAND Pram, new condition ; cost 
12/- recently ; bargain, £7 10/-.”—Local Paper. 
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“HULLO, OLD DEAR, YOU LOOK A BIT 3 


“THE GUVNOR’S A SPORT—JOINED UI 
LISING MY BEST GIRL.” 





GARNISHEB. 

{By means of a “ garnishee ” order is 
from a Master in Chambers and served on thi 
debtor's banker, a creditor is able to appr 
priate, to the extent of his claim, any monies 
standing to the debtor’s credit at the bank 


Was it a lawyer who, with the im- 





sulng 


mortal incumbent of Eversley in his | 


mind, said, “It's a fine day. Let's go 
and writ somebody "’ ? 
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simultaneously and dismounted (he | was visibly tiring, and Arbuthnot 


| from Taxi, I from my more sober steed 
|—old Mobus), and we went straight 
|up to the Master and asked leave to 
| put Garnishee on the scent. Permis- 
sion being given, Arbuthnot remounted 





and the chase began. 

The affair was too exciting for me 
aie ; 
land I hacked quietly home on Mobus, 


but from Arbuthnot’s account the run 


Anyway, that fine old sportsman,| must have been a wonderful sight. 
Arbuthnot, of Arbuthnot Brothers, Sons, | Jenkins, who had early got wind of 
Nephews, Pilkington and Arbuthnot, is | danger, broke cover, it seems, from Red 
& great believer in this maxim. He} Lion Square (where he had lain doggo 
knows all the legal pack of sleuth-hounds | for some time), ran through Gray’s Inn 
well, and has hunted many a time and | Passage, along Holborn and crossed the 
oft with them (one at a time, as is the| Viaduct well ahead. Turning sharply 
custom with this pack)—Writ, Sum-|to the right through Old Bailey be 
mons, Aftidavit, Discovery, Interpleader, | breasted Ludgate Hill, and by way of 
Distringas, Trespass, Order, Appear-| the old Watling Street headed straight 
ance, Verdict, Judgment, Taxed Costs| for Barclay’s Bank, where safety lay. 
and the rest. If he has a favourite| He didn’t “know, but instinetively felt 
among them, though, it is Garnishee| that Garnishee was out for his blood. 
—by Payment out of Bank Account. | Arbuthnot by another route, not 

In Self v. Jenkins more than half the knowing the quarry had scented dan- 
pack had run, but had failed to bring| ger, and urging Taxi to the last two- 
down the quarry (Jenkins). I should! pence, hoped to head off his vietim 
have let it (and Jenkins) go at that. but Gar- 
Arbuthnot’s blood was up and he wired 
me the following hunting fixture: 

“Thursday. Meetat Law Courts, 11.0.” 

Arbuthnot and I rode up almost 





before he could reach the Bank. 
nishee, he said, was quite in order, but 
| should have been put op sooner, 

There was a view halloa by Budge 


Row: Jenkins, his tongue hanging out, 











bribed Taxi to further efforts. 

I’m sorry for Arbuthnot—personally, 
I mean ; I don't care two straws for his 
brothers, sons, nephews, the deluded 
Pilkington, or the Arbuthnot who brings 
up the rear (probably to keep Pilkington 
from bolting)—because Jenkins, who 
knows the country better, by devious 
lanes and by-ways reached the Bank 
first and had withdrawn, leaving no 
trace (not even the scent of a Bradbury 
or Fisher) by the time Arbuthnot rode 
up with his beloved Garnishee ; for 

When they got there the ledger was bare 

And so the poor hound got none. 





‘* FLOUR DOWN 
Self-raising Flour 10d. per quartern.’ 
You see the difficulty ? Itsimply won't 
stay down. 


From a football report :— 
“Qne of the centres has come to the front 
very rapidly, and may go further.” 
Daily Paper . 


Possibly even as far as the goal. 


Excerpt from schoolboy’s letter :—~— 
“T have not written lately to you, for I have 
been confined to the sanitorium with a bron 
chial guitar.” 
A very wheezy instrument. 
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A DEMOBILISED HUSTLER. 

| In another sphere George's forceful 

| personality might have-been a valuable 

| asset, but to appoint him caretaker and 
doorkeeper of our local Natural History 
Museum was akin to installing an elec- 
tric dynamo to wind up a watch. It 
was typical of his enthusiastic nature 
that he immediately proposed to do- 
nate to the institution his collection 

of curios, comprising (a) a variety of 
silk-woven postcards representing two 
hands fervidly clasped beneath the flags 
of the Allies and inscribed “ Souvenir de 
France ;"" (b) the handle of a rum-jar, 
the remainder having been shattered 
by a rifle bullet (at least that was 

_ George's explanation of its non-arrival 
in the front line, he being company- 
runner at the time), and (c) a piece of 
shrapnel alleged to have been extracted 
from George's right tibia, a statement 
that lacked confirmatory evidence. 
George furthermore suggested that he 
might in his official capacity deliver 
short lectures describing them to vis- 
itors, any profits resulting therefrom 
being regarded as his particular per- 
quisites, 

Unhappily the Committee did not 
see its way clear to accept George’s 
offer, which confirmed his impression 

| that they were a retrograde and re- 
_actionary body. George expressed this 
/ conviction to Constable Gurney, his 
| ex-platoon sergeant, who was shelter- 
/ing in the museum lobby against the 
| inclemency of the weather. 
| This ain't a museum,” said George ; 
“it's a blessed mausoleum. There 
ain’tno punch about it. They carry on 
with the same old show of stuffed 
| birdses and dusty skellingtons that they 
|'ad twenty years ago; an’ the gate 
receipts is dwindling to nothing. All 
day 1 comb the cobwebs out of my 
‘air and brush the mould from my uni- 
form. It’s the most gorgeous monu- 
ment of nothing doing I ever saw since 
our old Sergeant Drummer was de- 
mobilized.” 
“You never was one for a quiet 
| life, George,”’ said the policeman, “else 
you'd ‘ave joined the Force. Let well 
alone.” 
| “Not for me. I’ve a certain pride 
in being alive. What’s wanted 'ere is 
| a few good posters an’ a constant 
| change of programme. I’ve seen a 
| potty little museum in wakes- week 
| with only a two-'eaded calf or a five- 
| legged sheep drawing bigger money 
| than we do, But a natural '‘istory 
| specimen hasn’t got a chawnce of living 
| in one of our glass cases unless it can 
| perduce a certificate that it’s been 
| dead at least twenty years, an’ the 


| deader it is the ‘igher it stands on the 
i , 





pay list. I reckon the Committee is 
elected the same way too.” 

Constable Gurney proceeded on his 
beat, feeling that George's stay at the 
museum was not likely to be long, and 
he was not surprised when the latter 
hailed him a fortnight later and said 
he was leaving at the end of the week. 

“T gave you a month,” replied Gur- 
ney. “’Ow did it ‘appen?” 

“The Committee of Somnambulists 
find me too disturbing,” said George. 
“ First, I ‘ad a bit of trouble with ‘em 
over the skellingtons. I pointed out 
‘ow they collected the dust, an’ sug- 
gested running ‘em over with a clean- 
ing rag an’ a bit of blanco to freshen 
‘em up. They was horrified, an’ said if 
I laid a finger on any of the specimens 
except in the way of kindness [’d have 
to quit, an’ stay quit. 

“Well, a few days later I was a bit 
vigorous with one of the heggs—I dis- 
remember its Latin name, but I think 
they call it a Red-billed Wingo Bird's 
Hegg—’an it crumbled up in my ‘and. 
It was about the size of a duck’s hegg, 
an’ very rare, an’ | 'esitated about tell- 
ing ‘em. Instead I provided a sub- 
stitoot. Never mind ‘ow I got it—it 
were a good substitoot, superior to my 
mind than the original. A day or two 
later an old gent—one of our few regu- 
lar customers—was lookin’ over our 
collection of heggs, an’ 'e spotted my 
substitoot. 

“ «Strange I never noticed that be- 
fore,’ ’e murmured. ‘A most remark- 
able specimen of the Cvwm Thingabob- 
imus. I've never seen one before with 
such vivid and well-defined markings.’ 

“’E went away ina state of great ex- 
citement, and I reckon ’e must ‘ave sent 
the fiery cross an’ tocsin amongst the 
Associated Union of Orthinologists, for 
the next few days our turnstiles was 
clicking like a Cup Final. It was the 
biggest boom in the whole of our natural 
‘istory, an’ I expected every day the 
Committee would turn over in its sleep 
an’ notice there was something doing. 
Then interest began to die down a bit 
an’ the moss started sprouting again in 
the lobby. 

“+This won’t do, George,’ says I to 
myself, ‘If you don’t keep things moy- 
ing the place will be dozing off again. 
It’s up to you to wake up the Siester 
Society in spite of itself. If one hegg 
is enough to draw a decent gate,’ says 
I, ‘with a whole laying we ought to get 
a regular riot.’ 

“So I made my preparations, an’ I 
set about it; but the Chairman unex- 
pectedly ‘appened to drift in just as I 
was a-touching up all the heggs in our 
collection with a paint-brush an’ a few 
tins of enamel, and 

a x * xs a 





George now occupies a conspicuous 
position outside the local cinema palace, 
and wears a uniform resembling that of 
a Field-Marshal in the Mexican Army, 
ornamented with the facings of a Chilian 
Rear-Admiral. He reports huge busi- 
ness, and money turned away nightly. 





OLD SIR ARCHIBALD. 
A Curistmas Caron. 
Oxp Sir Archibald looked out 
With a sense of grievance ; 
This was partly due to gout, 
Partly to St. Stephen's ; 
Whitely lay the winter’s snow; 
Shone the moon with clarity ; 
Several people down below 
Stood demanding charity. 
Silver in a shining spate 
From his hand departed ; 
Thereupon the eldest wait 
Touched his cap and started :-— 
“ Following ancestral use, 
Sir, the village choir would 
Much appreciate a goose 
And some logs for firewood.” 
“ Hither, Alfred,” cried the Squire, 
“ Hie thee to the larder ; 
Give these men what they require, 
Though the times be harder.”’ 
Alfred’s brain began to jump; 
Thus his thoughts he fashioned :— 
Is the old boy off his chump ? 
Don’t he know we're rationed ? 
« Sir,” he said, ‘‘ out there I see 
Bill the breeches-maker ; 
Comfortably off is he, 
So is Bert the baker ; 





Then there's that there ’Enery Meek 


Runs a soda fountain, 
Earns his eight pound ten a week, 
And the profit ’s mountin’, 


“ Bring them port and caviare! 
Bring them pearl and ruby! 

Each of them there blokes is far 
Richer nor what you be; 

Still, Sir, as you seem a bit 
Keen on this yer giving, 

There are some that’s far more hit 
By the cost of living.” 


« Alfred,” said the grey-haired Bart., 
“ After what you ’ve hinted 

| suppose I'll have to part; 
No one shall be stinted ; 

When you've fed the village band 
As in bygone ages, 

Kindly close the-window and 
Take a rise in wages.” 

Gentles who have been enthralled 
By this simple ditty, 

Imitate Sir Archibald, 
On the poor have pity ; 

Yuletide, at which pedants scoff, 
Need have no detractors, 
Now it makes men better off 
Than their benefactors. 


EVvog. 
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. “TT WAS VERY KIND OF ¥ MY DEAR PROFESS rO TA 


tone) I TRUST IT WAS QUITE NICE?” 


smOotHe? 


set-aht! No band, an’ ’ardly any 


A RATION OF PEARLS. | coonery but son An’ then ‘er 


e lle) 
p ers, 


Wuen I was told that Emily Jane} wot wos the Queen went orf the deep 
| had gone toa matinéeat a certain House | end somethink orful abaht ‘er ‘ardships, 
| I had a conviction that she was not/an’ grahsed abaht losin’ the war for 
aware that the usual variety show had|a ‘arf-hour on end \n’ then a 


norficer come ’an took a kid orf of his 
Pore little blighter, e’ didn’t ’arf 


\ kind 


BSA 
|} given place that afternoon to a pet 
| formance of The Trojan Women, As|ma. 


| she cleared away the remains of my|’ave to go {roo the ‘oop!”’ 
] beneath the rough exterior 


breakfast on the following morning she | heart beats 

entertained me with the following ver-|of Emily Jane.) _“ Took ‘im an’ froo 

sion of her experiences : |‘im ‘orf of a cliff, they did. Me an’ 
“... An’ that wos ’ow we never! Perce wos waiting to ‘ear ‘im bump, 


rumbled they wosn’t givin’ a proper | but, lor, they wasn't up to no effecks like 
show, an’ I ses to Perce we ain't ‘arf|that.. \n’ that just started the ole 
lite, and ’e ses never mind, and bort| Queen orf agine. My, she didn’t arf 
two fortles, ’Arf-a-crahn each they | lead orf abaht them soldiers!” 
corst ‘im. But I thort it funny to see | “The Greeks,” I remarked. 
two clergymen walking into a music-| ‘“ Yus, that’s it, Greeks—a lot of 
‘all as bold as brass. an’ I nudges|blighters, Perce ses; they done the dirty 
Perce; but ’e ses, wot of it, they like|on ‘7m too, in Salonika it wos, for two 
their bit of fun, ‘specially them wot 's| drackmy in ‘is chinge for some figs... 
bin chaplins, So 1 " nuffink: but! And then the flighty bit come on wot 
- and 
orf neither; 
all the nimes she could 
Talk abaht getting the 
hird ...an’ 1 ses to Perce, I ses, * "Ere 








ses 


wen we wos settled dahn in our seats | wos the cause of orl the trouble 

’ 2 . . 5 % "oof 1’ 
: see more parsons, and pile-ficed young | the Queen didn t-’arf tell '¢ 
ellers wiv glasses, an’ I thinks to me- she called ‘er 
self, these ain't the kind to join in - lay ‘er tongue to. 
choruses, and I ses to Perce we bin ‘ad. 








‘ad a progrem wot said somethink abaht 
some dances, and 'e set on an’ on, ‘opin’ 
against ‘ope—as if they could dance wiv 
no band an’ all . . . An’ so they kep’ 
on jawing an’ walking abaht the marble | 
floor wiv no shoes nor stockings on— 
not reel marble it wosn’t, or it wouldn't 
‘arf have bin piceadilly for their plates 
of meat.” 

When Emily Jane lapses into rhym 
ing slang I become filled with acold fury. 

“The fault is yours,” I said bitterly, | 
“if you did not appreciate the play. | 
It is the work of a Greek tragic poet 
who lived over two thousand years ago. 
The author is still the undisputed mas 
ter of pathos.” 

“Two fahsand years ago!” she ex 
claimed as she vanished with the tray 
and slammed the door. “No wonder | 
it’s a back number. An’ if,” she con 
tinued, raising her voice stair by stair 
as she descended—“ an’ if any of ow 





wiv no joy-walk nor nuflink, you can 
tike it from me it'll be a wash-out.” 


awfers tries to perdooce stuff like that, | 








And there, blushing for our genera- 
tion, I find myself in complete agree 
ment with Emily Jane. 














I’m abaht fed up, let's ‘op it:’ but ’e 


‘An’ wen the show started, blimey 


_—_— 
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_ THE ACTIVE SERVICE SUPPLY CO., LTD. 
| AslI om my way in mefti through 
the Strand serum a few days ago an 
_ individual with an air of rather cock- 
_a-hoop smartness, a velour hat on one 
side of his head, a broad gold ring on 
one finger, and a tie with the Artillery 
thunder-and-lighting zig-zag colours, 
_ caught my eye and spoke. 

‘Glad to see you so well, Sir.” 

“Thank you, Hooley,” I replied. 
‘It’s a pleasure to meet you once 
more, 

I knew him—oh, I knew him. The 
worst bombardier in the old Battery, 
but the best boxer ; sometimes the per- 
fect village idiot, sometimes, when it 
suited his book (or shall I suy his con- 

duct sheet ?), a suave and subtle diplo- 


“Go on, Hooley; 1 become intrigued.” 

“ Thought you would, Sir. If 1 may 
say so, we often used to wonder what 
they 'd allow young gentlemen like you 
te do in civil life. This Company will 
save you all alotof worry. You're all 
a little lost without a war. You've 
all got to think for yourselves now, and 
there’s no Sergeant-Major to hold 

our hand. I know the feeling myself, 
in a humble way.” 

“ And what is your Company going 
to do for us?” 

“ Why, in the first place to be a kind 
of a registry; gentlemen on the look- 
out for a war will have their names 
down in our books; and other people 
who have a promising war up their 
sleeve, but nobody to develop it, will be 





put in touch with them. I don’t ima- 





never yet been organised. We propose 
tosupply entertaining and remunerative 
upheavals to suit every taste and of 
every magnitude, from mere week-end 
riots to important campaigns. On the 
other hand, from our classified nominal 
rolls we shall be able to provide the 
agitator, the revolutionary and the 
politician with his appropriate type of 
partisan. A wide selection of | fili- 
busters, free lances and swash-bucklers 
of every grade will be available. 

«Shareholders need not necessarily 
belong to any combatant category, but 
it is proposed that a bonus should be 
added to the dividend of those who 
assist in earning it by active par- 
ticipation in hostilities.’ ”’ 

“The thing bas an alluring sound,” 
I said. “Drop me a line when your 





mat. Turn and turn 
about I used to tick 
him off in the office, 
and he to amuse me 
magnanimously with 
the gloves. This rou- 
tine was, I su ' 
frequently dlaterbed 
by the Hun, but one’s 
memory is selective. 

“ What are you do- 
ing with yourself now, 
Hooley?” I inquired 
after the usual ritual 

| of reminiscence, 

“ Well, Sir, I worked 
at the docks for a 
while, till the foreman 
insulted the Army. 
He said he could. put 
the fear of death on 
any old goldier, so I 
asked if he ‘d ever 





STAIRS; PERHAPS 





Uncle James (who after hours of making up rather fancies himself as Father Christ- 
mas), “WELL, MY LITTLE MAN, AND DO YOU KNOW WHO I am?” 


The Little Man. “No, as A MATTER OF Fact I DON’. 


” 


HE MAY BE ABLE TO TELL YOU. 





Bur FATHER’S DOWN- 


people have a really 
nice war on hand, will 
fou?” 

* Delighted, Sir— if 
you'll just pay your 
first call on allotment; 
half-a-crown per one 
pound share, Sir.” 

“ But I thought it 
wasn't necessary to be 
a shareholder ? ”’ 

“Ah, you've not 
been attending. Share 
holders need not be 
combatants, but com- 
| ba’ ants mustbe share 
| holders.” 

“Then I'll post- 
pone my application, 
Hooley.” 

“For old times 
isake, Sir, let mo put 
you down for a couple 
of shares at least 








heard a 59 coming, 
and he said, “* No,” and I said, “ Then 
listen,’ and knoeked him off the dock- 
side into a barge.” 

‘So now you're out of a job?” 

“T, Sir? You know me better. If 
you can spare five minutes I'll tell you 
what I'm doing, and I know you'll be 
interested,” 

Over a subterranean coffee and cigar- 

' ette Hooley expanded. From his breast 
pocket he produced, and with a knuckly 
hand flattened upon his knee, what 
looked like a prospectus. The politician 

_mangué veplaced the light - hearted 
pugilist and bent himself to exegesis. 

* Well then, Sir, I’m helping to float 
the Active Service Supply Company, 
Limited.” 

“Seems the wrong time to find a 
market for kit, Hooley ?” 

The ex-bombardier twirled his mous- 
_tache and smiled.. “ You've got the 
/ wrong end of the stick, Sir. We don’t 
| supply the kit for the active service, 
| but the active service for the kit.” 


gine you yourself have any idea of the 
interesting troubles active in the world 
at present. The Press isn’t paid to 
advertise them—not the smaller ones 
—and the public has no chance of 
participating.” 

“ But, my dear Hooley, surely there 
aren’t always wars going on?” 

“And if they run short, what then, 
Sir? This here prospectus—this pro- 
spectus—says, ‘ Should the Company be 
as largely supported as there is every 
reason to anticipate, a fund will be set 
aside for such an emergency as universal 
peace. It will be for the shareholders 
to decide whether this fund should be 
distributed in the form of unemployment 
pensions, or devoted to the provision 
and fostering of casus bellis between 
suitable Powers.’”’ 

“The latter 
finance,” I said. 

“ Besides being more sportsmanlike,” 
said Hooley. “ But listen again: ‘The 


seems like sounder 





market for soldiers of fortune has 





make it halt-a-crown,” 

“We'll call it half-a-erown then, 
Hooley. Why didn't you come to it 
quicker? And now you'd better go 
and apologise to the foreman.” 





THE SONG OF THE TAPE. | 
(Inspired by a frequent and tantalizing | 
message which interrupts the current | 
of news at its most eritical stage.) 
“ 'Trstine, testing, only testing 
Instruments ” but thus arresting 
Stories of the wizard breasting 
Stormy seas and always besting 
Critics; tales of judges jesting ; 
Hunters diligently questing 
Monsters tropic woods infesting ; 
While the operator, resting 
From his labours, signals “ Testing, 
Testing, testing, only testing.” 





Commercial Candour. 
‘« BARGAINS—EVENING and pay Gowns from 
4gs.; Antiques, suitable Xmas Gifts.” 
Daily Paper. 
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PUTTING HIM IN HIS PLACE. 


Master (who is learning the habit of letting his keeper place the guns). “AND WHERE SHALL I Go?” 


Keeper, “IF YOU COULD WRIGGLE INTO THEM THORNS YOU 'D BE QUITE LIKELY TO GET A RABBIT ; 


AND WHEN THE BRATERS COMES 


FORWARD YOU CAN COME ON WITH THEM.” 

















OUR BOOKING-OFFICE When you start to carry out a detinite programme and | 
By Mr. Punch’s Staff of L 5 a | don’t complete it I suppose you 're generally considered to 
(By Mr. Punch's Stag of Learned Clerks.) i have failed, and if Sir Exyest Suackieron’s Expedition is 


Or all our youthful dead none had a greater company | to be judged in this way it must be counted a failure. But 
of mourners than RonaLp Povuiron, whose memoir has || like to remember that high failure is a better thing than low 
been written by his father and published by Smmawick anp | success, and after reading South (Hemrmawy) I do not think 
Jackson. Not only at Rugby and Oxford and Reading, | that anyone will be found to complain that Sir Ernest's 
where the real fineness of “ Ronnir's” self was appreciated | aim was not high enough. I am not concerned to argue 
by his intimates, but throughout the vast throng that in| with those who deny the usefulness of Polar Exploration. 
| pre-war days followed the fortunes of English football, there '1 will just ask them to read this volume and see if they 
18 DO counting the number of those who must have felt his leant be stirred by the spirit of adventure which it | 
death as a loss personal and acute. Ronaup W. Povuton- | breathes. Sir Ernest's attempt to solve certain geographical 
PALMER (the last name a late addition under the will of his | problems was first, last and all the time a sporting one. 
uncle, to whose great business at Reading he was to have | Misfortune met him and his gallant companions consider- 
succeeded) was born in September 1889, and killed in|ably more than half-way, and after his ship, Hndurance, 
Flanders, either by a sniper or a chance shot, on May 5th, | was defeated by the ice of the Weddell Sea they were beset 
1915. The whole of his adolescent life is a record of iby extreme and perpetual peril, It is a wonderful tale and 








tugbeians and | gains much from the style of its telling. Sir Erxnper can 
on the 
Illus- 


athleticism and of increasing social service. J 
Balliol men will naturally read it with especial interest. It|claim to be at least something of a literary artist, 
is above all striking to notice how, at school, much of the| ground that he is always direct and spontaneous. 
traditional spirit of ‘muscular Christianity ' seems to have |trations as excellent as the text are given abundantly, and | 
survived, or been revived,in PoutTon and his circle, s0 that | the book is so admirably produced that I must inciude its | 
some passages in the Rugby chapters read as though they | publishers in this message of congratulation. 
might have been written by Tom Huanes. I have no space | $5.5 | 
to tell of the work with boys’ clubs that claimed so much of | | congratulate Lt.-Col. W. D. Crort on a very effective and 

r rk, Three Years with the 9th (Scottish) 


his holiday times, or of the international matches (de- | soldierlike piece of work, 
in which the amazing runs | Division (Murray). It is an admirable record of the Start, 
1915; Plugstreet Wood, The Somme, Vimy Ridge, 1916; 


scribed most graphically here), 


and still more the inspiring personality of the English 
sere fe ’ Arras, Havrincourt, Ypres, 1917; Gauche, Gouzeaucourt, 














captain are already a legend. Many will read this book, . 5 ae - 
mourning a great player and a worker of splendid promise. lthe German Offensive, the Bloody Salient again, Meteren | 
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and Hoogenacker Ridge, 1918; and lastly, ‘‘ Blue Bonnets 
Across the Border,” 7th December, 1918. A more graphic 
reminder of the fighting of the Great War, an element of 
it we tend to forget, I have rarely come across; the gallant 

author's natural and extremely crisp style compels atten- 
tion, and his sense of humour is always apparent. Many 
will appreciate with gratitude his record of a “carpeting” 
of a certain ubiquitous ex-Minister of War (not Wixstoy). 
My only regret is that the author seems to think that there 
is no other division like his own in the British army. Every 
good soldier may and should think like that. Colonel Crorr 
produces evidence to prove his case; he relies partly upon 
the testimony of the ex-Kaiser and partly upon his own de- 
preciation of praise lavished on rival divisions. But in a 
writer who should be strictly impartial this is bad; it has 
the inevitable effect of making the reader tire of this division 
and all other things Scottish. . . . Let that pass, however, 
and let all ranks read the book, together with the lay public. 
If they can, let them write an equally good account of their 
equally good units. If their % 
books are up to sample I 
will read the lot. 





I am rather afraid that, 
in spite of its title, you may 
not find Aangs and Eaer- 
ron Castixe’s New Wine 
(CoLians) very conspicu- 
ously novel, either in theme 
or manner. The peasant- 
bred hero, called to high 
estate, and by his native 
virtues generally confound- 

the knavish tricks of 
the Smart—this in epitome 
was the career of Shane, 
otherwise Lord Kilmere— 
is a figure at least as old as 
the eighteenth century. I 
think his authors deserve 
credit for a sincerity of pur- 
pose that just, though only 
holds him above the 
waves of unintentional hu- 
mour. It would have been 


just, 





and tears, and I am sure that all the truly real people who, 
in defiance of the warning I have kindly given them, ask 
for it at the libraries, will find that they can’t read it and 
will send it back indignantly. But the other people will 
enjoy it immensely and feel more at home with it than they 
have felt with any novel since Miss Brnson’s last. I hardly 
like to mention it, as it may be a symptom of approaching 
realness, but I do wish that she hadn't let “our witch” 
fight the German one, both mounted on broomsticks, during 
an air raid, and I cannot feel that the macabre incident of 
the dead who mistook a bomb on their graves for the last 
trump really fits.in; but, after all, these are trifles. Even a 
Miss Steitia Benson has to have some sort of incident to 


account for having told you all about her characters; and | 


with them, particularly Sarah Brown and her “ very wieldy 
family,” David, her Dog, and Humphrey, her Suit-case, | 
have no fault to find at all. 








COINCIDENCE. 
Captured Thief. “WEL Now, THAT'S FUNNY. 
ABOUT YOU NOT ‘ARF A MINNIT BEFORE YOU COME ALONG.” 


2 and knows exactly how to 
say them, it is not remark 
able that his books are wel- 
comed by myriads of ad 
mirers. In H.M.S.Anonym- 
ous (Jenkins) he gives us 
a few stories of destroyers 


passes on to incidents in 
his own career from 1914 
to 1918. For two and a-hal! 
years he was in command 
of a destroyer attached to 
the Harwich Force, and sub 


Cruiser Force at Rosyth 
Wherever he was or what 
ever he might be doing he 
preserved such a clear judg- 
ment of men and matters 
that anything he likes to tell 
us has a real and peculia: 
value. Referring to the 
German sailors he writes, 
“Though they were work 


I WAS JUST THINKIN 








so fatally easy to submerge 
the poorlad. I rather doubt whether I need tell you in detail 
bow Shane falls a victim to a siren with soulful eyes and a 
brutal husband ; how they are about to elope (all this time 
the original charmer of his bare-foot days goes on reflecting 
upon yet another injustice to Ireland) and are saved in the 
nick of time; and all the rest of it. Eventually, after the 
long arm of war has brought Shane as a cot-case to Lady 
Hobson's hospital, and he has escaped even from that, the 
_ hunted one bolts back to Ireland, home and beauty, with 
her tenacious ladyship hot .on his heels—and perhaps at 
this point the sustaining clasp of the CastrEs does let him 
/ under for a moment. However, even if the final scene 
hardly leaves you properly impressed, you may still thank 
_ them for a sound, workmanlike and reliable tale, such as 
_ will keep no one awake o’ nights, and may, on the con- 
_ trary, delude many into thinking that stories like that must 
be very easy to write—which is by no means the case. 


If you want to enjoy Living Alone (MacMILLAN) you 
must read it not so much in the light of reason as by the 
_ touch of sympathy. Miss Srenia Benson says herself that 
_ it isn’t a “real book” written for “ real people,” and I quite 
agree with her. It is a magic book made out of laughter 


> 


~ 





ing under the orders of a 
Higher Command their senseless brutality can never be 
condoned; but it must be admitted that they were brave 
Chivalrous or gallant they certainly were not, but brave- 

yes.” I heartily recommend a book which offers fresh testi- 
mony to the greatness of our Navy, and does it without a 
suspicion of bombast. 











‘Str Ertc Keers Goat. 

Sir Eric Geddes will have no reason to complain of any lack of 
interest among members for his Committee Room pow-pow on the 
railways. 

Sir Eric isa master in railway affairs, and although I don't suppose 
he will satisfy members, they will find it very hard indeed to bow! him 
out.’’—Daily Sketch, 

* Pow-pow " is evidently a new game, not exactly cricket 
or football, but partaking of the character of both. 


“Inpran Runner ducks, lovely fawn and white, will turn themselves 
over quickly.” —Poultry. 
Put them on a pond and you'll see. 


“To save Poland from another partition the Allies must take the 
Russian bull by the horns. The useless expedient of putting salt 
on its tail must be dropped.”—Jrish Paper. 


Only Irish bulls should be taken with a grain of salt. 


[December 24, 1919, 












As “Tarrrai” has an appareutly inexhaustible supply | 
TE : of intriguing things to say, 


before the War, and then ! 


sequently joined the Battle | 
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CHARIVARIA. 


AccorvInG to the Vicar of Matlock 
Bath, the end of the world is only | 
postponed for a few years. It is these | 
constant postponements which tend to | 
irritate people. 4 , | 


It is said that the enterprising firm 
are now asking for their money back. 


Professor Porta has now predicted that | 


last day of this month. 


newroller-skating boom j— 
is anticipated in Jan- 
uary. This seems to in- 
dicate that the banana- 
skin has had its day. 
*. 

“Occasional glasses 
of beer and slices of cold 
pie,” declares a Labour 
organ, “should lie be- 
neath the dignity of 
every policeman worthy 
ofthename.” We agree. 
The stuff could not have 
a worthier destination. 

*° 

“We do not know 
how Sir Eric Geppres 
arrived at such a fan- 
tastic figure,’’ declared 
the Federation of Brit- 
ish Industries recently. 
Personalities of this 
kind pollute our public 
| life. 





* * Second Ure 
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who paid a high price for the exclusive | lately has written to ask if the company 
cinema rights of the end of the world} will furnish him with an artificial one. 


the year will come to an end about the} 


According to The Evening Vews a | 


541 





Cariton hotels have a bet on as to which | 
-ollac : . . 
colect most in a month igs not 

rene lly accepted 
. 

“ Our idea in running non-stop omni- 
buses is to provide seats for everyone,’ 
says an omnibus official. A Peckham 
gentleman who has narrowly missed the 
non-stop omnibus two or three times 





* 


| 


* 
A hen belonging to a Reigate poultry 


+ 
In order to retrieve his reputation, | farmer has laid an egg weighing seven 


The rumour current last week, | 
that a bricklayer had laid two bricks, 
still awaits confirmation. 


ounces. 


It is only just that the price of theatre 





on” 


TALK FUNNY. 


* Don’? "5 


THAT'S "OW THEY SPEAKS IN THE 


LONDON CHARIVARL 





is feared that large numbers of these 
cars have been kidnapped and trained 
while young to a life of roguery. 

“ 


* 
Manchester has just purchased a new | 


motor ambulance capable of very high 


speed. 
its business as it goes along, 
* 


A motor char-i-bane named Edith 
got out of control at Barnstaple and | 


dashed half-way into a room in which 
a soldier was sleeping. We greatly 


lament this fresh proof of the marked | 


decay of feminine modesty. 
* * 


“There is a shortage of houses,” 


said Mr. Lioyp Grorae at the Caxton | 


Hall. We feel that the Premier ought 
ja] to be more guarded in 


|his speeches. Things 
|like that might get 
about. , 


* 

Since Mr. Hain woop, 
M.P., has stated in the 
House that an execu- 
tioner gets double fees 


is said that Scotsmen 
|are becoming more up- 


| pish than ever. 
* 


Le Motin says that 





crowned King of Kurd- 
istan. It serves him 
right. m 


It is rumoured that 
Mr. C. B. Cocnran, 
whilst on his way to 
Awerica, sent a wireless 





SOUNTRY.” : : 
: Jretania to the English 





} 


In the Chamber of Deputies the| 
Minister or Reconstruction said it | 
| would cost five thousand two hundred | 
| million pounds to restore the devas- 
| tated areas in France. It is rumoured 
that some members of the British Cabi- 
| net have offered to show them how to 
| do it at treble that cost. 
| * 
| “Or take this newly discovered 
| animal, the Brontosaurus,”’ says Mr. 
| WaLTER WINANS in a contemporary. 
We are sorry, but we would rather not. 
Sas cir 
& ere is a great scarcity of ferrets 
} in this country on account of large 
| numbers lately exported to Africa,” 
complains a writer in a sporting paper. | 
We had no idea that the Brontosaurus 
was being so unmercifully hunted. 


There is reported to be a shortage of 
coppers in London. The explanation 
that the head-waiters of the Savoy and 
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lagain, we suppose. 


| wonderfully realistic still-life study of 


tickets should be raised, declares Sir 
Atrrep Burr. A bachelor uncle writes 
to say that he has just raised the price 
of ten tickets for the pantomime, but 
that it was only just. 


A Sunday paper gossip refers to a 
employed as 
Intluence 


is now 
Law Courts. 


who 


the 


barrister 
usher 1n 


There is little chance of cheaper fish, 
says a weekly paper. Even second- 
hand fish is said to be fetching very 
high prices, 


ittractive exhibit at a 


The most 
Futurist Art was a 


recent. show of 


a railway porter. 


* 


Goods to the value of one thousand 
e been stolen from a Kilburn 


It will thus be able to increase | 





for hanging a Scot, it | 


| 
| 


Enver Pasa has been | 


message from the Mau- | 


Press, asking to be informed what was | 


the amount of his last offer for the 
Carrentier-Dempsey fight. 
. 


According to a Naturalist journal a 
most unusual number of frogs has in- 
vaded gardens and orchards during the 
latter part of this month. This, we 
hear, is arecognised sign of the approach 
of Leap Year. 


Will the gentleman who has not yet 
been awarded an O.B.E. please com- 


municate with Honours Department | 


(Retail) not later than Monday next? 








“ Although no detailed scheme for the re- 
moval of Billingsgate Market has been sub 
mitted to the Ministry of Food, the mere 
suggestion of a change of such a nature has at 
once provoked an emphatic ‘No’ from all 


branches of the trade at London's great fish 


depdt.”—Daily Telegraph. 
A bargee who heard it from the Surrey 





pounds hav 
shop by a gang u 


——_— 


sing a Ford car. It 


hI 


side is reported to have swooned. 


i 
| 
| 
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THE TALKING CINEMA. 


A RECENT announcement in the daily 
| papers states that a Swedish scientist 
has perfected a talking cinema, in which 
the reproduction of sound synchronizes 
| with the action. Of course the idea is 
| not new, though hitherto none of the 
experiments has been quite successful. 
Mr. Bertram Boom, the managing 
director of Movieland, Limited, when 
interviewed regarding the latest dis- 
| covery, gave non-committal answers ; 
but he was more communicative to a 
few friends one evening after dinner. 

“I'm all for progress—mauve dress- 
suits, increased referees’ fees and all 
that sort of thing,” he said; “but I wish 
the venerable Swede had left the picture 
proposition alone. When I heard about 
it | sent for Flickers, my producer. 

“*See here, Flickers,’ I said, ‘it’s 
always been our aim to move so far 
ahead of the times that the leaves of the 
office calendar get singed keeping pace 
with us. We've got to be on this.’ 

“Flickers chewed his gum ina lateral 
direction which I knew meant disap- 
proval. 

«“* Well, what's the trouble?’ I in- 
quired impatiently. 

“‘Jest this,’ he replied gloomily. 
‘We've got the finest team ever from 
a pictorial standpoint, but vocally— 
well, a glee party from Mudville, New 
Hampshire, would sound like grand 
opera to us.’ 

“* They won't have to sing,’ I said. 

“*Thank goodness for that. But 
est talking doesn’t help us any. Take 
Rick Reckless, f'rinstance, who features 
our “ Mustang Mike” series. He's got 
a face that might have been chipped 
from the you sierras, wears fringed 
trousers, sombreros, lariats an’ red 
flannel shirts like they’ve growed on 
him, and rides and shoots equal to the 
hardest-bit Texan cow-puncher; but 
when he starts putting over larynx 
sounds all the audience ‘ll know his 
accent couldn’t come from anywhere 
but Islington, U.K.’ 

‘* He can learn his part, like a stage 
actor,’ 

“*I should worry. Stage actors 
don’t have to get it over the footlights 
_ whilst jumping precipices and riding 
_under express trains. If our team 
have to start thinking about vowel 
_sounds and accented syllables they ‘ll 
lose pep. Besides, what about Queenie 
Gibsmere, the Fascinating Flapper? 
| We pay her a million dollar salary 
_becos she’s got the soulfullest eyes 
_ an’ dinkiest dimple in Picturedom, but 
| you know as well as I do that she talks 
_ through her nose an’ drops aitches till 

she's standing knee-deep in ‘em at the 
_ end of five minutes’ conversation,’ 


“IT know, I know!’ I groaned. 
‘But we can’t afford to be out of the 
movement. I'll see the patentees and 
arrange a trial trip on a scenario of our 
own making. We won't come to a de- 
cision on one of their window-dressed 
productions. Meanwhile your job is 
to engage a Professor of Elocution and 
persuade the troupe to take up voice- 
culture.’ 

“ A week later Flickers reported pro- 
gress like a ship’s carpenter announc- 
ing another six inches of water in the 
hold. 

“* Why I should be a producer when 
there’s honest work to be got loading 
coal barges, I don’t know,’ he said. 

“T broke it to Rick first. ‘ My dear old 
ruminant,’ he murmured,‘ I'll drop from 
parachutes or slide down avalanches, 
but as for talkin’ I’m not takin’ any.” 
But I argued till I persuaded him, an’ 
now he’s studying Bret Harre and 
Grorck Apr to get atmosphere an’ 
chewin’ filberts to harden his throat.’ 

«“*And what about Queenie? ’ I asked. 
Flickers groaned. ‘ Diflidence wasn't 
her strong suit. “I’d love to ‘ave a 
speaking part!’ she said when I told 
her. “I’ve often thought 1’d make a 
‘eavenly Juliet!’ I guess you knew 
what you were about when you pushed 
the job on to me of telling a pampered 
star that her jewels of speech want 
considerable polishin’ up and re-settin’ 
before we could exhibit ’em to the 
public!’ 

“ Flickers grouses, but be gets things 
done, so I let him have his head. 

“ Business called me away from the 
studios for about a week, and when I 
returned Flickers, looking aged but 
triumphant, said he'd succeeded in 
reeling off a few hundred feet of sound 
film and was ready togive me a private 
view that minute. ‘Right-o!’ said I, 
leading the way to our private theatre. 
‘I'm pressed for time, so just reel off a 
bit where the plot’s thickest, and we’ll 
give our decision right away.’ 

“ Flickers having arranged the phono- 
graph attachment and turned down the 
lights, a picture was projected on to the 
screen showing Rick and Queenie stand- 
ing in the middle of the boundless 

rairie that we rent from the Eden Gar- 

en City Corporation. Then the phono- 
graph started buzzing and | nearly 
jumped from my seat, for it sounded 
just as though the figures on the screen 
were talking. The dialogue went :— 

“ Rick. I’m only a doggoned ornery 
dead-beat, Miss Maisie, but I’d stake 
my last cent to call you my own prairie 
blossom, 

“ Queenie. Oh, Mike, how I ‘ave— 
have longed for this hour. 

“A Voice. Shassy across, Rick, and 





put a strangle hold on her, and we'll 





have the sob and slow music busi- 
ness. 

“In the gloom I heard Flickers make 
a profane exclamation. ‘The Voice’ 
was his; he had forgotten that, though 
you may put blinkers on a camera, you 
can’t gag aphonograph. The film went 
on relentlessly :— 

“ Rick. Is that sure gospel, Maisie, 
or are you putting a bluff on me? 

“ Queenie. My own ‘ero—— 

“ Operator, Would you mind backing 
a yard this way, Miss Gibsmere? You're 
getting out of focus. 

“This was too much for Flickers. 

“*Switch on the lights and shove 
something down that blamed buzzy- 
motor’s threat!’ he shouted. Then he 
turned to me. ‘1 hand in my resigna- 
tion, guv’ner. I’m for a course of 
finger-talking at a deaf-imute school an’ 
some instruction in the Morse Code | 
before I pose again as a producer under | 
these conditions.’ 

“* Don’t you worry, Flickers,’ said I | 
soothingly. ‘Come round with me to | 
see the patentees.’ 

“*What for?’ he eried, clutching at | 
ny sleeve in despair. ‘ Not to buy the | 
rights?’ 

““«No,’ I answered. 
hush-money.’”’ 


| 





‘To pay them 








OUR COMING GUEST. 
Soon will the parting year be sped 
And lips sball falter, “ Fust,” 
Then swift proclaim you in his stead 
As loud as they can do it; 
He had his chance—for him '18 
Had neatly knocked the Bosch out 
Yet proved the merest might-have-been, | 
The most amazing wash-out. 


He promised well—indeed, too much 
Alackaday, poor fellow, 

Each project at his palsied touch 
Turned prematurely yellow ; 

So, as he passes on the way 
All years must tread at his age, 

Thank Heaven 1’ll see no more, I say, 
His sour and peevish visage. 


And you? I know not what you bring 
By way of care or laughter, 
Until you too have taken wing 
Up to old Time’s hereafter ; 
Mayhap you'll set a tougher task, 
With strikes and such in plenty ; 
Still, at your birth this boon I ask: 
“ Be sweet as well as '20.” 





The Housing Problem. 


“The Surveyor reported that he had written 
to Mr. asking when he would be taking 
up his duties as Town Foreman, and the latter 
had replied he would come as soon as the 
Council could find him a house. The com- 
mittee decided, on the recommendation of the 
surveyor, to place a man-hole at the junction 





of Beach and Elton Roads.”—Local Paper. 
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Local M.P, (to Spokesman). “WELL, GENTLEMEN, WHAT'S THIS? 
WE ARE THE WAITS. 
Spokesman. “WE'VE COME——” 


Spokesman. “No, Str. 
M.P. “Wert?” 





A DEPUTATION? ” 


M.P. “On, I SEE. 


WE'VE BEEN PLAYING HERE FOR THE 


[December 31, 1919, 

















LAST TWO WEEKS, AND WE'VZ CALLED 


You 'vVE COME TO 4PpoLoGIsr!” 








SPARE THE SLIPPER. 


I BELIEVE one gets hardened to it in 
time. I have heard of men who can 
use a slipper on their offspring while 
they peruse the morning paper. 

“ Where’s Chris?” f said when I 
reached home. 

“ John,” said Joan, “he’s been very 
naughty and he’s had to go to bed. I 


| told him I should tell you about it.” 


“The young beggar! What's he 
been doing ?”’ 

Well, there was no doubt about it, he 
had been running amok, and—well, I 
realised what was expected of me as a 
Man and a Father. 

“I'll go up andsee him at once,” I 
said in my sternest voice. 

Joan seized me by the arm and began 
to talk hurriedly. 

“T think, if you just go and talk to 
him—I‘m sure he's sorry, really 
John, you won't ig 

“Woman,” I said, “don’t be weak 
and foolish. The boy must be taught 
discipline. This is a case for firm 








| handling. Once we overlook this ten- 


dency to self-determination—— 
As I went upstairs I pictured Joan, 

poor girl, with her head in a cushion 
—* 





trying to stifle the sounds of anguish 
from above. But I pulled myself to- 
gether and went on. 

Outside Christopher's bedroom I 
stopped to think, How should I tackle 
him? What was the correct method as 
laid down? A few quiet words, more 
in sorrow than in anger, and then— 
hang it all, a slipper seemed a bit thick. 
Still the boy must-—— 

A small voice called: “Is that you, 
Daddy?” 

Now or never. ‘ Yes, Christopher, 
it is,” I said, walking into his room. 

* Hoo! Doesn't it sound funny when 
you call me ‘Christopher.’ Doesn't 
sound like me, does it ?”’ 

“ Perhaps not," I said feebly ; “ but that 
doesn’t matter. I’ve come to talk to you.” 

“I thought you had,” said Chris. 
And then after a long pause—‘* What 
shall we talk about ?”’ 

I felt that I had better treat this as 
an opening. 

“We will talk about a little boy 
whose father was away all the day 
working. And one day, instead of 
trying to help his mother, the little 
boy——”’ 

“ What was this little boy’s name?” 
asked Chris suspiciously. 








‘‘ Never mind that now.” 

“T know.” 

* No, you don’t.” 

“ Yes, I do.,”’ 

Heavens, this wouldn't do. I pulled 
myself together. 

“Stop talking, Chris, and listen to | 
me,” 

“Bet his name’s ‘Chris,’” 
muffled voice. 

“Ah!” I said, “so you know what | 
I’ve come to say to you, do you?” 

“T think so,” said the small voice, 
grown suddenly serious. 
“ Well, what do you think I ought to 
do about it ?”’ 
“Dunno,” said Chris, beginning to 
count his fingers. 

“ Don’t you think I ought to be very 
angry?” 

‘“‘ Mother 's been that already.”’ 

“ Well, aren’t you ashamed of mak- 
ing Mother angry?” 

Christopher came out from the bed- 
clothes and sat up in desperation. 

“T’ve been bein’ sorry for hours and 
hours and hours, but there wasn’t no- | 
body here to see me doin’ it,” he said | 
tragically. And then, after a pause— | 
“Till you came to talk to me.” 

Somehow or other he had hold of one 


said a 
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of my fingers, and I think that’s what! 
did the trick, really ; although he looked 
absurdly small in bed, anyhow. 

“ Well, we ‘ll teil Mother how sorry 
you are and then forget all about it, old 
man. But it mustn’t happen again,” 
I finished weakly. 

Christopher heaved a sigh of relief. 

“'N could I have a drink of water 
and then you tell me a story?” 

* we * + 

When I went downstairs again half- 
an-hour later 1 found Joan sitting by 
the fire. : 

“ Well?” she asked brightly, looking 
up from a novel, I felt she had hardly 
played her part. I coughed slightly. 

“T don’t think you will have any 
more of that trouble with him. I’ve— 
er—settled with him all right, I hope.” 

“ Yes, I know you have, you silly old 
dear,” said Joan. “I've been listening 





outside his door for the last twenty 
minutes.” ‘ 
DANDIE DINMONTS. 


Peprer or Mustard—what's the odds ? 
Valiant, varmint, lithe and low, 

| These were the hounds that the wise 
old gods 

Took to their hunting an won ago; 

| These when the wild boar stamped and 

stood, 





at bay, 
Grim and relentless, rash and rude, 
Went for the throat in the Dandie 
way. 
| Deep in the slope of that dome-like 
head, . 
| Under that top-knot crimped and 
curled, 
Surely the fighting fire was fed 
Before the fires were cool in the 
world ; 
| Surely "twas these that the 
kept, 
Comrades in hunting, sport and war, 
Sharing the shelves w here their masters 
slept, 
Tearing the bones that their masters 
tore. 
No ?—Well, have it the way you please; 
But I'l. wager it wasn't a show-ring 
Fox, 
Poodle or Pom or Pekingese 
That bayed the mammoth among the 
rocks ; 
But something tousled and tough and 
blue, 
Lined like a weasel—arch and dip, 
Coming up late, as the Dandies do, 
And | going right in with the Border 
grip. W. H. O. 


“HovusEHOLp BriGaADE DraGHOUNDS. 
. the check was at Jones, 2nd Life Guards.” 
— Paper. 


What mappened to JonEs : 


cave-men 














These when the gaunt wolf snapped 
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Customer (irying on ready 
ALTER THAT MYSELF.” 


Modiste (graciously). “Ir you DO THE 


WILL BE NO EXTRA CHARGE.” 











made adress). ** 2 





A BIT TIGHT AT THE SHOULDER, BUT I CAN 


ALTERATION YOURSELF, MoppoM, THERE 











CHRISTMAS—AND AFTER, 

A youne lady who accidentally stood 
under the mistletoe at a Christmas Eve 
ball writes to say that what happened 
shocked her beyOnd measure. Nothing 
happened. 

* 

Everybody had a joyous time at 
Christmas, says a news item. A young 
friend of ours writes to say that he has 
inside information to the contrary. 


Another case of arson is reported from 
North of the Tweed. A Scotchman, 
finding no sixpence in his helping of 
plum-pudding, deliberately poured an in- 
flammable liquid on it and set it alight. 


Latest reports state that this year’s 
fixture between the little Kensington 
boy and the plum-pudding ended in a 





win for the former by a short neck. 


Backers of the pudding claimed a de- 


cision in their favour on the ground 
that the champion had put away a 
portion of the pudding in his ears; 
but the referee ruled that this was not 
intentional. 

: * 

Though at home and in the midst of 
the family circle, Smith minor once 
again developed home-sickness shortly 
after dessert on Christmas Day. 


“One of everything, no matter how 
tempting the array, is my Christmas 
dinner rule;” so Sir Cuarues Gress, 
ex-Mayor of Lambeth, informed a news- 
paper man, Several paterfamiliases 
have since written to say that an effort 
to introduce the rule at their own boards 
resulted in a very noisy altercation as 
to who should have the turkey. 
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Auntie. “ HAVE YOU READ ABOUT THAT PRE-HISTORIC MONSTER WHICH WAS SUPPOSED TO HAVE BECOME EXTINCT AGES AGO 


JUST BEEN SEEN IN CENTRAL AFRICA?” 
tlgy. “Yes—a kinp or Rip Van WINKLE, wasn’t rr?” 


Auntie. “Was ir? On, I THOUGHT IT WAS SOMETHING MUCH LARGER HAN THAT.” 











A PATENT AMATEUR. 


Jus? now there is a wave of inventiveness passing over 
the country. If you don't believe me ask the Patent Office. 
Perhaps the vast army of people who first thought of Tanks 
are beginning to think again. Or probably it’s a sort of 
germ that might attack anyone. 

Certainly it surprised us when it broke out in William. 
Being a journalist, he is not, as a rule, given to deep think- 
ing; and when he began to be abstracted, profoundly medi- 
tative, almost sullen, with an apparent desire to be alone, 
we thought at first it was the onset of hydrophob‘a. In fact 
we looked it up on the back of the dog-licence to make sure. 

William's remarks now became irrelevant. For example, 
alter being wrapped in silence for over half an hour, he sud- 
denly flung out the question, ‘How many people do you 
know who possess a trousers-press? ” 

laced with the problem, I confessed I could not connect 
a single acquaintance with a trousers-press. ‘ Henry hasn't 
got one,’’ I admitted. 

« Neither have I,” said William ; and he went on to remark 
that he knew many men in many walks of life, and only 
| two of them owned a trousers-press, and they shared it 
between them. Yet the inventor of this apparently neg- 
ligible article had made a small fortune out of the idea. 

“If,” concluded William, “‘ you can make a small fortune 
out of a thing that you can dispense with, how much more 
can you make out of something that you can’t do without?” 

This sentence I give as William composed it, and from 
its construction you will observe that he had ceased to be 
| a journalist from that hour. You see, when you're an 





inventor you can’t be anything else. It takes all your 
time. Judging by William's procedure you must sit up 
experimenting all night long ; you lie down in your clothes 
and snatch a little sleep at odd moments. When you walk 
abroad you stride along muttering, waving your arms and 
bumping into people; you forget to eat; your friends fall 
away from you. Let me advise parents who are thinking 
of a career for their sons never to make inventors of them. | 
It’s a dog's life. Far better to put them to something with 
regular hours, say from 10.30 to 4 o’clock, which leaves 
them with the evenings free. 

William wouldn’t divulge what his invention was because, 
he said, he was afraid of the idea getting about before he 
took out the patent. He merely told us it was a device 
which no man living could do without. But he went so far 
as to show us the inner workings of his discovery (herein- 
after referred to as It), which, not knowing what they were 
for, rather mystified us. I know there was a small suction 
valve which involved the use of water, because William 
demonstrated to us one Sunday afternoon in the drawing- 
room. He said afterwards that the unexpected deluge that 
broke over the politely interested faces gathered round him 
was merely due to a leakage in the valve, and he set to 
work to repair it at once. 

At that time William always carried on his person a 
strange assortment of screws, metal dises, springs, bits of 
rubber and the like. He pulled them out in showers when 
he took out his handkerchief ; they dripped from him when 
he stood up. I think he kept them about him for inspira- 
tion. 

William completed It in a frenzy of enthusiasm. He 
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Doctor. “ Nor MUCH THE MATTE! [TEMPERATUR PA BI 


said that nothing now stood between him and a vast {i 


our interest in the invention. Th 
the Patent Office. 


once that all was not well with William. 
did not burst in unannounced with hair dishevelled, which 
seems to be the usual way for an inventor to come into a 
room; he entered slowly and sat down heavily. 





before you ?’ 

“Most people seem to have thought of 
and absently plucked off a stray piece of rubber ft 
sleeve. “It seems to have originated in Ame 
Then a large colony of German inventors ap} lied for the 
patent; a body of Russians were imbued with the idea 
several Scandinavians had variations of it. It even seems 
to have filtered into the brain of certain West African 
tribes; and as late as 1918 a Czecho-Sloval " He 
paused, overcome with emotion. 

“ But if It is a thing man can’t do without, w 
we heard of it?” I demanded. 

“Men,” replied William sadly, 
without It. They don’t know what is good for them.” 
; Suddenly he raised his head with the lig 
in his eyes. “By the way, I was talk-ag to 


He paused 
m his coat 


rica 1n 


“seem determined to do 


] + +} 
a chap at the 














1S80, | 


t, why haven t/ 


“Is anything wrong with the invention?” | asked. 

He pulled out his handkerchief and mopped his brow. 
A metal dise fell out and rolled unheeded across the floor. 

“ Nothing is wrong with It,” he answered dully 

“You don’t mean that someone else has thought of It| 


ight of enthusiasm | 


LO 





tune, and in a mood of reckless generosity he promised us|in inventing in this country just now. 
all shares, which tended to deepen, if that were possible,|a good article out of it. 
en he betook himself to} War Made us Inventive?’ with a catchy sub-heading like 


| . Ver ea" . , s< . 8 9» 
‘Patent Officials Snowed Under’? I tell you it’s good stuff, 


: ; . | 
I saw him the following day, and it occurred to me at| 
For one thing he} journalist again. 


| 
| 


NDON CILARIVARL em Te ee 











USUAL FIFTY PER CENT., I suprosE.” 


1r-| Patent Office who told me that there’s an enormous boom 
I’m going to get 
How does this sound: ‘ Has the 


relief. William had become 


I breathed a sigh of 


THE WOES OF A GEORGIAN, 
I KNow a most gifted young Georgian bard 
Whose fate from the first has been cruelly hard, 
For, though he performs most anarchical feats, 
His early admirers compared him to Keats. 


So to rescue their minds from fatuity’s brink 
He wrote in vers libre a fantasia on Drink ; 
But his eulogists found in its atmosphere drab 
A wonderful spirit resemblance to CraBBE. 


Sut the climax was reached when he published a book 
In unseannable verse called “The Songs of a Crook,” 
And an erudite scribe in The Times (the Lit. Supp.) 
Compared him to Viton. That filled up the cup. 


Then he penned a strange ode on the beauty of Tanks, 
So outré it grievously shocked Mr. SHANKS, 

Till the Laureate found that its metrical plan 

Was forestalled by an ode of the reign of QueEN Anna. 


I have tried, not in vain, so I fervently hope, 

To solace his soul with this comforting dope: 

“They may find your psychology Plesiosaurian, 

But they never can say that you ‘re Early Victorian.” 





| 


| 
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COMEDIES FOR COSTUMIERS. 


Tur quaint old idea that the ply 8 
the thing has long been démodé. To-day 
the only thing that counts is the dresses; 
the plots of comedies are just so many 
clothes-dummies, end it is the costumier, 
and not the author, who should by right 
be called before the curtain. All this 
makes it the more astonishing that the 
dialogue takes no cognisance of an 
actress's frocks ; that the real essentials 
of a play are left to speak for them- 
selves. It is by way of an attempt to 
correct this curious conspiracy of silence 


| that the following skeleton of a costume- 
| comedy is obtruded :— 





| 
| 
| 
j 
| 
| 
| 


| 


| dustbin. 


SELF-EXPRESSION. 
Act I, 

Scunz.—Lady Cecilia’s drawing-room. 
Inter a parlourmaid, ushering in 
Miss Browne-Jones and an attendant 
gentleman. 


Maid. I'll tell Lady Cecilia you're 
here. {Exit. 

Miss Browne-Jones. How surpris- 
ingly well that girl's dress fits! 1t posi- 
tively might have beer cut in Bond 
Street. How do you like my squirrel 
cap, Jim? 

Jim. Charming, charming. Er— 
about this little affair 

Miss B.-J. It suits me, doesn’t it? 
Fur is so endearing, I always think. 

Jim. Top-hole. I sa 

Miss B.-J. And what about my coat? 
Isn't that little intervention of mole 
absolutely «tt ? 

Jim (absently). H'm—yes. Did you 
say it was found in the dustbin ? 

Miss B.-J. My coat! In the dustbin! 

Jim. No, no. The letter from Lord 








| Smallhold to Lady Cecilia. 


Miss B.-J, Oh, that. Yes, in the 
So like, Sir Maurice to go 


| prying about. But Cecilia doesn’t know 
| he knows, you know. 





[They discuss the incriminating 
letter, which ts unimportant from 
our point of view. 

Enter Lady Cecilia. She is wearing 
a fascinating little frock of henna- 
coloured tricolette that ts characterised 
by a marked simplicity deceptive only 
to the ignorant. 

Miss B.-J. (with a little shriek of 
delight). My dear Cecilia! Where did 
you get it? 

Jim. Gowned to perfection as usual, 
Lady Cecilia. 

Lady Cecilia, That’s too sweet of 
you, Jim. How are you both? (Jn 
response to Miss B.-J.’s hungry gaze) 
Rather nice, isn’t it? 

Miss B.-J. (awe-struck). Nice! It’s 
inspiring. Your dressmaker is a genius. 

[At this point the audience, refer- 
ring to their programmes for the 


name of the costumier and find- 
ing they cannot see, will make a 
mental note to look again when 
the lights go up. Meanwhile 
trifling affairs are discussed on 
the stage. 

Enter Sir Maurice, a heavy-looking 

man of about fifty. 

Sir Maurice (after the usual greetings, 
playfully). Miss Browne-Jones, I can 
see you have been shopping in Paris. 

iss B.-J. (gratified). Wrong again. 
I got these at a little place in South 
Doulton Street. 

Sir M. Another triumph for home- 
grown industries. 

Re-enter Parlourmaid. 

Maid. Please, m’ lady, may Cook 
have a word with you? 

Lady C. Certainly. (Exit parlour- 
maid. To the others) Excuse me, but 
she ‘ll give notice if I don’t go at once. 

[Eait Lady Cecilia. When she 
re-enters Miss Browne-Jones and 
Jim have left and Sir Maurice 
is alone. Lady ©. is garbed in 
a dazzling tea-gown of golden 
tissue that peeps out provoca- 
tively from a veiling of flame- 
coloured chiffon. It is held at 
the waist by a plaited belt of 
purple, green and orange silk, 
culminating in a jade ornament. 
The seams are emphasized by 
beads, which repeat themselves 
delightfully on her shoes. The 
resulting effect 1s such a master- 
piece of daring yet harmonious 
colour-blends that Sir Maurice 
and the audience forget ali about 
the Cook. 

Sir M. Hullo! That’s new, eh? 

Lady C. Of course it’s new. 

Sir M. (walking round her). It's a 
very remarkable—er—creation, is it 
not ? 

Lady C. Very. Yousee, dear, you're 
so impossibly bourgeois that it’s up to 
me to do my little best to brighten the 
fireside, isn’t it? 

Sir M. Quite, quite. Especially when 
coal is so-scarce. Very thoughtful of 
you, I’m sure. 

Lady C. Marguérite says I have a 


= gift for wearing expensive 
r 


ocks, And one mustn’t hide one’s 
gifts, must one? 

Sir M. (suddenly remembering the 
plot, sternly). No, nor one’s letters 
—in the dustbin. 

Lady C. (turning white, if possible). 
In the dustbin? 

Curran. 
Act Il. 
Scene.— Miss Browne-Jones’s drawing- 


room at tea-time, Miss BrowneJones 
strikes theright note with a black velvet 





frock whose sobriety is only relieved 





by brick-red buttons. Mrs. Vaughan- 

Smith has an air of chic in her seal 

wrap with kimono sleeves combined 

with a black satin hat underlined 
with gold lace. 

Miss Browne-Jones. Yes, the poor dear 
has taken refuge with me. Sir Maurice 
said such things—about Lord Small- 
hold, you know—she was quite shat- 
tered. Have you seen her latest after- 
noon gown? 


Mrs. Vaughan-Smith. No. Has she 
brought it with her ? 
Miss B.-J. Naturellement. Oh, you 


should see it! It’s in copper-beech 
crépe de chine, and the folds are——I 
can’t describe them—they just twine 
themselves round your heart! Andthe 
sleeves are the merest reminder. I do 
so hate sleeves that shout out they 're 
there ; don’t you ? 

[Enter Lady Cecilia, wearing the 
gown in question. She stands 
gracefully in the doorway for a 
second or two. 

Miss B.-J. There! Now isn’t it—— ? 

Mrs. V.-S. (solemnly). I have some- 
times dreamt of frocks like that. 

Lady C. (looking as fresh as paint). I 
didn’t sleep a wink last night. I was 
too harassed. So I planned out four 
new evening gowns. When one is 
really unhappy what can one do but 
dress ? 

Miss B.-J. What, indeed ! 

Enter Lord Smallhold. 

Mrs. V.-S. (tactfully). I must be 
going. 

Miss B.-J. (fretfully). LI see you out. 

[Exeunt Mrs, V.-5. and Miss B.-J. 

Lord Smalihold (cautiously). Is that 
—do you call that a dress ? 

Lady C. It’s an afternoon gown. 
Do you like it? 

Lord 8S. (despondently). 
wonderful. 

Lady C. Why “too”? 

Lord S. Could you—would it be pos- 
sible——? But no, the supposition 
is absurd. 

Lady C. Do go on. 

Lord 8. Could you—for my sake— 
dress on three hundred a year ? 

Lady C. (staggering). Three hundred ! 
Three hundred ! ! 

Lord §. 1 couldn't afford three thou- 
sand. 

Lady ©. (in a fainting condition). 
Three thousand ! 

Lord S. Help! 


It’s too 


Water ! 
[Household rushes in. 
Curran. 

Act III. 
Scene.—Lady Cecila’s drawing-room. 
Lady Cecilia is discovered pacing to 


and fro. This occupation shows off 
her evening gown to great advantage. 

















It is redolent of the eighteenth cen- 
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| 
| 7 7 " ' 
| Host | n the light). ““Foxp OF BILLIARDS?” 
| tury, witl in . ! “ae ae 
= Yt say coy flounces and SONGS OF THE HOME A difficult matter, I fancy you'll find, | 
Cile 7, . . . ] « 4e " a= : 
a 8, and ts carried out in rose-pinh . in Becne When I have your habit of changing | 
affeta. A few moments should be} ,., : wus my mind 
allowed for applause on the rise e y for the weak-minded 
the curtain. Sir Maurice is watchin } * T mean to show fight; 
» eibRieanl = veo 
| her with anxious devotion. Strong silent Hercules isn t concerned; | I mean to be strong; 
| ? 7) sthe lan of a down trodden Speci- | ] il alwi: ] > 
La ly Cecilia. You never expected me | - aie l + o 
| t ress : : | eg nga ftey | ou il always be wrong, 
| eng on such apittance. Of course,| «7 rain, Whittington!” \ frown on my forel will fill 
oem abe > | } jain, bil } 2 ue) 1 my torehea \ ui you 
| When he said that, I knew I didn’t love} Whit aa tae | ; m) ; 
him, | yh ton turned, | with fear ; 
i, Said 1y wife Oblige me by learning ‘emble 
Sir Maurice. Of course. Said I to my wife — ge me by de irning to tremble, my 
(As you dare not do), dear .. 


Lady C. 1t isn’t that I mind what 1} 
; Wear, really. Last year’s navy serge | 
' dyed red would do quite as well as} 





far as I’m concerned. But one must | 
| consider the people who toil for us, | 
| mustn’t one? | 
Sir M, Of course. | 
Lady C. What would become of the 
artist who designed this very frock [| 
have on ? He would starve if some of | 
| Us didn’t understand the meaning of | 
the word “ silhouette.” 
Sir M. (are tély moved). Of course. | 
Lady C. And you like me to be the} 
best-dressed woman in London, don't 
you? 
Sir M. (fervently). Of course. | 
They embrace. 


CuRTAIN. 








“T'’m spending my lile 
Submitting to you; 
And now is the moment for taking a 
stand 
Assist and inspire me by holding my 
hand, 
I’m going to begin 


To splash it about; 
My toes will stick in 
And I shall stick out; 
Henceforth I’m determined on having 
my Say, 
And, will you or nill you, on having my 
W Ly 
“ You'll come to respect 
A ‘Terrible Him’ 
You 'll come to reflect 
My tiniest whim; 





The trouble was mended 
Before it was done: 

Revolution was ended 
As soon as begun ; 


pete with ’em ? 


burned, 


Wiiches are either succumbed to 
} 


i Worms on the 


| 
| 


turn ? Lor’, they knou 
sal 
| 


how to treat with 'em— 
“ Turn again, Whittington ! 


yo 


Her smile was enchanting, her manne) 
was firm; 
“Ts this,” she demanded, “the Turn of 
the Worm?” 


Women aire women, and who wali com 


07 





| 
| 
| 


} 


Whittington turned, 


Henry. 


| 
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Tearful Cook (who has Leen reprimanded), “Tue Fact 18, MuM, YOU DON'T LIKE ME, AND CONSEQUENTLY NOTHIN’ I was TO DO 
WOULDN'T PLEASE You—NorT 1f I WAS TO STAND ON MY 'EAD, IT WOULDN'T.” 








THE CABINET CABARET. 

We understand that, to give proof of 
the harmony prevailing in Coalition 
circles and to demonstrate once more 
that age cannot wither nor custom stale 
their infinite Variety Entertainments, 
a Grand Concert will be held at The 
Welsh Harp, Downing Street, on New 


| Year's Eve, the provisional programme 


of which is stated to be as follows :— 


Overture, 
“Everything is Speeches down in Georgia.” 
(Specially arranged for wind instruments). 
The St. Stephen's Symphony Orchestra, 
Song. 
“Tf I were the only Earl in the World.” 
The Foreign SECRETARY, 
Recitation. 
* Love in the Spen Valley.” 
Captain F’. E. Guesr. 
Song. 
“The Knight hath a thousand I’s.” 
Sir Ertc Geppes. 
Solo on the Eucalyptus. 
** Noses are booming in Piccadilly.” 
The Mrntsrer or Hearrn, 
Sketch, 

The Prive Miyisrer, Mr, Batrovr and Mr. 
Bonan Law will appear in their celebrated 
Song-scena entitled 

“CADDIES,” 
(New costumes and scenery have been speci- 





ally designed for this performance by Mr, 
Walton Heath Robinson.) 


Grand Finale. 
“ Everything is Gedd-Ezz now.” 
The Entire Troupe. 





“ A Fresh Start. 
From an Indian trade circular :— 
“ Honesty 18 THE Best Poticy. 
All previous Lists are hereby cancelled.” 





From a feuilleton :— 

“They were married by a clergyman from 
London, a thin young man, who wore his 
sock, always, with a little cape to it.” 

Sunday Paper. 
A clerical error, no doubt. 


“ A boy birched at Uxbridge for breaking a 
railway carriage window was chased and 
captured by the engine driver on the return 
journey.”—Evening News. 

The driver seems .o have taken rather 
a mean advantage of the lad’s condition. 

From a letter by Mr. Even Patt- 
potts on “The Amenities of Dart- 
moor ” :— 

“They were exceedingly hard-headed men 
who said they could build a small dam in my 
knowledge for £17,000."’ 

We ourselves should never have thought 
of attempting to build a dam in Mr. 
Eben Pai.rorts's knowledge. 








WHATROTSKY. 

(Mr. Roperr Wituiams, of the Transport | 
Workers’ Union, is reported to have said that | 
he was “looking forward to the date when | 
Lenin and Trotsky would be welcome in the 
streets of Great Britain.”] 

Tats noble-minded patriotsky 
A most terrific hunch has gotsky | 
To be the trumpeter of Trorsky. 


With kindred spirits polyglotsky 

He plans to make things somewhat 
hotsky | 

For all who do not take to Trotsky. | 


Like you know whom, he'd “ sack the | 
lotsky ;"" 

His motto, password, text, whatnotsky 

Is “ Down with everything but Tror- 
sky!” 

Palaces, titles, cars or yachtsky— 

For these he does not care a jotsky ; 

He simply wants to welcome TroTsgY. 





Commercial Candour. 

“Special Lines.—Heavy Cotton Blankets 

at 18/6 per pair (all wool), guaranteed.” 
Provincial Paper. 

“The art of life is to colour the world and 
not be coloured by it.”"—Birmingham Gazette. 
People who want to paint the town 
red should remember this. 
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THE HOUSING PROBLEM. 


Peacr, “BUT I THOUGHT I WAS TO HAVE GOT INTO MY TEMPLE LONG AGO.” 


“EXTREMELY SORRY, MADAM—CONSIDERABLE DIFFICULTIES IN | 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMEN?, 


| Monday, December 22nd.—Although 
this was the eve of the Prorogation, 
_ Parliament was unable to act upon the 
schoolboy maxim, * Last day but one, 
take it all in fun.” On the contrary, 
grave events were under discussion in 
both Houses. In the Lords a harrow- 
ing tale of the distress in Central 
Europe came from Lord Bryce, and 
was followed by an earnest appeal from 

| Lord Reaprne that this country, 
_without waiting for the Allies, 
should send relief to Austria In- 
felix. Lord Curzon had to remind 
him that it was necessary to temper 
mercy with justice. We had already 
pent twelve and a-half millions on 
the relief of Buropean distress and 
must think a little of our own needs. 
Taking this admonition to heart 

| the Peers thereupon gave a Second 
|} and Third Reading to the Old Age 
Pensions’ Bill, despite a protest 
| from Lord Buéxmasrer. He was, 
| think, # warm supporter of the 
Parliament Act, which deprived the 
Upper House of all power over 
finance, but he did not allow that 
little circumstance to deter him 
from rebuking the Government for 
not imposing additional taxation to 
ineet the ten millions a year thus 
udded to the national expenditure. 
The Commons met in an atmo- 
sphere of mingled gloom and curi- 
sity. Two hundred and thirty- 
two Questions on the Order Paper 

| testified to their curiosity. The 
gloom was chiefly caused by the re- 
cent distressing events in Ireland, 
Viscount Curzon endeavoured to 
elieve it by requesting some re- 
‘axation of the liquor restrictions 
luring the holiday season ; but this 
allant attempt to increase the 


His speech, if not lively in tone or 
brilliant in style, was eminently busi- 
nesslike. Almost the only purple patch 
was a quotation from Father FLANa- 
GAN, formerly Vice-President of Sr:nn 
Fein, protesting against the coercion of 
Ulster. As little but the unexpected hap- 
pens in Ireland the most hopeful feature 
of Mr. Liuoyp GrorGe’s scheme is that 
he does not anticipate a welcome for it 
from any Irishman. Since it endows 





Ulster-—a new Ulster not yet goograph- 





_—. 


Dora. **Do you THINK YOU CAN GET MH Ac! 


pivit of Christmas was unsuc- .appry?” 


essful. P.C. Law.“ Sorry, Mum, 1'p HAVE LOVED TO CARRY 


wo weary hours were spent in you over, Bur I'm Nor ALLOWED 10.” 


the almost mechanical process of 





LOSS 


Carson, though he still affirmed that 
Ulster only wanted to be let alone, and 
drew a lurid picture of what might 
happen under a Sinn Fein Administra- 
tion, did not absolutely bar and bolt 
the door against the scheme, but gave 
an assurance—very necessary in the 
circumstances—that he was not “ try- 
ing to discourage the Prime MInistER.” 

He was, at any rate, as helpful as 
Sir DonaLp Macieay, who thought the 
Prime Minister did not go far enough, 
and vaguely urged “ big and open 
handed action;’’ or as Mr. Hern 
pERSON, Who still hankered after 
the Home Rule Act of 1914, which 
no one in Ireland will have at any 
price; or as Mr. AcLANp, whose 
pious hope wasthattheSinn Feiners 
would come and state their position. 
General Crorr was of opinion that 
the Government might as well offer 
‘a, pill to Vesuvius”’ as this scheme 
to Sinn Fein, and yet immediately 
afterwards twitted the Unionists 
with having deserted their prin- 
ciples at a moment when they had 
been proved overwhelmingly right. 

Thus the scheme was born into a 
chilly atmosphere, but, as it is going 
into cold storage for the next two or 
three months, that may not matter 
much, 

Tuesday, December 23rd,—Bar- 
ring afew Questions, none of them 
of vast importance, the only busi 
ness before the Commons was tlie 
resolution carrying over the War 
Kimergency Laws (Continuance) 
Lill into the Session of 1920. This 
measure was intended to prolong 
tle existence of D.O.R.A., now near 
ing her allotted span, and naturally 
created no enthusiasm outside tlie 
Government Departments. I[Even 
Mr. Bonar Law added to his plea 
of necessity a hope that in her 
next incarnation D.O.R.A. would 
be considerably reduced in size. 

But the House still jibbed at the 


(Mr. Bonar Law was refused permission to carry . proposal, and, when Mr. Hoaar’s 


igreeing to the Lords’ amendments over the War Emergency Laws (Continuance) Bill to protest was endorsed by that grave 
to the Electricity and Housing Bills "e*t Session.) 


why doesn’t the House take its non- 
contentious business as “ read” ?), and 
Members were already pretty well tired 
when the Prime Muyisrer rose to make 
yet one more attempt to settle the Irish 
(Juestion, which has baffled all his pre- 
lecessors for more than a century, It 
was plain that he “felt his position 
vcutely.” Probably he missed the 
challenging interruptions of Mr. Devin 
and his little band of followers, who on 
lis occasion were ostentatiously ab- 
sent. Or he may have been oppressed 
by the feeling that where GLapsrone 
failed twice and Mr. Asqurrs once even 
he might not succeed. 





ically defined—with a Parliament that 
it does not want, refuses to the Sinn 
Feiners the Republic for which they 
profess to be pining, and is based upon 
the partition of Ireland, which every 
Southern Irishman positively loathes, 
he is likely to be justified in his vaticina- 
tion. On the other hand the financial 
provisions furnish so much solid pud- 
ding for the new Legislatures that it is 
possible that Irishmen, who are not all 
the selfless idealists that they like us 
to imagine them, may come to the con- 
clusion that they might go further and 
fare worse. 

It was noticeable that Sir Enowarp 





and reverend Tory, Mr. Evetyn 
Crcin, Mr. Law consented to withdraw 
his motion, on the understanding that, 
should D.O.R.A, still be wanted next 
year, the process of resuscitation should 
not be factiously prolonged. 

The Commons then repaired to “ an- 
other place,” and heard the Lorp Cuan 
CELLOR (who out of compliment to 
Lady Asvor addressed them as ‘* Mem- 
bers "—not Gentlemen”) recite the 
longest Speech from the Throne on 
record. 








More ‘‘ Spirit-Writing.” 
“Such was Childs’ Bank in 1875, When 
Charles Dickens wrote the ‘Tale of Two 
Cities.’ "—John o’ London's Weekly. 
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STRENUOUS DAYS. 

Wuat quiet restful times they seem 
as I look back at them now, those 
moments at. Shingle -sur- Mer, when 
the October days darkened and we 
played together after tea on Satur- 
day afternoons, Richard, Priscilla and 

It was a motor-bus sometimes that 
caught our dramatic fancy, the cumber 
some motor-bus that plied all summer 
between the coastal towns; there would 
be a heavy plunge on to the sofa’s fail- 
ing springs, brisk business with a hand- 

l and some “really” «-ckets, and 
then “a accident,” and we rolled in a 
happy heap on the floor, And when I 
had been bandaged with handkerchiefs 
and brought to the sofa hospital, we 
Would put out in the sofa-boat to 
sea, the weather growing rougher and 
rougher till Richard showed signs of 
acute distress—a powerful rendering 
and more vivid even than life, as all 
true art must be—and then the wreck 
came and we tumbled off and wallowed 
on the carpet waves. “I swimmin’,” 
Priscilla used to say on these occa- 
sions. You swim too.” 

A gentle over-arm stroke without 
any leg-action to speak of was my idea 








of the thing, till Priscilla, who has a 
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very masterful mind, besides being a 
very good drawing-room swimmer for 
a child of three, explained to me forcibly 
that I had got to do my bit. That is 
why late visitors have often found me 
prone on my watch-chain and striking 
out helplessly like an impaled beetle, 
with the end of a piece of string in my 
mouth to drag me to the hearth-rug, 
which was the pier and “ home,” 

It was bad for the trousers, per- 
haps, but not really hard work, and it 
called, at any rate, for no great mental 
energy or nervous strain, And in Lon- 
don I fancied that our exercises would 
be milder still. The great city would 
have a civilising, refining influence 
and remeve the last trace of the Viking 
touch which the salt air had imparted 
to the children’s minds. Saturday 
evening would find us sitting in a cosy 
room, furnished entirely in the Cageby 
manner, with chintz- covered chairs 
and a pale green carpet, punctuated at 
rare intervals byenormous pink flowers. 
On one of those flowers would be the 
ball of blue wool which connected ulti- 
mately with Araminta, busily knitting 
for herself the sweetest of sweat—of 
jumpers, I mean; on another a model 
of the Albert Memorial, which Richard 
was deftly constructing out of small 


pieces of scrap-iron and screws, not 
once mislaying the necessary nuts. | 
Upon a third, at her little stool and 
table, would be Priscilla, poring over a | 
large book which contained brightly | 
coloured pictures of cows and the other 
more sedentary mammals, And upon 
yet a fourth, sitting elegantly in my 
own armchair, I would retlectively 
smoke my pipe, gazing ever and anon 





through the blue wreaths into the 
glowing heart of the anthracite stove. 

But apparently this was not to be. 
I must own that I felt a preliminary 
qualm when Araminta left the room 
just after tea with the parting words, 
“ By the way, I took them to the Zoo 
on Thursday,” but I was still prepared 
for somnolence and peace when the first 
frightful thump at the door came. Then 
the handle turned round several times 
wen, 3 but unsuccessfully, and the 
thing burst open, followed by Richard, 
like a portion of a 5.9, and Priscilla, 
head-over-heels, with a flushed face and 
the tufts that are training to be curls 
already shockingly disarranged. 

“TI @ bad lion,” she announced on 
completing the second revolution, and 
Richard shouted simultaneously, “‘ And 
I’m a rhinoceros, and you ‘re a buffalo, 











and we're going to chase you.” Iam 
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BREAK MY NECK THERE.” 





not a naturalist, and I suppose it may 
ave happened, at some time on the 
prairies or pampas or wherever this 
noble creature ranges at large, that a 
espectable business buffalo coming 
home at the week-end has been pounced 
nat one and the same moment by a 
wicked carnivore and a raging pachy- 
lerm, and had his tie pulled out and 
his hair ruffled and his collar unbut- 
toned and his pipe and his matches 
taken away; but it is a very exhausting 
experience, and I was relieved when 
Richard suddenly said, “‘ Let’s be two 
monkeys in a cage, and you come and 
look at us and put yourfingersthrough ;” 
and, dragging Priscilla afterhim behind 
. chair, presented absolutely for the 
first time on the same bill the Borneo 
ourang-outang and the wanderoo ape 
from Malabar. My howl of agony fol- 
lowing a severe finger-bite is, I flatter 
myself, one of my cleverest turns, and it 
had eleven encores before Priscilla, with 
| her usual abruptness, said firmly, “ No 
more monkey,” and Richard, fearful 
lest the good work should fail to go on, 
hastily eried, “I'll be the keeper and 
| she be a tiger, and I leave the cage-door 
open and she run out and eat you.” 
| I have every admiration for Richard 
| as a stage manager, but asa sportsman 
| he leaves something to seek. Was it, 


Nervous Post-War Sportsman, “OH DEAR, OH DEAR, THESE TAR ROADS ! 





I ask you, quite fair to shout to the 
infuriated terror of the jungle, “I’m 
the keeper, Priscilla; you mustn’t touch 
me,” and leave me under the paws of 
the raging animal until Araminta merci- 
fully entered to carry it away to bed? 
“Good-bye, Priscilla,” I called as she 
departed. “No, you can’t speak; I've 
bittened you all up,” she replied, and 
added with a face of seraphic ecstasy 
as the door closed, ‘“‘ And the blood.” 

Can you wonder that I compromised 
with Richard after that for the story 
of Big Claus and Little Claus and Blue- 
beard twice over ? 

The whole matter is receiving, as they 
say at our office, my most earnest con- 
sideration. 

I seem to remember faintly being con- 
ducted to the Tower when I was about 
four years old, and that it made a very 
great and ennobling impression on my 
mind. Perhaps if Araminta would con- 
sent to take them there some time next 
week the historic atmosphere of the 
place might curb their wild instincts 
and elevate their thoughts, and we might 
pass on to some quieter amusement 
next Saturday—a little thumb-screwing 
maybe and a turn or two of the rack, 
with the execution of Annr Borryn or 





Sir Tuomas More thrown in. I do 
hate children to be rough. | Evox. 
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LMOST AS WELL GO INTO THE FIELD AND 


NIGHT-PIECE, 
Tur warm flower-scented breezes blow 
Off-shore, and on them comes the slow 
Throbbing of drums, of dancing feet, 
And Island singing, dreamy-sweet ; 
Seawards the fisher-torches glow. 


Her anchor-flukes in coral bite, 

In coral gardens lily-white ; 
Her tracery of stays and spars 
Looms like a black net filled with 


stars 
Raked from the blue and glimmering 
night. 


Robbed by the reefs of all their ire 
Tired waves swing shorewards to ex- 
pire— 
Smooth, phosphorescent hills of glass. 
She lifts to meet them ; as they pass, 
Dips in a blaze of silver fire. 
PATLANDER. 





A theatre announcement in Baku :— 
“Tue Enouisn BripeGroom rm Caucasus 
Opera 3 Act of A. Mahilian. 

The act of English Bridegroom will play Mr. 
Kostanian in English Language. 
Simphonical Musician group by the stecrage 
of Anton Mahilian. 

The tickets will be sold in the Case of the 
Theatre.” 
We wish Mr. Mantrian a good voyage, 
but not very hopefully. 
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A PANTOMIME PROBLEM. 

CINDERELLA'S SLIPPER FITS SOMEBODY ELSE’S FOOT. WHAT SHOULD THE FAIRY PRINCE DO? 

—————————- = ame — 

the childrer { ur fighting . ) nd a N , y / 
WANTE : eh 1 ol our Dghting men, to send a New rears 

D-A NEW YEAR’S GIFT. gift to Bishop Srowng, 2, Campden House Road, Kensing- 

ton, W.8; or to the Hon. Treasurer, Miss A. C. Rennie, 


° >, th’ea f aoe } 
} Mr. Punch’s friends are already aware of the clos 
terest he takes in the Heritage Craft Schools at Chailey, | The Heritag: 


: ' Craft Schools, Chailey, Sussex, 
} sussex. In 1914 these schools were concerned with the care | z 








j} and educati f eri : . . P nPi lax | ade 
ation of crippled children, and during the War | 
c > ] » ; . > } 2 A 4 ® | 
j @xtended their work in many directions to include in par-|_ , INDUSTRIAL DEPRESSION ; 
ticular the treatment of children suffering from Air-raid | UT he Rat Bill comes into force on New Year's Day, aud one recalls 
5 | regretfully the time when the belief prevailed that rats could be | 


eoek. — a scheme for the training of wounded soldiers | rhymed to death. 
are ee Oe | I came too late! The tears sw eep like a tidal | 

The crippled boys gave up their ee ine. the Ant ee Wave down my cheeks, my soul is wrapped in gloom, 
soldiers, and the bes rains arene ae . buildin gene l'o think that I must rest unsought and idle 

ae lemselves helped largely in building the | In what would once have been a poet's boon ; 

Mitchener Huts to take their place; also by their own]  j{ad I but lived in days when human folly 
example, which showed how difficulties could be bravely | Lelieved that ‘cite anette killed Ey 
rae, Cy taught te cpl oes what fom of} ris wor have bean my gldn cates, od gly 
Sigal thage “pitas segues a | would have had a time. 

1e use of a limb. 

It would be a long story to enumerate the developments | The summons would have sounded, and upon its 
and ambitions of the Heritage Colony. Notably funds are | ; es NOT ; would have hastened to the fray, 
needed for the consolidation of the Army Children’s Homes, | I rthwith have built a barrage up of sonnets, | 
for om Operating Theatre in the Girls’ Hospital and for the| . pen — ry ste peg dee Sse om | AP up 
jurchas ener ou AAT _* & 3 ; 1ose who were be g rats Y 
inoue heute chats ogee nara a * Bhawan Would then have come and clamoured round my door 
think of no better obiec : . ~¢ thi, conerr, of oiving,| Hor verse (of which I should have put the price up 

u » better object for a gift at this season of giving. | ) 1 #t on the War) 
Very sincerely he endorses the appeal of Princess Lovutsr And blamed it on the War). 
and lays stress on the testimony given to the work at Chailey| Life would have been more lucrative and sweeter 
by the Bishop of Lonpon, Surgeon-General Sir ALFRED | In those old days when I'd have come out strony, 
KroGH, Major-General Sir Ropert Jones and Lieut.-General | Serenely moulding massacre in inetre 

And blandly selling sudden death in song; 


‘ > 
Sir Francis Luoyp, who, speaking on the occasion of the 
opening of the Kitchener Huts, said: “ Anything that can| Whereas, alas! in this degenerate season 
j Mv skill is not considered worth a rap, 


be given in the way of help or of money will be thankfully , 
received and, I can assure you, will be faithfully spent.” Less even than the art of putting cheese on 
Mr. Punch earnestly begs his friends, for the sake The hook inside a trap. 
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| upon the Island of Saints by its 


| trigues of vaulting ambition; it 
/ moves slowly, as suits a tale 


| Flurry Knox books. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 
(By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

You may experience some shock of surprise at finding 
upon the title-page of Mount Music (Loyamans) the names 
not only of EB. G2. Somervitte, but of Martin Ross. Miss 
SomerviLLe explains the mystery by a prefatory note say- 
ing that the book was planned by her late partner and 
herself some years ago, and put aside when part-written 
for other work. Do not suppose however that you will 
find here any clue to the old problem, “ Which wrote 
which?" On the contrary, the joins are as imperceptible 





as ever. Mount Music has little in common (beyond some 
breathless runs and the native humour of its peasantry) 


Captain Benn, who seems to have enjoyed every minute of 
his service, took a critical judgment intothe Army. He was 
not impressed by “ spit-and-polish” as the best means to 
truediscipline. He was profoundly depressed by the stifling 
of real initiative in both officers and men. “ Whatever 
future photography may have in the War it has none in the 
Flying Corps,” was one of several dicta of the kind current 
among the mandarins in the early stages of the War, and 
the author gives plenty of evidence of the obstruction which 
the pioneer flier had to face . . . A valuable record, admir- 
ably illustrated by the author’s camera and appropriate maps. 

Mr. Mavetce Hewett is still in the Saga business. 
A good thing for us, as these keen airs from a simpler 





with the glorious farce of the 
The note 
of it is far more restrained; its 
twin themes, the gradual decay 
of landlordism (embodied, at its 
best, in the lovable but ill- 
starred household of Mount 
Music); and the cleavage, religi- 
ous, political and social, inflicted 


opposed Churches. There is a 
plot, of young love and the in- 


where time is one of the chief 
forces, till a point at which Miss 
SomrERVILLE, like Fate, has 
taken the abhorred shears and 
cut without warning the threads 
of ahistory of which (as she 
herself says) as much remains 
untold as has gone before. For 
my part I could have followed 
gladly every word of it. There 
is about the whole book a quiet 
beauty, a wistfulness even in its 
laughter, and above all a sense 
of quality, as impossible to mis- 
take as to define, that makes for 
a singular refreshment of the 
pirit. This is my tribute, a 
grateful one. As for charms of 
detail, I leave you to explore 
these in person ; you may accept 
my word that the process will 


be ¢ asant one. 
a ple asa one CLASS, SiR. 








Salesman, “You Must EXPECT TO PAY A LITTLE MORE FOR 


BoTH THESE BIRDS WERE SHOT BY M.P.’s.” 


world have a very tonic quality. 
The Outlaw (CONSTABLE) is the 
story of Gisli: Soursson, crafts- 
manand warrior; of Grayflanks, 
the sword that was forged into 


owner, and of Aud, the noble 
wife of Gisli, who upheld his 
honour and cleaved to him in 
the long cays of his outlawry 
that ended with his life sold 
dearly in a splendid fight among 
the hills. Mr. Hewxert has 
contrived an idiom for the re- 
telling of these heroic tales, 
which avoids, on the one hand, 
a tiresome archaism, and, on 
the other, a disquieting mod- 
ernity. It isa considerable feat 
of artistry. 1 think, for the un- 
learned, such as myself, it would 
be useful if some details of com- 
parative chronology were vouch- 
safed us in an appendix. But 
perhaps the transcriber feels 
that these are dateless stories, 
best left in their sublime detach- 
ment. I note, by the way, early 
authority to contirm some of us 
in our more reckless habits of 
speech: ‘ Let you and I weld a 
new sword out of this,” quoth 
Thorgrim Bottlenose, a well-bred 
sportsman of the period, 

I welcome a novel by Miss 
Mitts YounG asI would a friend 








That phrase of Parliamentary debate, “ The honourable 
and gallant Member,” may be applied with peculiar appro- 
priateness to Captain Wepawoop Benn, D.S8.0., D.F.C., 
whose Jn the Side Shows (Hopprer anv StoveHtTon) is a 


_ modest record, lightened by humour and relevant observa- 


tion, of excellent fighting service. A sitting Member and 
junior Whip, not much short of forty and untrained to arms, 
might well have found arguments for standing-to on the 
home front. However, October, 1914, fuand him in the 


| Middlesex Yeomanry; April, 1915,in Egypt; August of the 


} 
| 
| 
| 








> 


| and Arabia and doing 


same year in Gallipoli, in the thick of that mournful enter- 
prise. After the evacuation he wangled a transfer to the 


| R.N.A.S., serving under Commander Samson in Palestine 


trol work in the Mediterranean ; 
in 1917, making yet another change of status by transferring 
to the R.A.F., he was, after getting his wings, engaged in 
observation, photographic and bombing work on the Italian 


front, carrying on till within a few weeks of the Armistice. 





who brings with him an atmosphere of common sense 
and level-headedness. She knows South Africa as well 
as I know her books about it, and without any of the 
obtrusiveness of a professional propagandist she has a way 
of directing one’s thoughts steadily towards the difficulties 
besetting that country. She does so again in The Dominant 
Race (Hopper anp StovGHToN), but it is more than pro- 
bable that many of her readers will be so intrigued by the 
story that they will have no attention to spare for such 
troublesome things as problems. For my taste, however, 
the love-story is rather damaged by having for its hero one 
of those strong, reserved, devastatingly capable men, with 
whom my encounters in real life are so grotesquely few 
when compared with the opportunities I have been given 
to meet them in fiction. But perhaps this is no great 
matter in a novel by Miss Mints Youne, for whatever her 
characters may be like—or unlike—her descriptive powers 
remain. 





a spear and brought bane to its | 
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TIME AND THE HOUR. 


New Year in—the Old Man with the Scythe and the Young Fellow 


Ber THEY wel e sitting te ret her to see the 
| With the Hump. 
“So after all,” said the Junior, “the world didn’t come to an end on the 17th instant, as they promised us.” 
“No,” said Time, without enthusiasm; “I've got another reprieve.” 
“TI don’t seem to catch the right note of joyous relief in your tones,” said Mr. Punch. “I’m afraid all 
| this worry about a fourth dimension has added to your cares. I should hate to be called a fourth dimension 
| What you want is a little rest. Why don’t you follow the fashion and strike? Why don’t you down scythes?” | 
“It would be indecent,” said the Antique with some dignity. “I belong to one of the public services.” 
“All the more reason for striking, if we are to accept the new gospel according to the Triple Alliance. 
The nation’s necessity is their opportunity.” - 
“Perhaps, like the railwaymen, I should find I wasn’t quite so indispensable as I thought. Anyhow, I dis- 
| approve of strikes in public services ; and if I were a Government I should know how to put an end to them. The 
fact is you don’t treat these people as public servants. You should give them better conditions than they can get in 
private service, and to these special privileges there should be attached special obligations. Nobody is compelled 


to be a miner or a railwayman or a transport-worker and if a man chooses to join one of these public services 
he should be made to understand that the conditions must be accepted, and that for the period of his engage- 
ment it is just as illegal for him to strike or desert as it would be in the fighting services. . 
“Very sound,” said Mr. Punch; “and the discipline we learned in the War ought to come in useful here. 
“T should like to believe it. But I see very little sign of any such lesson having been assimilated. The War 
taught us many other things much more easy to retain than discipline. You can’t take a plain law-abiding 
citizen out of his daily routine and teach him to throw bombs at other people’s heads and stick bayonets in other 
people’s gizzards without leaving him a little restive, a little dissatisfied with the peepee gary my by the 
, M4 > . . , , . . » 2 . . t J . . P j " orc 
relatively unemotional life to which he returns _And it is not only the fighting SS cae a ae a 
standards rudely shaken; you have all suffered from War-shock, and you have not yet recovere vs sanity. 
‘“‘T suppose,” said Mr. Punch, “it wouldn't be possible for you to take a year off and let us all go to bed 
d that some good angel—or perliaps it would take a full 


to-night and wake up on New Year's Day, 1921, to fin ' siness which mak 
choir of them—has carried on for us while we slept, and got through all the heavy business which makes me 
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shudder when I read the agenda for 1920. You see, it’s the transition period which is so difficult; it is so hard 

to be off with the Old World before you are on with the New.” ; : 
: “JT have heard much talk of New Worlds since I began to take notice,” said Father Time a little wearily. 
“Tike the gentleman in A Soul’s Tragedy I have known many leaders of revolt. I have seen tyrannies overthrown 
and worse tyrannies seé up in their place. And I have known many wars that were to end all war, and they 
didn’t. You do well to be glad that for a while, perhaps for a generation, you have secured peace for your 
land; that is a great achievement; but there is something more to be done before the Millennium is announced. 

“JT don't suppose any nation has ever had such a chance as you have been given. But do you look like 
using it? You would be indignant if I told you that you are lacking in gratitude to your dead. But all this 
breathless race for wealth and luxury, this hunger for just any diversion that may distract you from the memory 
of the past few years (I am told that no novel or play or picture-palace film has a chance of popular success 
to-day if it touches upon the War)—is this your best response to their sacrifice ? 

“I was never of those who imagined that the War would make much change in men’s natures, Natures 
are not easily changed. You throw a rock into a pool and it is convulsed to its depths, but the waves soon pass 
into ripples and the ripples die away, and the pool remains unchanged. Its water is not turned into dry land, 
| or wine, or anything else. 

“ According to the Presmpent of the United States (whose own Republic, held up as a model for the rest, 
threatens to be as late for the Peace as it was for the War) the Allies were out to make the world safe for 
lemocracy. But safe against what? Against autocracy? Good. Lut who is to make it safe against itself ? 
{ hear a great deal about the Sanctity of Labour (meaning the theory of it, or a particular class that appropriates 
its name), but very little about the Sanctity of Work (meaning the Actual Thing). Yet it is by its work, and 
little else, that a nation grows to greatness. If Germany could have forgone her military ambitions and been 
content to go on working, within a decade or two she could have had the world at her feet. And unless you 
challenge her in the lists of Labour she will yet have the world at her feet; for she knows how to work, as you 
lon’t; she knows, as you don’t, how to spurn delights and live laborious days; and that—far more than her 
army—is what made her great and will make her great again.” 

What defence of his country was on the lips of Mr. Punch may be conjectured but will never be known, 
for at this point the midnight bells began. 

“There goes the Old Year,” said Father Time, ‘and I must fiy. I’m always flying.” 

“Good speed to you,” said Mr. Punch, “and a better New Year than you seem to expect. And let me 

ink you very much for doing most of the talking. I generally have to do it myself. As a set-off let me 


present you with a book of my own words, which contains the accumulated wisdom that has flowed from my | 


pen in the course of the last six months. I do hope you won't find it too cheerful for your taste. You see we 
id to keep our hearts up during the War, and, if I am to believe all you say, we need to keep them higher 





un ever if we're to get through this terrible Peace. By the way, I anticipated, rather intelligently, what you | 
ive just told me and have had it already embodied in the Epilogue to this book. For that reason, if for no | 


her, I trust that you will take a personal interest in my 


One Hundred and Filtyp-Sebenth Volume.” 
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